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SELECT STORY.
THE BEST GIFT.

The sermon was ended, the music low 
swelled,

And louder its resonance grew ;
As the tinkling chimes of the silver dimes,

Made harmony in each pew.
A visitor poor sat silently by,

His clothing the threadbare kind ;
And his face seemed wrought with a 

troubled thought,
That was struggling in his mind.

The box in the hand of God s servant drew 
nigh,

And the music to grandeur now swelled ;
As the old deacon stopped the ragged man 

dropped t
In his mite; ’twas a paper he held!

In counting the pennies, the deacon soon 
spied

The paper, and brought it to light ;
And read but one word, which the angels 

faint heard,
And which showed the deacon’s faint 

sight.
“ Myself," it had said, and the grand organ 

made
Such music as bore it on high,

And the full feathery throat of the wild 
birdlings caught

That word on their flight to the sky.
And the angels in heaven, for the new joy 

thus given,
Sang praises in harmony sweet ;

And à new soul was borne through the 
gates of the morn,

To its rest at the Comforter’s feet.

IF HE HAD RULED BY LOVE!
By the Author of * A Queer Sort >f Honeymoon.'

CHAPTER I.
THE WIDEST BREACH.

Where is the harm of my being with 
Mr. Royston when I choose? demanded 
Edith Devereux, defiantly, looking 
superbly beautiful, with her great, dark 
eyee gazing straight into her husband’s 
face, her curved lipe quivering, her whole 
form instinct with rebellion. And the 
man standing opposite to her did not look 
as though he could be defied with im
punity. The handsome face was dark 
with stormy passions, the features were 
convulsed, and you would say, at a first 
glance, that he was a man whose passion 
could be like a tornado —he might do 
anything in a mad moment, and perhaps 
repent of it his life long. He had made 
a hurried marriage with this petted, 
spoiled, high-handed beauty, and, pos
sibly, was repenting to some extent 
already, two months after marriage ; for, 
though he was passionately in love with 
her — or her beauty and her charm — he 
couldn’t manage her in the least; she 
was not amenable to bit and bridle, espec 
ially from a husband of twenty-two. She 
was seventeen, bred upon a Brazilian 
estate, with the command of any number 
of slaves — with all the men at her feet — 
and she showed Vernon Devereux pretty 
soon she was not going to be his slave. 
He had always thought all the world must 
give way to him; so the result was — 
Anarchy.

Putting, however, great constraint on 
himself, Devereux said to his young 
wife —

*• I needn’t stop to argue that, Edith. I 
tell you I won’t have you take long rides 
with him, and encourage his impertinent 
admiration-----.’’

“I don’t encourage him,’’interrupted 
the girl, sharply. “ Do you think no one 
is to admire me but yourself? I may be 
your wife, but I’m not your property.’’

At that, the young man made one 
stride towards her, and laid a grip like 
iron on her wrist. She did not shrink, 
but caught her lip with her teeth.

“ Do you mean to defy me, Edith ? ” he 
said, in a husky voice. “ You had better 
Lake care. You are my wife, and you are 
my possession; I tolerate no defiance. 
Now, listen! This Royston is no com
panion for you — he is a cad and a 
scoundrel — and I will not have you seen 
with him ; it’s a concession to give you 
any more reason than my command. I’ll 
not have him here, nor will you, while 
we stay in Florida, keep more than a 
bowing acquaintance with him.”

“Mrs. Erie knows him,” replied Edith, 
with her head erect.

“ Mrs. Erie can do as she likes ; she is 
no model for you. I believe, in my soul, 
you only like her because I don’t,” said 
Devereux, vehemently. “ I mean to 
break you in, Edith, before I’ve done with 
you, and, by Heaven ! I will.” •

With which highly conciliatory speech, 
Vernon Devereux almost flung her hand 
from him, and hurried out of the room, 
leaving Edith quivering with passion and 
doubly rebellious. It was likely to be a 
happy household, certainly.

Edith Devereux had accepted Vernon 
as her husband, because her conquest 
pleased her vanity — because it would be 
nice to be married to a young, handsome, 
and wealthy man of ancient family, who, 
coming out to Florida to look at the 
estates there (inherited from his Spanish 
South American mother, who had also 
left him her semi-tropical temper as a 
legacy), had surrendered himself to the 
loveliest girl in all the district.

But the marriage promised to turn out 
disastrous enough, since not two months 
had passed and Edith had not begun to 
adjust herself to her husband’s ideas ; nor 
had he yet learned that, however right
eous may be your rules and your wishes, 
to enforce them by command and expect 
unquestioning obedience, is scarcely the 
way to manage a wilful girl, or to win her 
heart to obey you out of love.

“ My dearest child,” cried a soft voice, 
a trifle thin perhaps, but pleasant-toned 
nevertheless, and a pretty little woman, 
whose bright, merry ways everyone 
adored, stepped from the verandah into 
the room. Edith turned to her with an 
instant effort to control herself, and her 
hands weie taken and clasped in those of 
the newcomer. “ But what is the matter, 
.ove? You are trembling. Ah ! those 
unhappy jars ; my poor Edith.”

“ He has no right,” Edith exclaimed, in 
a choked voice. I am not a slave ! I 
will not be a slave, though he tries to 
make me one.”

“ My dear, hush ! he is your husband,” 
said Mrs. Earle, gently.

“ Husband ! ” Edith cried out, passion
ately. “Does that give him the right 
to talk to me as if I were a dog or a 
horse? He means to break me in, he 
told me just now. I am not to see Alfred 
Royston, nor ride with him ; because 
Vernon—Vernon," said the girl, throw
ing aside the momentary compunction, 
“ is jealous that anyone should look at me 
but himself. Why should I not see 
Royston? I will, just to show Vernon 
that I do not mean to be subdued by 
him.”

Mrs. Erie shrugged her shoulders, and 
laughed.

“ You ought to be flattered, Edith,” 
said she, looking amused. “If your 
husband is jealous, doesn’t it show how 
much he must love you ? ”

“ Bah ! nonsense," returned the girl, 
contemptuously. “ I will not be curtailed 
of my liberty. I’ve always been given 
in to. It is too late now to try and make 
me his obedient slave. He should have 
married someone different from me.”

Mrs. Erie shook her head, but she did 
not rebuke the turbulent young wife; 
perhaps she thought it would be useless

in the girl’s present frame of mind. But | 
she said —

“ Well, dear, of course I don’t see what 
Devereux objects to in poor Royston. 
He’s a very nice fellow, indeed ; but then 
I am not your husband. It would be bet
ter, perhaps, to give in. You know, my 
love, we women always have to give way 
to our husbands in the end—it’s our lot,
I suppose.”

“It isn’t mine then,” returned Edith, 
curtly, the angry flush rising to her very 
brow. Mrs. Erie’s soothing seemed to 
have just tfec opposite effect from what 
the little wman probably intended. “ I 
don’t agree to that doctrine of the sub
missive wife ; husband and wife are 
equal, and free. He’ll know whoever he 
likes ; I shall do the same. I shall ride 
with Royston—I’m going this afternoon— 
you needn’t look shocked, Harriet ; I’m 
going to show Vernon I’m not so easily 
broken in. Now let’s talk of something 
else.”

Mrs. Erie laughed—the softest, pret
tiest, little laugh, that showed her white 
teeth, but did not stretch her mouth un
duly. She was pretty in everything she 
did, though Vernon said there was a spice 
of the cat’s prettiness about her.

“ You are a handful of a young wife,” 
said she. “Ah ! my dear, you won’t be 
coerced ; but I think, mind, you’re unwise 
to so openly disobey Vernon — lie’s got a 
terribly passionate temper. I warn you.

No one in the family ever dares cross 
him, I can tell you.”

“ That’s why he’s so overbearing,” re
plied Edith. “ Now tell me what news you 
have from home ; how is your husband ? ”

“ Oh, very ailing,” said Harriet Erie, 
with a sigh ; “ he’ll never be ariy better, 
I’m afraid. Our little Percy is well — I 
long to see him so! We go home in 
about a week.”

Vernon spoke of going to England 
shortly,” said Edith, “ that will be jolly.
I want to see England ; you know I’ve 
never been there in all my life.”

“ You were born and brought up in 
Brazil, entirely, weren’t you?”

“ Yes, at home." Edith’s great, dark 
eyes grew soft and dreamy, there was a 
mist like tears over them, too. Perhaps 
the girl was contrasting her life of freedom 
— too great freedom — there with her in
dulgent father (her mother was long since 
dead), with the stricter rule of her bus- 
band. “ Papa couldn’t bear to part with 
me, so I had governesses and masters 
from Rio. I have been to Europe — 
Paris, and we got to Rome, but then we 
had to return quickly, or I was to have 
gone'to England ; however, I suppose I 
shall soon now. Are you very stiff in 
England?”

“You will think-so, my dear,’’ laughed 
Mrs. Erie ; “ you haven’t been brought up 
like an English’ nor a Spanish, nor, in
deed, like any sort of girl I know. I’m 
afraid those armies of slaves have spoiled 
yon. You’ll find English servants very 
different."

“Slaves are a great bother; though," 
said Edith, carelessly, “I miss them 
dreadfully here. Are you going, Har
riet?”

I must, my dear, I’ve some people 
coming in the evening. I’m anxious 
about you, my love ; I do wish you’d give 
up this ride.”

“And let Vernon think he can ride, 
rough-shod, over me ! ” returned the 
young lady, whose wrath was by no 
means appeased. “Don’t trouble about 
us. Of course he will be in a rage, but 
he’ll make it up, as he has half-a-dozen 
times since our marriage, and things will 
be much better when he sees it is no good 
trying to dictate to me.”

Mrs. Erie shook her head again, doubt
fully, called Edith her ‘ beautiful termag
ant,’ and owned that ‘ Vernon certainly 
was a little high-handed’—and so left 
the ‘beautiful termagant,’ who was full of 
good and generous impulses, half stulti
fied by a lifelong course of indulgence, 
homage, flattery, and the possession of a 
temper as wilful and as passionate as her 
husband’s. Yet, wilful as she was, Edith 
would have hesitated before allowing her
self to so deliberately fly in the face of 
her husband’s command, had she not been 
too young and too undeveloped to exactly 
gauge the forces with which she was deal
ing. In truth, she knew very little about 
Vernon Devereux.

CHAPTER II.
THE CHAIN SNAPPED.

Passing down the fragrant groves which 
ran through Devereux’s estate to the ad
joining one, Mrs. Erie, lightly tripping 
along, humming to herself, was accosted 
by a man’s deep voice, and turning, she 
held out her hand with a smile to the tall, 
good-looking personage, who was proceed
ing her way, but who had come from 
another path and now stood by her side.

“Ah! Royston,” said she, easily, “ how 
do you do?” and Mr. Royston bent over 
her hand and kissed it lightly. She 
understood very well that he was only 
waiting her husband’s death to become 
her suitor — less for herself than her 
money — though this he never of course 
said or showed :

“|Coming my way ? ” she asked. “ That’s 
well. So you aie going to ride with Mrs. 
Devereux this afternoon, I hear.”

He glanced at her and smiled, bending 
towards her.

“And is my lady fair jealous ? ’’ he said. 
Whereat little Mm. Erie broke into a 
merry laugh.

“Jealous! You foolish fellow, why 
should I be? No, the jealousy comes 
from the other side,” she added, archly

“ What, from Devereux ? ”
She nodded.
“ Exactly, mon ami. There’ll be a 

final quarrel when my lady comes home, 
I expect.”

“Why? He hasn’t forbidden her to 
go? He’s not well disposed towards 
your humble servant, you know,” said 
Royston, with a laugh. “ I don’t want 
to come across him, Mrs. Erie.”

“Oh, it’s all right. A little opposition 
lends a spice to a flirtation,” resumed 
Harriet, brightly, without answering her 
companion’s question, exactly. “ Those 
two will never get on together, you know, 
never. ’Twould be, I declare, a kindness 
to separate them.”

Royston glanced again rather sharply 
at his companion. She began to hum a 
tune, making little dashes with her sun
shade at the flowers they were passing.

“Oh,” he said, then paused. “So 
that’s your game,” he concluded, slowly.

“What’s my ‘game,’ as you call it, 
laughed the little woman, good-naturedly. 
“ You dear, clumsy man, I’ve no game 
on at all. I like Edith immensely, and 
her husband, too ; lie’s awfully nice, 
handsome, splendid, easily managed if 
his wife lets him have his own way, but 
a devil to oppose. She’s got a will nearly 
as strong as his, a temper, too, and pride 
enough for ten Lucifers ; what’s more, 
she’s more resentful than he is. It’s all a 
flare with him, and he’s contrite when 
it’s over, but she doesn’t forgive so 
easily."

“H’m! I see. Well, I'ball not forego 
my ride with the belle of Rio," said Roys
ton, smiling. “I’ve known her in her 
own home. My lord needn’t be jealous 
of me.”

“ No, of course not. Well, ta-ta ; I turn 
off here.”

She shook hands with Royston and 
tripped away, not ill-satisfied with her 
morning’s work.

Devereaux would not be home till 
towards evening, and, Edith, therefore,

had no direct interference to anticipate in 
her forbidden ride. She loved riding, 
she had a splendid horse, and she was not 
going to mope at home because her hus
band chose to consider a man she had 
known in her own home not a fit com
panion for her. She was going, however, 
really more out of bravado than any
thing else now ; for her heart and her 
conscience were beginning to lift up their 
voices uncomfortably, so that she had to 
drown them with keeping up her anger 
and her pride.

She was on the verandah, ready dressed 
and looking radiantly beautiful, when 
Roystdn rode up and flung himself from 
his horse, taking her hand and kissing it 
fervently, looking at her with eyes full of 
adoration. Edith never thought any
thing of such things; she had been used 
to admiration and devotion from the time 
she was a baby, and could not see that 
her husband had any right to resent such 
homage. She laughed at it, turned it off, 
enjoying the incense, but in no wise was 
she sentimental about it.

So she started for her ride in high 
spirits, and when much later towards 
sunset, Devereux rode up to the door, she 
had not yet returned.

“Where is Mrs. Devereux ?” he asked 
of the servant who took his horse. 
Devereux had been thinking all day that 
he had been too harsh with the young 
wife he so passionately loved. As usual, 
the tempest over, he was yearning to take 
her in his arms and kiss her soft lips, and 
say a hundred caressing words ; also, as us
ual. expected her to submit to his reconcili
ation.

“Mrs. Devereux, sir,” answered the 
man, bis own servant from England ; 
“she is not in yet. She went out riding 
with Mr. Royston, sir."

Devereux went pale as death ; every 
line of his handsome face grew hard, but 
he turned away without a word, setting 
his teeth like a vice.

“You can go,” he said, in a strange 
altered voice, and walked up and down the 
verandah — not quickly, not quivering, 
(except internally, for the wild passion 
that was in. him), but grim and still. 
When he gave his passion rein, heaven 
alone knew what might happen.

He paused after a few moments’ stormy 
contemplation ; the dusk was falling, but 
though he could not see very far, he 
heard the clatter of horse’s hoofs, heard 
them stop, then a clear voice say : “Thanks, 
so much ! Yes, you had better not come,” 
and then the sound of one horse drawing 
nearer fell on the air. Edith was coming 
alone then—that coward, Royston, dared 
not meet her husband.

The girl cantered towards the door and 
sprang to the ground, ran up to the steps 
intending to summon a groom, as no one 
had yet appeared—ran lightly up, to stand 
face to face with her husband, looking so 
white and stern, with such burning eyes, 
as he caught her wrist with a grip of iron, 
that even her bold spirit quailed ; yet 
even in that moment the passionate blood 
leapt like lightning through her veins.

“ Let me go ! ” she said through her 
teeth, “ how dare you ! ”

You have defied me,” Devereux ex
claimed, hoarsely. “I gave you a com
mand ; you have dared to disobey me.”

"Yes! and I will do so when it suits 
me,” the girl flashed out. She did not 
shrink, but met his glance with one as 
fierce as his—there was a demon in her, 
surely. “I’ll go with Roystan when I 
like ; you won’t break me in so easily as 
you think, Vernon.”

He was mad with passion—with her 
for her cool defiance ; the words, * I’ll go 
with Royston,’ sent a thousand burning 
pangs of jealousy through his heart ; he 
scarcely knew what he did. In that 
second he lifted his riding whip — the 
next bad flung it away ; he could have 
thrown himself at her feet in an agony of 
remorse and same ; but—her look—she 
went as white as a sheet, and into her 
eyes came a something that he had never 
seen there before. Steadily she lifted 
them to his, then raised her brows a 
little—

“Brute force!” she said, with an in
describable intonation of withering con
tempt on the first word, gathered up her 
skirts—he had dropped his hand from 
hers—and went into the house. He did 
not follow her, nor seek to detain her. 
He turned and strode down the verandah 
steps, down to the stables, called for his 
horse again, rushed like the wind down 
the avenue, away to the town, some two 
miles distant, where Royston had his 
lodgings—and Alfred Royston had reason 
to remember Vernon Devereux.

He was not likely to stop to inquire 
whether Royston knew of the prohibition 
given to Edith. Royston knew that Edith’s 
husband disapproved of the friendship, 
whether justly or unjustly. And when 
he had thrashed Royston till the man 
cried for mercy, he flung him on one side 
with a fierce oath.

“ See that you never come across her 
path or mine,” Devereau said, in his 
threat, and went out. And Royston never 
forgot or forgave that day’s work.

Then Devereux went off on a long mad 
ride—rode through miles and miles of 
country, till he had exhausted both him
self and his horse, and had to draw rein 
at last in the early morning in a country 
village, and put up for a while at a small 
hostelry. By that time he had ridden 
something of the devil out of him, the 
blood was cooler in bis veins, he could 
listen to the softer pleadings of his heart, 
of his better nature ; yet still was he tor
tured with doubt, with jealousy. Edith 
did not love him, but this man she had 
known for years. Would she have dared 
defy him, her husband, for the sake of a 
man who was not a lover? He never for 
a moment thought, in his wildest mo
ments, of wrong, but the bare suggestion 
that hie wife could care for another man’s 
society, filled him with bitter agony and 
not anger. He was but twenty-two him
self, and all his passions and emotions 
were uncontrollable, untamed by experi
ence or suffering, or by the inevitable 
wear and tear and life.

After an hour or two’s rest, Devereux 
rode back to his house. He did not reach 
it till the afternoon. He was full of an 
eager desire again to ask and to yield for
giveness, to atone for his rough cruelty of 
the previous day. He had left his young 
wife all alone since yesterday—the bride 
of two months. She would be unhappy 
wondering. Would she? Surely, yes— 
yes.

A dead blank fell on him as he entered 
the bouse. The man who took his horse 
looked at him curiously. What was the 
cause of that mysterious sense of empti
ness in the place?—the damp breaking 
out on his brow, his heart growing sick, 
bis limbs almost failing him? Devereux 
strode from room to room, till he paused 
in the bedchamber; something white lay 
on the toilet table—a letter. He tore it 
open ; his eyes took in the purport of it— 
those few cold hard lines. Edith had 
written :—

loving pride he had brought home, Edith 
gone.

Then came the revulsion ; he would go 
to her, follow her the world over. She 
was his, he could claim her, the man said 
fiercely, then ground hie teeth and dropped 
his head on his hands. What had she 
said ?—and would he stoop to sue ? Could 
he keep her under lock and key ?—could 
he make her love him ? Well, if she 
were hard and cold, and proud, so would 
he be. Let her go, let her know what it 
meant to be a wife and yet no wife. She 
had gone to her people ; there need be no 
scandal ; in Europe no one even knew of 
his hasty marriage. He would see that 
she was under proper protection and had 
a proper allowance, though she had her 
own money."

So Vernon Devereu hardened himself; 
he never sought his wife. Probably if he 
had been older and wiser, he would not 
have accepted her fiat so haughtily. He 
ascertained through his solicitors that she 
was cared for ; settled everything through 
them ; never even wrote to her, but in a 
week from that time returned to Europe. 
He had called on his cousin, Mrs. Erie, 
and she had been terribly upset by the 
disastrous ending to this marriage. Ver
non did not half believe her sincerity, 
but what did it matter?—what did any
thing matter ? He and his wife had shat
tered their lives somehow between them. 
No child of his would ever inherit a dollar 
or a rood of land from him—little Percy 
would come in for it all, he supposed, with 
a grim bitterness.

He did not know even after that where 
Edith was—with her people, he fancied ; 
but in the months that passed by the 
man’s heart grew sick and faint with the 
craving, the longing to throw himself at 
his wife’s feet, and tell her if she would 
only try and forgive and love him, he 
would strive and chain up the demon 
within him, would strive to rule by love, 
and school himself to control. Nearly a 
year after the separation he trampled 
down his pride; softened, remorseful, 
penitent, he wrote to her such a letter as 
must have moved the hardest heart to re
turn at least a kind answer—if she were 
afraid' to trust to his vows, to say at least 
she had been touched by his contrition.

He sent the letter to Rio, and waited, 
in what sickening suspense he alone knew, 
for an answer for weeks, that seemed like 
years ; then, through his solicitors in Lon
don, came a missive addressed in Edith’s 
hand. With throbbing heart Devereux 
tore it open ; his own letter fell to the 
ground, only that—just that.

Afterwards he never knew quite how 
those hours had passed ; it was all a chaos, 
a wild fitful remembrance.

Then he picked up his letter with a 
strange weariness, thinking of the heart’s 
blood written into those lines, those use
less lines, and flung it on the fire and 
watched it burn. She had never had the 
least spark of tenderness for him even, 
else she had never been so piteously hard. 
He would cast her out of his life, nor 
think of her, nor regret her ; she should 
be dead to him. From his breast he took 
a locket he had always worn, with a lock 
from her hair, the soft hair he had so 
worshipped encased within. He ground 
the locket under his heel with a savage 
recklessness, and threw the bent and de 
faced thing too on the tire.

He thought he had closed that chapter 
in his life, and was a wanderer without a 
home, or ties, or memories for years ; rare
ly coming to England—never to Florida ; 
keeping up a desultary correspondence 
with Mrs. Erie on account of her boy, 
wbo was to be his heir, and whose father 
had died not long after the calamity which 
had befallen Vernon Devereux. But 
otherwise a stranger to all home ties.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup ” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it. It cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stom
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup.”

NEW

DRUG STORE,

She—You see all this talk about hoop 
skirts coming back again has died out. 
He — Yes. The women have com
promised by putting the hoops in their 
sleeves._______________

Relief in Six Hours—Distressing Kid
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 
hours by the “Great South American 
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 
in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 
female. It relieves retention of water 
and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick relief and cure this is 
your remedy. Sold by Davies, Mack & 
Co., Druggists.

CORRECT PARSING
“ What part of speech is kiss ? ” asked 

a teacher at Vassar college.
“A conjunction,” replied one of the 

smart girls.
“ Wrong,” said the teacher severely 

“ next girl.”
“ A noun,” put in a demure maiden.
“ What kind of a noun? continued the 

preceptress.
‘Well — er — It is both common and 

proper,” answered the shy girl, and she 
was promoted to the head of her c^ss.

Many United States dairymen are re 
porting good results from feeding their 
cows corn ensilage in the summer when 
pastures have failed.

CORN SOWING
Is a process conducted by the agency of 
tight boots all the year round. Com 
reaping is best conducted through the 
agency of Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex 
tractor, the only safe and sure pop corn 
cure. Putnam’s Extractor is now widely 
imitated. Beware of all poisonous and 
sore producing substitutes ; they are 
dangerous to use and are sold simply 
because they afford the dealer large profit.

2 D ORS BELOW PEOPLES BAKK,

WI

nRTJG STORE.
ST. FREDERICTON.

196 Queen ttreet.

Having severed my connection 
with the firm of

DAVIS STAPLES & CO.,
’ have opened up business on 

my own account, in the store 
formerly occupied by the

CANADIAN

Express Company,
two doors below People’s Bank.

With my experience of twen
ty-one years in the Drug Busi
ness and being manager of the 
business of the late firm for 
thirteen years, I feel with every 
confidence that I can fully meet 
the requirements of my friends 
and the public generally.

Yours Respectfully,

ALOiNZO STAPLES,
April 29, 1893.

5 Gross HIRE’S ROOT BEER Daily expected.

J-L-Lst Beceived ;

L&CTATED FOOD,
l 1

MELLIN’S FOOD,
BUTTER COLOR,

JOHN M. WILEY,
DYES.

Druggist.

THE

1VERP00L AND LONDON AND
GLOBE

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Executor’s Notice.
NOTICE is hereby given that I, the undersigned, 

have been appointed Executor of the last will 
cf the |ate John A. Morrison.

All persons indebted to such Estate will pleise 
arrange with me at once, and all persons having 
any legal claims against such estate are requested 
to hand the same to me duly attested to within 
three months from this date.

Fredericton. Jane 9, 1893.
FRANK I. MORRISON, 

Executor of last will of late John A. Morrison. 
June 10

Assiéra, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

R. C. MACRED1E,

ANl>

TIJN SMITH,

W(rOULL) inform rhe people of 
icton and vicinity that be 

amed business on Queen Street,
Freder" 
has re

IT

DR. R. NIcLEARN.
Office and Residence,

Corner Queen and Regent Sts.
Office Hours.

8 to 10 A. M., 1 to 3 P. M., 6 to 8 P. M. 
Telephone, 66.

Fredericton, May 6tb, I89V

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

WM. WIL ON,
Agent.

Migs de Vere — The dude with the red 
hair has proposed to that slenderly girl. 
Dolly Danzier—I don’t wonder. She’s 
thin enough to make a match.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day .— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75 cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Mack & Co.

WHICH ACCOUNTS FOR IT.

THE SUN.
The first of American Newspa

pers, CHARLES A. DANA, Editor,

X

iooo PACKAGES,

where he is prepared to fill an oroers in 
above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AED MECHANICAL
f

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

It is

BEYOND QUESTION !

The American Constitution, tho 
American Idea, the American Spirit, 
these first, last and all the time, for
ever.

TO BE CONTINUED.

LINDA SKATED.

“ Good mawnin’, Linda—whar’ yo’ bin 
up dis way?” querried a Grove street 
colored woman of a female friend she met 
on Beaubien street the other forenoon, 
says the Detroit Free Press.

Whar’ I bin? Say, Dinah, de longer 
yo’ lib de mo’ yo’ knows ’bout some folks.”

“ For suah. I dun tole Mrs. Carter dat 
same ting las’ nite. Whar’ yo’ bin, 
Linda?”

“Up heah to house-clean fur white 
folks.”

“ An’ you’ didn’t clean ? ”
“ No ; de woman of de house did’t know 

a lady when she seed one, an’ I dun come 
away.”

“Bress my soul! When yo’ rung de 
front doah-bell and told her you was de 
lady who bad come to do de cleanin’ at a 
dolla’ an a half a day, she dun tole yo’ 
to—to-?”

“To git around to de back doah 
work fur a dollar or skate."

“ An’ yo’ skated ? ”
“Wid boaf feet.”
“Dat’s right, Linda — perfectly right! 

Bress me, but what ar’ dem white folks 
a’comin’ to, anyway ! Why, Linda, if dat 
had been me I should have felt so insulted 
dat I believe I should have animated dat 
woman’s conduct with a freezin’ sagacity ! 
Skate on, Linda. Yo’s a bo’n lady, eben 
if nobody knows it ! ”

“ After what has passed between us, I 
cannot remain another hour under your 
roof, nor will I ever be to you again aught 
but your wife in name. I suppose you 
see by this time what an ill judged mar
riage ours Las been. Don’t try to follow 
me. I am going back to my people. We 
are strangers from this hour."

Not one word of regret, of sorroxf, that 
it was necessary for them to separate. 
Devereux stood there like a man who had 
got his death blow, for minutes and 
minutes, unable to grasp fully the bitter 
truth—Edith, his wife, who with such

Mrs. Lafferty (visitor) — Your daughter 
has a foine touch, Mrs. Moriarty.

Mrs. M.— Yis ; so they do be tel’.in me, 
an sure ’tis no wonther, for she loves 
pianny, an never tires of it; she has a 
great tashte for moosic, but thin that’s 
only natural, fer her gran’father had his 
skull laid open wid a cornet at a timper- 
ance picnic !

Itch, Mange and Scratches of eyery 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 3.0 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. 
Warranted by Davies, Mack & Co.

The Sunday Sun
Is the Greatest Sunday Newspaper in the 

World.

Price 5c. a copy, by mall, $2 a year 
Dally, by mall ~=i - $6 a year
Dally and Sunday, by mail $8 a year 
The Weekly, - - - $1 a year

Address The Sun, New York.

Direct

Importation

VIA C.

That Our

Splendid Values

PAPER

ENVELOPES
are the Best for the Price,.

you can

For QUALITY and VALUE.
-OUR—

-IN-

Here’s a poem I wrote on the manu
facturer’s building at the world’s fair, he 
said. Don’t you think yon had better try 
something nearer your size, inquired the 
editor.

A MUSICAL VOICE-
The nasal twang, produced by Catarrh 

gives a disagreeable sound to the voice. 
But Catarrh is also accompanied by even 
more unpleasant results such as offensive 
breath, headache, nausea, deafness, etc. 
Sufferers from Catarrh will find in Haw
ker’s Catarrh Cure a perfect and positive 
cure, restoring the organs to their natural 
healthy condition and removing all dis
agreeable symptoms. Sold everywhere. 
Only 25 cents.

He sat behind a towering hat,
But no complaint did make ;

It was in church, and safe, he knew,
A pleasant nap to take.

LOST OR FAILflS HANKGOD,
Gsneral anil Nervous Debility, GRADES.

Send

ACCOUNT ROOKS
Are TTnexcellecL

YOU WANT THE

for

Samples.

A. F. RANDOLPH & SONS.

THE COAL STRIKE SETTLED.
As a result of the miners conference at 

London, Eng., under the presidency of 
Lord Roseberry, it was announced that it 
was settled by the conference that the 
miners should resume work at the old 
wages on Monday. They will work for 
these wages until Februaiy. The board 
of conciliation will hold its first meeting 
on Dec. 13. It will be constituted for one 
year. If at the first meeting the members 
fail to elect a chairman the speaker of the 
house of commons will nominate one. 
The board will be empowered to deter
mine the rate of miners’ wages. The 
news that work would be resumed in the 
mines on Monday at the old wages was 
received with demonstration of great joy 
in all the mining centres of the Midlands. 
The leaders of the miners read the de
spatches aloud in the streets and the 
waiting crowds of strikers cheered them
selves hoarse. Church bells were rung in 
all the mining towns and Thanksgiving 
service held in the dissenters’ chapels.

English Spavin Liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 
Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles, 
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 
etc. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 
ever known. Warranted by Davies, 
Mack & Co.

SERVED WITH DRESSING-
Miss Kahoe — Why, Mr. Brown ! how 

do you do ?
Mr. Brown — I’m sure you have the 

advantage of me, I —
Miss Kahoe — Have you forgotten me 

so soon? Why, we met on the beach 
every morning last summer.

Mr. Brown — Miss Kahoe ! It is pos
sible ? Pardon me ; I hardly knew you 
with your clothes on.

What would you do first thing if you 
should come into a big fortuite ? Winks— 
Jupiter! sail out of here before any of 
the folks I’ve borrowed of found ,it out. 

---------- ----- --- ... * 1 #

FORTUNE’S FREAKS-
In unexpected turns of the wheel of 

fortune, elevating the unknown to places | 
of power and dethroning the mighty with
out warning, France leads the nations, 
not excepting America, where the grand- I 
son of the millionaire may black boots 
for the grandson of the crossing sweeper. 
The installation of Mme. Grevy in the 
Elsee is a happy instance. She was the 
daughter of a tanner, and earned her | 
living in Paris as a bonnet maker. When 
she married, her whole fortune was less 
than five hundred dollars ; at her death 
she leaves something like a quarter of a 
million to her daughter. She did not in
vent an ancestry with her promotion, nor | 
assume fine airs with her rich gowns. 
Her manners were characterized by sim
plicity, her accounts were carefully audited 
to the smallest detail, and she set her | 
face against churt etiquette.

THE CULTIVATOR

Country Gentleman.

Weakness of Poly and Kind, Effects cf 
Errors or Excesses in Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Manhood fu'.’.y Restored. Ilosv t > 
Enlarge and Strengthen Y.'cak, Undeveloped 
Organs and Parts cf Roily. Absolutely un
failing Homo Treatment—Bencf.is in a day. 
Men testify from 50 States and Foreign Coun
tries. Write them. Descriptive l ot'.:, ex
planation and proofs mailed (sealed) ficc.

n v,• v3 i 1ERIE MEDICAL C0,3 Mliv

Steel! Steel!
Jyi

Me» I. 890 bars hied Shoe Steel, 20 bundles Toe- 
Jb'or sale low bv

R. CHESTS ÜT & SONS.

rsx to liHtid 1 carload Sled, Rleigli and Toe-caulK
te» 1. tr**’* ............................... .....................

caulk steel.

Grindstones.
J UST received from Stonehaven, 1 Car 

stones. For sale Wholesale and Kttiil.
JAMES S. NEILL.

Liquid Glue.
Just Received by Rail

7T)0XE8 and 2 Cases of Liquid Glue in one and JD two ounce bottles, half-pint, pint, quirt, 
lialf-'jallon and one gallon tin cans, vith patent 

openings. This glue is Good uni Strong, and will 
mend most everything. Try it. For sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

BEST GOODS

BEST PRICES,
THEN BUY YOUR

SCHOOL BOOKS

Hall’s - Book - Store.
Farm for Sale-

THE subscriber's Farm at Ft. Many’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 5(U acres, 109 of 

which are under cultivation.
Tlieie are two houses, barns and outbuildings, ob 

the premises, all in good repair.
For further particulars apply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen

F’ton, April 9, 1692.

Readv Mixed Faints and Varnish.,
Just to hand by rail.

1 AO /"IAN** Rende Mixed Paints in all the pop- 
1 Udj V ulur hliades ; 1 c ise Varnish suitable for- 

in-*id« and outside work, in half-pint, pint, and 
quart lins, guiraiiteed in qu.lity; 1 barrel Japan 
LzVjer ; 1 barrel Patent Drier.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

McMURRAY & Go.
IXavo J"xxeit Hoo civod

Spratta — Who was the moat miaerable 
man you ever saw? Jacka —A fellow 
who couldn’t read hia paper, amoke hia 
cigar and eat bis breakfast all at once.

Do you Couqii? Hawker’s Tolu and 
Wild Cherry Balaam ia a sure Cough cure.

THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOT D T)

Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing:,

Live Stock and Dairying,
Whi’e it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Tard, Entomol
ogy, liee ke*M ing, Greenhouse and tir. pery, Veter
inary Reidies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire
side heading, Domestic >.co lomy, and a summary 
of the News.of ihe Weex. Its Market Reports are 
u'iu>uilly complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Pi’OHpects of the Cro, s,as throwing light up- n 
• ne of taemo t important of ah questions—When 
tu Ruy and When lo 8e'l It is li’-e ally lllu-trated 
and by Recent ill mgenient, contains more reading 
mater than e er before. The subscription price is 
£2.51) per 3 ear, but we offer a Special Reduction 
iu our

Club Rates for 1894.
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 
Six Subscriptions do. do. 10
Ten Subscriptions do. do. |5

ISÎT To all New Suhso ibei> for 1894-, pacing in 
advance now, v e will s»nd the pa»»r Weekh , irom 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894, 
without charge, hi eciinen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N.Y.

S]'

A CAR LOAD
OF

WALL PAPEBS,
Ami are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city,

Canadian
^.2nT3Z)-

American
Makes
CALL and SEE tl 

iGOODS.
Also a lot of

REMNANTS,
Which will be sold Low, to make 

for New Goods.
room

P. 8. Expected daily a Large Stock of Ingrain paper 
with Borders to match.

[SP Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray

5581


