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During the Month of JUNE, I will offer extra

B A R G

in DRESS GOODS, Black and Colored CASHMERES, LUSTRES,
CRAPE CLOTH, etc,

Call and see them, or send for Samples.

B. FAIREY,
Hays’ Building, Newecastle.

[ =8

Newcastle, May 28, 1&87.
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ete,

l.nw and Collecﬁon Office
NE. ADAMS

Barrlster & AttorneyatlLaw,

Solicil.r in Bankruptcy, Convey=-
aancer, Nota-v Publie, etc.

-~ Real Estaie & Fire Insurance
‘Agent.

§ CLAIMS collected in all parts of tne
Dowminion.

Office:-NEWCASTLE, N.B.

PHOENIX Fire Insurance C0'Y., |
OF LONDON. ;

ESTABLISEED 1782,

LOSSES PAID over 875,000,000,
wnn'm EFFECTED AT Rngpmm.z RATES.
LossEs PROMPLY Pa'o.

‘W. A. PARK,
Newcastle, 10tl Dec. 1886.

L. J. TWEEDIE,
"ATTORNEY & BARRISTER

AT LAW.
NOTABY PUBL
CONVEYANCER, &c.,

Chnt)nn-,

8
1

Agent-
1yr.

1

IcC

N.

OFFICE 0ld Bank Montreal.

‘J D. PHINNEY.

Barrisier & Attorney al Law,
NO1 ARY PUBLIC, &¢.,
RICHIBUCTO. IN-
O¥rICE—CONRT HOUSE SQUARE.
May b5, 1384,

CEO. STABLES.,
Auctioneer & Commission Merchant.

NEWCASTLE, N. B.

Goods of all kinds han«lled on Commission
and pt retnrns made.

Will attend to Auctions in Town and Country
in a sati Ty Ianner.;

Newcastle, Aug. 11, "85.

F. L FPRDOLIN, M. D,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON,

. NEWCASTLE, N. B.
= g
OFFICE at house formerly occupied by M
0. Thompson.
OFFICE HOURS from 9 to 12 a.m., 1

to 6 p. m., 7 to 10 p. m.
Feb.1885.

0. J. MacCULLY, M.A, M. D.,
Memb, ROY. COL. SURG,, LONDON,
SPECIALIST,
DISEASES OF EYE, EAR & THROAT,
Oftce : Cor. Church and Main St., Moncton.
Moncton, Nov. 12, 86.

DR- McDONALD,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON,

B-

OFFICE ANDE SSIDENCE
Perner Duke and St. John Street.;
Opposite Canad House,
CHATHAM

Chatham June 3. 1881.
DR. T. W. POMROY,
29STUY VESANTST.,
NEW YORK CITY, U. 8.

N. B.

Persons wishing to consult the Dr., and un-
able to call on him personally, can do so by
letter.

Aug 24, 1883.

KEARY 1[0Ubl4

(Formerly WILBUR’S HOTEL,)

- BATHUBST, - - - N.B.
THOS F KEARY = Proprietor.

g D AT
This Hotel has been entxrely refitted and re-
furnished thr ts with all
trains, Livery connected vmh the Hotel
Yachting Facilities. Some of the best trout
~.d salmon pools within eight miles. _Excellent
sult water Dathigg. Good Sample Rooms for
comnercial ma‘
TERMS $1.50 per day; with Sample
Rooms §
 Pathurst, Oct. 1, '86.

HOTEL BRUNSWICK,

" MONCTON, NEW BRUNSWICK,

C£0. D. FUCH,
MaNaGEn

f

CRO. McKWERNY,

Win,

A, B, PETERS, PROPRIETOR,

entionand mmoderate charges.
tent d moderate charg

CANADA HOUSE.

Chatham, New Brumswick. |
JOHNSTO{, Proprietor. |

Considerable outlay has been made on the

house to make it a first cluss Hotel and travellers
will find it a desirable temporary residencg
both as regards location and comfort.

It is
ituated within two minutes walk of Steamboat
anding and Telegraph and Post Offices.

The poprietor reinrus thanks to the Public

for the encouragement given hin in the past,
snd will endeavor by ¢ ou*tcsy and attention %o
merit the same in the fi’ure.

GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS

¢ or Convaercinl Travellers and Stibling on ths

»el

*,em 8es.
Oct. 12, 1885.

Clifton IIouse,

Princess and 143 Germain Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

Heated by steam throughout. Prompt at
Telephone com-
nunication with all parts of the city.

April 20, "85.

F. GLEMENTSON & CO0.

CROCKERY,
CHINA,
and GLASS,
LAMPS and LAMP GOODS,

is now complete for the coming spring.
invite
COUNTRY TRADERS
visiting St. John to call and see our unusually
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. Iyr.

TONING a0 REPAIRING.

J. 0. Blenlemnnn, PIAI\OFORTE and OR-
GAN TUNER,

Repairing a Speclalty.
Regular visits inade to the Northern Counties, of
which due notice will be given.

Orders for tuning, etc., can be sent to the
Advocate Office, Newcastle.
J. 0. BIEDERMANN,

St. John, May 6. 1887.
to be made. Cut thisoutand re-
turn to us and we will send you
free,something of great valueand
|mpormn('e to you, that will start |

you in business which will bring you in more money

right away than any thm¥ else in the world. And
one can do the work and live at home. Either sex ;

all ages. Something new, that just coins money for
all workers. We will start you; capital not needed.

This is one of the genuine, lmportant chances of a

lifetime. Those who are ambitious and enterprising

will not delay. Grand outfit free. Address,
Truk & Co., Augusta, Maine.

M. M SARGEANT

EsTABLISHED 1825.

This old established house has a choice sup-
ply of fresh groceries on hand for the Christ-
mas trade, among which will be found

BUTTER, APPLES
LARD, - ON
CHEESE, SAVORY
SAGE, SPICES,
CITRON AND LEMON PEEL

ALSO DeVEBER'S COFFEE, ‘

The above articles will be found fresh and
new and will be sold cheap for the Christmas |
trade, |

MILLINERY.

| tious of the

| Lung diseases, ever used in my family.—

{ Prepared by Dr.J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.

| CURLS o it

Strains.

we, CURE

CHRIsTMAS 1886. ¢

! }'011 can save money.

A Commen Cold

Is often the beginning of scrious affec-
Thr Dronchial Tubes,
and Lungs. Therefore, the importance of
early and effective treatment cannot be
overestimated. Aver's Cherry Dectoral
may always be relicd upon for the speedy
cure of a Cold or Cough.

Last Janmary I was attacked wiih a
severg« Cold, which, by neglect and fre-
quent exposures, became Tvorse, nn-ﬂl?
settling on my lungs. A terrible cough
soon followed, accompanied by pains in
the chest, from which I suffered intensely.
After trying various remedies, without
obtaining relief, I commenced taking
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, and was

Speedily Cured.

I am satisfied that this remedy saved my
life.— Jno. Webster, Pawtucket, R, I.

T contracted a severe cold, which sud-
denly developed into neumonia, present-
ing dau"elous and obstitate symptoins.
’\Iy physician at once ordered the use of
Ajyer’s Cherry Pectoral. His instructions
were followed, and the result was a rapid
and per manent_cure. —11. E. Simpson,
Rogers Prairie, Texas.

Two vears ago I suffered from a severe
Cold which settled on my Lungs. I con-
sulted various physicians, and took the
medicines they prescubcd but received
only temporary relief. A friend induced
me to try Aver’s Cherry Pectoral. After |
taking two bottles of this medicine I was
cured. Since then I have given the Pec-
toral to my children, and cousider it |

The Best Remedy

for Colds, Coughs, and all Throat and

out,

Robert Vanderpool, Meadville, Pa. |

Some time ago I took a slight Cold
which, being neglected, grew worse, un f
settled on my luuma. I had a bhacking
cough, and was very weak. Those w ho
knew me best considered my life to be
in great danger. I continued to suffer
until I commenced using Afcx s Cherr
Pectoral. Less than one bottle of this vai-
uable medicine cured me, and I feel that
I owe the preservation of my life to its
curative yowers.—-Mrs. Ann’ Lockwood,
Akron, New York.

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral \_considered,
here, the one great remedy for all diseases !
of the throat and lungs, and is more |
in demand than any other medicine of its

class. — J. F. Roberts, Magnolia, Ark.

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,

Bold by Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5.

“KING OF PAIN” g

LINIMENT

INS — External and
RELIEVES &g

of the Muscles, Stiffness of the Joints, Sprains, |

Bruises, Scalds, Burns,
Cracks, Scratches and

HEAL:

Cuts.

= Best Stable Remedy in the Worll'

Rheumatism, Neural-
gia, Hoarseness, Sore
Throat, Croup, Drphtlurm and all kindred af-
flictions.

LARCE BOTTLE!
POWERFUL REMEDY!
MOST ECONOMICAL!

A8 IT COSTS BUT
25 Cents.

Druggists and Dealers pronounce it the best
selling medicine they have.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,
of which there are several on the market.

The genuine only prepared by and bearing
the vame of

0. 0. RICHARDS & CO,

YARMOUTH, N. 8

TESTIMONIAL.

GeNTS,—1 have nsed MINARD'S LINIMENT 1n
my f’:mlly for some years and believe it the
best medicine made, as it does all it is recom-
1aended to do. Yours traly,

DANIEL T. KIERSTEAD.

Canaan Forks, N. B.

SEINNER’S

Carpet Warehouse,

58 KING STREET.

My Spring Stock is now complete in every
Department, and customers can rel} o1l gettmg
the best assortment ever offered in this market.

125 Designs BRUSSELQ

0 PESTRY ;

50 WOOL CARPET;

25 LINOLEUM.

URTAINS AND POLES JN ENDLESS VARIETY

All Direct from the Manufacturers.
A. 0. SKINNER.

St. John, April 26, 1886.
Don't encourage Home manvfacture unless

———— e —
You can do so by pur-
chasmg your

o
1l

SPRINC AND SUMMER SGHOOL DESKS
|

The subscriber thanks the public for past!
patronage and calls their attention to her |

NEW AND WELL SELECTED

STHCE OF DMILLINERY,

consisting of Ladies’, Misses’, and Children’s
Hats and Bonnets, in black, white and colored
Straws, Chips and Tapes. Also all the newest
shades of (Gauzes, Ribbons, Satins and Pon
Pons, New Flm\ers, Feathers, Aigrettes and
Ornaments, Lace Flouncing in difficult shades,
Jubilee Lace in black, white, fawn, brown 'm.l
cream ; Web Lml»roxder), India M uslin, Ham-
burg Edging and Insertion, Children's Lace

ETC.,

CASSIDY'S SASU AND DOOK Factory,
Chatham.

The Desk I make is seat and desk combined-
ad is offered to School Trustee Brards positive:
y lower in price than the same aiticle can be

mpo:ted for.

Sample to be seen at the Factory.

GEORGE CASSADY.

and Embroidered Collars, Ladies’ Collars and Chatham, Jan'y 10, 1835

Cuffs in white and colored Fancy Ties; Fril-
ling, Linen and Silk H’mdxerchlefs Bnttom

Mantle Ornaments, Bustles, Old Ladies’ Dre-. i

Caps, and a large stock of Trimmed Hats now
on hand. All orders promptly attended to.

MRS. 8. DEMERS.
.Newcaastle, May 2, 1887.

RICE,

RECEIVING THIS WEEK :

25 Sacks Choice Clean Rice.
For sale low by
A. J. BABANG & CO.

Moncton, Apr. 20, 1687,

l

mcs.‘

—

MONCTON _susnn.

JUST RECEIVED :
74 Bbls. Yellow Extra C.
‘*“  @ranulated.
Eor sale low to the trade.
A. J. BABANG & CO.
Moncton, A pr. 20, 1887.

{ paper, and made my way out of the sta-

[ unceremouious grasp of my friend, and
j warmly returning his greeting, I mount-
{ed with some misgivings the lofty “ trap,
fand we started for home—not my home

| domestic ministering spirits were cham-

| destitute of artifice or insincerity.

| fi

place, l)'-'lle-\\'zlj', I have never heard
of.”

When I 1etired for the night,
]unccmlin(z was to examine the portman-

Belected @zterature

SCMEBODY'S PORTMANTEAU.

| teau,
“ Change here for Wharton !” 1lilt in this was disappointed.
“What did he say ¥ inquired the sfout <p1d. and span new, and nail for nail like

my first

its owner ;

It was

with a view to discover

gentleman OppO:ltL‘ waking up. ’nune; so I shut and locked it in l]l\”ll\f l

1 pe vards in the
I repeated the information. Fo d it appeared to me afterwar the !
a m"htm‘ue. D

My corpulent vis-a-vis rapidly collected i‘” m of - x 3
his loose impediments, opened the door, “If the gentleman travelling on the )lh
aud beat a hasty retreat. inst. from Yowdon to Wharton, who took
We had been the only occupants of the , by mistake a portmanteau, will apply lu?
It was a cold afternoon in ear- [R. C. T, he will receive his own property

carriage.
'in exchange. Wren’s Nest, Reun.”

ly December, and rapidly growing dark;
g0, after drawing up the window with a
shiver of mingled impatience and discom- | peared in the Times; but it elicited no
fort, I wrapped myself in my travelling- janswer. - Other boxes of mine were sent
rug and nodded again. The nod resolved | to me, so that I no longer needed to tres-
itself into a decided dozen; and in happy ! 'P“S" on my host’s wardrobe ; aund, save
unconsciousness of things material Larriv- ' for the loss of the dressing-case, I was not
ed at my destination, where the shouting ' much the poorer for the vexatious occur-
of porters and confusiou incidental to the | rence, which might have been so serious

arrival of the express speedily aroused me. ! to both parties.

For many days this advertisement ap-

l

|

|

Having delivered up my ticket, Igather- | Moreover, all our inquiries did not

ed together my few effects, consisting of  help us to discover where Wharton might |

npeculmr) natty portmanteau and a news ,l,e, nor did any advertisement lgl(mnu'

to George Potter’s loss appear ; in fact,

had it not been for the strange portman-

teau staring me in the face whenever I

!euteretl my room, I should have been dis-

[posed to regard the whole affair in the
light of a dream.

tion.”

“ How d’ye do? Howd'yedo? Glad to
i see you, old fellow ?” cried a hearty voice.
| «Just in time, you see—here’s the trap ¥’

Releasing myself from the somewhat
“Have you ever cxamined the contents |

of the portmanteau, Mr. Thoronton ?” in-
» quired Mrs. Jenkins one day. “I mean,
perhaps you might find some clue to its

though. owner by a lctter or paper of some sort.”

No; I was only a wanderer—a cosmo-
politan. My home was anywhere—the
best hotel procurable generally; my

“Yes,” T replied ; “but there is noth-
ing there but clothes and an old black
pocket-book containing papers in cipher,
a cipher which would have baffled even
Edgar Allan Poe, I fancy.”

Soon afterwards I took leave of my
friends and again my Arab instinets call-
ed me abroad, so that the next summer
found me in New Brunswick, just begin-
ning toawake to sunshine after its long
winter. I was staying at a small frame
inn in the neighborhood of Fredericton,
the establishment being named with truly
Amwerican bombast “The Universe Hotel,”
albeit it comprised only five bed-rooms
and a coffee room.

My reason for locating myself here was
the old story—an affaire de coeur.

I was mightily aslamed of myself.
Even now, looking back, I can recall the
half-indignation, mingled with utter sur-
prise with which I first became aware of
the fact that I was in love.
Without a doubt it was somewhat
humiliating. I had passed scathless’
amid the dark-eyed women of Italy and
Spain, escaped without a heart-throb from
the maidens of Denmark, and now I was
caught, bound heart and soul, hand and
foot, by the witchery of a daughter of the
little isle of Prince Edward.

bermaids and landladies; and the form
of response most familiar to my ear was
¢ Yes, Sir.”

It was Jenkins, home I was going to.
He had taken unto himselfa wife and al-
80 a sister-in-law, and had settled down
in the little town of Renn more than a
year before. He was always a Dluff
hearty fellow,. lacking doubtless much of
the polish of polite life, but alse happily
No
truer-souled friend ever breathed than
Harry Jenkins, bushy-whiskered, black-
eyed Radical as he was; and his welcome,
I knew was a sincere one.

We arrived at the Wren’s Nest, as Jen-
kine had dubbed his pretty villa, and very
cheering indeed was the sight of the open
hall door and the bright lights shining
down the avenue.

Speedily I found myself in a room the
like of which had not greeted my eyes
or many a long day—in which the first
impression was brightness and warmth
and rosy coloring; and, best of all, meet
mistress of such a scene, a fair English
girl put her white hand into mine with a
welcome less noisy but not less cordial
than her husband’s. Harry then showed
me my room, where a bright fire was
burning, and left me to yub cff some of
the signs of my long journey.

I produced the key of my portmanteaun,
and, unlocking the article, beheld that
which caused me to start back in amaze-
ment. Ilad some sorcerer been at work ?
All my neat travelling arrangements were
upset, my shirts and collars were soiled
by evident marks of wear, and my dress-
ing case was represented by a large Llack
pocket-book, which assuredly had never
weighed down the pockets of any garment
of mine.

“ What’s the matter, old fellow ? in-
quired Harry, putting his head in at the
door. “ Didw’t I hear you call out ?”
“Ob, I say, here’s a position to be in !”
“ Anything wrong with your collars ?”
he asked, looking dubiously over my
shoulder at the tumbled heap before us.
* My collars ! Gingerly I lifted one, and
beheld before me, marked neatly on the
back, the name * George Potter.”
“Harry,” I said, turning solemnly to
my host, “yon see in me a luckless fellow
—a man who has robhed a suffering fel-
low-creature of perhaps his little all, and
is therefore doomed to imprisonment !”
“I don’t understand atall! Haven’t
you taken some one else's portmantean in
mistake? Then of course he's got your’s;
and, from appearances, he has made a
good thing by the exchange, I should
say !”

“ Happy thought " I cried.—* My con-
science is cleared. Lend me a collar, my
dear Jenkins. Iawm no longer the mis-
creant I thought myself.”

Speedily finishing my toilet, we de-
scended to the pretty parlor, and I there
related the history of my misfortunes to
the s?'lnilmthelic pearly pink-and-white
cars of Mrs, Harry.

“ Dear me: ~how tiresome, to'be sure !
Can’t you recollect who in the carriage
had a pormanteau like yours ?”

# There were four passengers in the car-
riage when I started, but I was awake
when they got out, and should therefore
have seen them if they had taken my pro-
perty. Then there was a stout gentleman
got out—somewhere,” ;

“ Where ?”

“Change here for Wharton,” I mutter-
cd mechanically.

Harry gave me a startled look, as if
doubting my sanity, and proposed that
we should go to the tea-table, to which I
readily agreed.

During the discussion of that very sub-
stantial meal, we again retraced my jour-
ney, arriving at the conclusion that it
must have been the stout man who took

Let me try to paint her—my Bell—if
Ican. Petite, compact, like a rosebud,
with goft, brown hair, and eyes brilliant
and loving—perfect eyes, brown as the
shadow on the deepest tarn in Norway,
with truth beaming in every winsome
glance ; such a sweet child-like face—a
face that the sun had kissed, dyeing the
crimson cheek with a deeper rose, and
leaving his own warmth and brightness in
every dimple ; but there—she was the
“one maiden only” to me, and has ever
been! Her greatest charm was her play-
ful innocence, her perfect guilelessness,
added toa nature faithful and loving.
Bell was staying with an uncle whose
house was next to ‘The Universe Hotel,’
and therefore I saw my darling very fre-
quently.

Néver mind how I became acquainted
with her; but I did. Many things are
possible to one as passionately in love as
I was; and, oh, our sweet evening walks
by the blue river St. John! I did not
know her friends, nor dared Bell present
me to them ; but that was a secondary
consideration to us then, and we heeded
little, so that we were together. Dusty,
low-lying Fredericton, with thy cathedral
and governnment house, the two of which
would barely form the lady-chapel of one
of our magnificeat minsters at home !
But, oh, during that burning summer
thou wast an Eden to me, and thy fireflies
dancing in the groves around thee were
bright-winged genii bringing fairy whis-
pers to my love and me !

Practically—how was it to end 7—
When the little soft band no longer rest-
ed in mine and the sweet musical voice
ceased to charm my ear and take posses-
sion of my senses, the question occuyred
with disgusting nonotony,

This was the difficulty. My income
was limited, and Bell was rich. I could
not go and solicit her frieuds to sanction
my suit without probably drawing on
myself the reception of an adventurer
uttelly unprovided witheven letters ofin-
troduction as I was ; and from this my rea-
son recoiled no less ‘than my pride. Oh,
if she were only fortuneless, my little
Bell, only a conntry maiden, for whom I
might sue with the consciousness that no
nrisconception could attend my wooing !
But Fate had decreed otherwise and I
could not struggle vainly against her
decrece. Of course I had told Bell, and
equally of course she had scouted theidea
of my appearing anything but disinterest-
ed and heroic.

One evening my little pet came to me
with the intelligence that she had receiv-
ed a letter stating that she could no long-
er be spared from home, and that some

be tound
e as

rms PAPER &3 %7
“NEW YORK.

Street) whm adver-
%ln cont.ractamay
made for it

day. in the ensuing week her guardian,
whose spoilt darling and nominal house-
keeper she was, was coming for her.

We walked silently by the river side,

my portmanteau.

“I will make every inquiry as to what
station on the line one has to change for
Wharton,” remarked Harry—* which

, 1 said—

{ sunshine oun a dew-drop.

{ drawing-room, and felt in no way relieved

cach occupied with bitter thoughts at the l

separation which now scemed inevitable.
I looked down at my darling and saw she
was weeping, and then, with the resolu-

tion which all this time had lain dormant |

in my heart, perhaps uuknown to myself,

“Birdie, I will call upon your uncle
and tell him all. If be will not listen to
 me, I shall still have done my best, and
we will think of some other plan; but I
' cannot lose you, Bell—I cannot, dear !

Bell looked up hopefully, her sweet
cyes glancing through their tears like

“Oh, Iam sure he will listen to you
Bob! He must! He could not be so
unjust—so wicked ! And if uncle con-
sents, Guardy is sure to do so, for he is
always guided by him.”

So we talked on joyfully, planning un-
heard-of happiness for the future and
throwing care to the winds. However,
“the best laid schemes of mice and men,’
et cetera. \

Never was the\truth of this dreary
aphorism proved more completely by
any of the luckless sons of men than by
myself, Robert Thoronton, when I pre-
sented myself the next day at Elm House.
I waited with some trepidation in a pretty
when the redoubtable ¢ uncle” made his
appearance. He was a tall shrewd-look-
ing Scotchman, with keen gray eyes and
aa unpleasant habit of compressing his
thin lips at any important part of my
share in the dialogue.

“Mr. Robert Thoronton ?”

“That is my name, sir.” Here I came
to a dead pause as the carefully-prepared
speech whiclrhal cost me many wake-
ful hours on the preceding night oozed
with my courage from my finger-ends.

“You asked for'me, I believe? Pray
take a seat, sir.”

“Yes, Mr. McDonald, I did.
know how to begin my story.”

I hesitated, feeling the color mount to
the very roots of my hair, and conscious
of the surprised look that the gentleman
fixed upon me on seeing my embarrass-
ment.

“Chance,” I continued desperately,
threfv me in the path of your lovely niece,
and I have come to ask you to sanction
our further knowledge of each other. I
can prove to you my respectability ; but
[ am not rich.”

Here 1 entered into a detailed account
of my family and position, during which
Mr. McDonald preserved an immovable
expression of countenance and a most
discouraging silence. At the conclusion
of my address he said—

“Am I to understand, Mr. Thoronton,
that you have never held any communi-
cation with my niece —that, in fact, you
are now simply wishing to make her ac-
quaintance "

The question was put in & calm busi-
ness-like tone ; but the cold gray eyes of
the Scotchman told nothing.

“Yes, frequently. I must apologise
for what scems like deception——"

My hasty remark was cut short by Mr.
McDonald’s rising and ringing the bell.

“Desire Miss Isabel to come to me at
once,” was the order given when the ser-
vant appeared,

Almost instantly Bell obeyed the sum-
mons, She came forward neither meekly
nor shyly, but decidedly, and with eyes
brimming with anxious hope. She paus-
ed between us, listening, with her little
brown hands clasped togetber, as was her
wont, while her uncle said—

“ Where did you meet Mr, Thoronton,
Bell ?”

Bell gave me a look half perplexed,
half mischievous, and wholly comforting
as she answered—

% Never mind how our friendship came
about, uncle, ‘I guess it growed I"”

Not a muscle of the man’s face relaxed
as he turned to me.

“8ir, you have at any rate, and on your
own confession, met my niece clandestine-
ly. If you can ever gain an introduction
to her and me by meens of a common
friend, we shall be happy to make yom
acquaintance. Uuntil then, Mr. Thoron-
ton, good-bye !”

It is impossible #o describe the sneering
tone of those few words, or the insult con-
veyed by his glance, which said ynmistak-
ably—* Adventurer !

% Oh, uncle, uncle !” cried Bell, implor-
ingly, bursting into tears.

“ My dear niece,” blandly replied Mec-
Donald, “if this gentleman bg really”—
emphasising the word—* such, and in any
way fit to address you, he can have no
difficulty in  meeting suggestion.
Come, my love !”

By this time the servant had opened
the doar, and I was abruptly bowed out
by Mr. McDonald, who, taking his niece
by the arm, disappeared into an inncy
room.

I beat a hasty retreat to my hotel, and
taking pen and paper, wrote the following
moving epistle—

“Sir—In our interview of this morn-
ing you suggested that I should obtain
an introduction to you through the
medium of a common friend. This, sir,
is utterly impossible, for the simple rea-
son that I ama perfect stranger here—an
Englishman without even letters of pre-
sentation to any one. But I entreat you
to review your decision, and to believe
me when I state that I am a gentleman—
not rich, it is true; but I am able to in-
crease my small income—which I frankly
confess, is at present but three hundred
pounds p um- writing
press. Your fair niece and I love each
other very truly ; but I do not ask you
to sanction any engagement between us
until you know more of me. Begging

you to consider the matter dl&lnx::wualg
1\ and kindly,

I hardly

my

ar

|
|
|

I have the honor to be
yours obediently,
“ RoBERT THORONTON.”
This despatched, I waited for tonsoling
tidings;-which in due time arrived in the

[ following form—

“Sir—Granting, for convenicuce sake,
that your statements are true, you will
permit me to inform you that the fact
alone of your utterly inadequate income
would compel me to decline any sort of
understanding between my niece and
yourself. T must request you to consider
the matter as settled. My niece will not
be of age for four years; and she is, T am
glad to say, on the eve of her rcturn
home.

I have the honor to be yours obedieut-
ly.

“Apex. McDoxaLp.”
“Very pleasant and comforting !”
said to myself.

I watched continually the window of
Elm House, but saw nothing of my darl-
ing, who was evidently kept pretty closely
under iuspection. A second letter re-
ceived no reply; and one week after my
luckless call I saw Bell burried into a
carriage to return no more.

I did not know the name of her guard-
ian, nor in what part of meu Edward

Island he resided. Hewever I traversed
the whole of that muddy, rainy, tiresome
fragment of chaos; but in vain. T could
not discover the slightest clue to my lost

Isabel.

* * * * *

It was again autumn; heart-sick and
weary, I felt that my love was hopeless,
and that it would be wiser to retarn to
England, and amid home scenes and
friendships to try at least to stifle the
pain which never left my breast.

%

How different were the feelings with
which I again entered the Halifax Hotel
from those with with I had left it not
much more than a year before! The /.
steamer in which I was to sail was™ not
yet due; and I had two days in which to
prowl over the wooden pavements and
visit the nooks and corners of that hos-
pitable half-English capital of the Blue-
Noses.

When the “City of Dublin” was fairly
off, and seutiment was-partly stunned by
her excruciating screw, and I had had
time to become friendly with her amiable
captain and officers, I felt better. The
certainty that here at least I could not
find my lost maiden was far less terrible
—nay, even a relief after the wearying
suspense of the last two months.

We were an unusually small party
around the saloon table; the fair sex were
sconspicuous by their absence, and the
Captain, a jovial little fat man nawmed
Rudd, and I, though for no apparent

son, constituted ourselves a friendly trio.
We used to assemble in the Captain’s cab-
in after it grew dark, and refresh our-
selves with grog and cigars. Of many in-
teresting conversations I will recall ‘one
as of importance to the elucidation of my
tale, and showing how Fate does give
strange throws to the dice occasionally.

“I have lost a carpet-bag,” said the
Captain, with an air of vexation, “1tsa
queer thing to have aboard ship; but it
was handy, and I can’t think what I can
have done with it.”

“ Anything valuable inside ?”

¢ Nothing much—a letter or two 1
don’t care to lose. But where can it have
gone ? It must have been taken by some-
body; and yet I can’t think that either.”

““Talking of lost property,” said the
little fat man, “ my Dbrother-in-law  has
been pretty well ruined by such a loss as
yours. Somewhere in England he took
some fool’s portmanteau by niistake for
his own, which contained old diplomatic
papers of great value to their owner, my
brother’s It wos a foclish
thing to carry papers in that way; but he
was going out.on a Christmas visit, and
took his work with him.”

“Was his name George Potter ?”

“By Jove! Yes, it is George Potter!
How on earth do you know, Thoronton 77
“T have the papers and the valise.”

“You !” eried Rudd, springing up with
great excitement aund laying violent hands
on my collar.

“Quietly, friend,” I answered, shaking
off his grasp; and then I related the story,
not forgetting to lay great stress on the
fact of my repeatedly advertising.

“I don’t understand that at all. George
adverticed too, but somewhat foolishly,
and only for the papers, as they were of
the most value. Well, Mr. Thorountou,
you can stand and deliver when we ar-
rive at Liverpool; he will bLe there to
meet me.”

I need hardly say that after that even-
ing our friendship ripened wonderfully.
The good little man was excited and joy-
ful beyond measure in the anticipation of
his brother’s release from the cloud that
hung over himr for nearly two years, and
would have insisted upon taking posses-
sion of the precious valise had I not re-
presented that it was then peacefully re-
posing in Mre. Harry Jenkins’ lumber-
closet at the Wren’s Nest, Rean.

When we landed at Liverpool, after
bidding a half-regretful farewell to the
“City of Dublin,” we made direct for the
awaiting

employer.

hotel where George Potter was
us,

The energetic Rudd hardly waited to
shake hands before he shouted the whole
story into the bewildered ears of his
brgther-in-law, almost pertrifying that
worthy with amazement.

In the evening we three sat over a roai-
ing English fire, two of us “ the happiest
people in the world.,” Alas, save only in
the consciousness of pleasure conferred, I
felt in no way comforted fer the loss of

It appeared that the lost papess .weie
valuable only to an antiquarian; and to
such a one, a dabbler in by-gone political
schemes and machinations, George Pottcr
had been for years a confidential fiiend
and secretary. The loss of the papers
obtained by much intrigning and heart-
burning, had led to a breach in their
friendship, and to final parting, with un-
kind words on the one side and regret and
sorrowful anxiety on the other.

“It was strange about the advertise-
said Mr. Rudd, “ very strange, so
far as you were concerned, brother. Can
you u';l“ the wording of yours, Mr.
Thornton ¥
1 thought I could, and wrote it -lm—

pretty accurately. George Potter read
the paper, and exclaimed —

ments,”

“I see! I wasunot going to Wharton—
never heard of such a place ! - Why did
you put that down, Mr. Thoronton ¥’

“You asked me, as I remember, what
the porter said, and I repeated it—

¢ Change here for Wharton,” and as
you immediately got out, I concluded
naturally enough that you were going
there.”

“My destination was Norham; but the
names were sufficiently alike to account
for your misapprehension of them. JYma-
gine a slight mistake doing such terrible
mischief #”

“And I remember,” I added, as the
circumstances recurred vividly to my
mind, “that before you came in I changed
my seat to the one opposite; and must
have left my portmanteau where I had
been sitting previously. It wasa strange
coincidence though *

A stranger and a happier one was wait-
ing to unfold itself, but I knew it not.—
I sank 1nto a reverie by the fireside, re-
pnﬂmg incident by incident of the past
summer, while my two friends conversed
on home news, believing me to be asleep.

“Ah,” I thought, “ how well I remem-
ber those blissful walks by the St. Jolin—
those Iong evening walks ! Shall I ever
again be so blessed—ever again look into
the soft eyes and press the hand of my
Bell?”

“ Bell ?” said George Potter.

I started. He was not addressing me.
He was evidently continuing a strain of
conversation.

“Bell? Oh, yes;<she will be there of

»| course ; and McDonald too !

“What ?” I cried. “Where! Oh, say
that again ! Bell and Mr. McDonald 1
It must be the same ! Where is she?
Oh, tell me, Mr. Potter, if only for the
sake of the service I have rendered you
to-night "

Both of my companions regarded me
with an astonished and somewhat suepi-
cious air. Then Mr. Potter answered
mther coldly—

“There is some slight mistake again,
sir. The voung lady 1am speaking of
has lately arrived with her uncle, Mr.
McDonald, from Prince Edward Island.
My brother-in-law here is her guardian.”

I literally gasped. Was ever anything
so dream-like, so fortunate? A heavy
load was lifted from my breast ; anl, to
make my happiness complete, I learned
that Bell was evidently still constant to
me, and that, as I told my story, I had
twonot only deeply interested, but very
sympathetic auditors.

I had now very little difficulty in prov-
ing my position in the eyes of Mr. Rudd ;
and one week after my arrival in England
I was again in the presence of Mr. Mec-
Donald, though with somewhat different
sensations from those which had kept me
conipany in the inhospitable dravring-
room: of Elm House.

“Sir,” said Mr. Rudd to the redoubt-
able Scotchman, “ permit me to present
you to my very good friend Rcbert
Thoronton.”

Never was man mote thoroughly taken
aback than he when Bell’s guardian pre-
sented me to Bell’s uncle. For worlds 1
would not have missed secing his start of.
amazement or enjoying his mortificstion
at his previous mistake. It was my turm
to assume the high and mighty now had
E chosen ; but I was far too eager to see
my darling Bell to do more than shake
warmly the proffered hand and accept
gratefully his half-satirical congratula-
tions,

I found Bell as pretty and sweet as
ever, but pale and thin ; the separstion
had told even on my little bird. Tut all
past suffering was now forgotten, or serv-
ed only to heighten the present joy.

T made clear to both uncle and guardi-
an that my future was a bright one, so
far as appearance and probabilities went ;
and very soon after our second mecting
Ball became Mrs. Bob Thoronton, to the
satisfaction of all parties, especially 1hose
most nearly concerned.

I have only to add that my wife and I
spent our next Christmas at the Wren's
Nest, and that we both most grateiully
appreciated Jenkins’ delicate compliment
in crowning the dessert-table at that fes-
tive season with a choice confection which
e had significantly labelled “SoMEBODY'S
PorTMANTEAU.”

While Jay Gould was travelling on the
Wabash system he stopped over for din-
ner at a little town in southern Illinois.
The party ate some eggs, among other
things, and when the bill was presenti to
Gould it contained the item, *One dozen
eggs, $1.80.” The great railroad magnate
remarked that eggs must be at a premiam
in that section, to which the restauvrant
keeper replied, “ No, sir ; eggs are plenty
enough ; but Jay Gould’s are mighty

wy little love—my Isabel !

scarce.—DBuffalo Covricr.




