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THE OLD FOLKS' LONGING.
Don’t go to the theatre, lecture or ball,

But stay in your room to-night ;
Deny yourself to the Iriends that call,

And a good long letter write —
Write to the sad old folks at home,

Who sit, when the day is done,
With folded hands and downcast eyes,

And think of the absent one.

Don’t selfishly scribble, “ Excuse my haste, 
I've scarcely the time to write,”

Lest their brooding thoughts go wandering 
back

To many a by-gone night,
When they lost their needed sleep and rest, 

And every breath was a prayer 
That God would leave their little babe 

To their tender love and care.

Don’t think that the young and giddy 
friends,

Who make your pastime gay,
Have half the anxious thoughts for you 

That the old folks have to-day.
The duty of writing do not put off,

Let sleep or pleasure wait,
Let the letter for which they waited and 

longed
Be a day or an hour too late.

For the sad old folks at home,
With locks fast turning white,

Are longing to hear of the absent one,
So write them a letter to-night.

SELECT STORY.

A TIMELY WITNESS
THE

OR

COXSWAIN’S SENTENCE.

BY RUFUS IIALE.

For many long days the Dauntless, brig- 
of-war, one of the vessels of our commo
dore’s squadron for the suppression of 
piracy, had vainly cruised about the rocks 
and islands in search of the fierce desper
adoes who were said to infest those shores. 
One morning, while the red sunlight was 
struggling through a gathering haze which 
had just veiled from our sight a ship in 
the offing, a man was seen standing on a 
distant rock signaling the brig. The 
captain sent Mr. Marker — a rather super
cilious young midshipman — with a cut
ter, containing a swivel and twenty armed 
men, to ascertain if the signaling stranger 
wanted to come aboard. As the boat pro
ceeded, and the fog thickened, Mr. Marker 
began to upbraid the coxswain, Granger, 
for his steering, though it could not be ex
celled.

“ If you don’t do better,” he shouted 
angrily, “ I will have you reported.”

This coxswain was particularly obnox
ious to Mr. Marker, because he had lately 
saved the life of one of the midshipmen 
while he (Marker) was thinking about it. 
It had happened during a heavy gale. A 
little middy — the first lieutenant’s son — 
had fallen overboard, and while Mr. 
Marker — who, though brave, was also 

: cautious — was hesitating as to whether
he could rescue him by tying a rope to 
his breast and jumping overboard after 
him, Granger, one of the fore mast hands; 
who was a spirited, intelligent young fel
low of seventeen, full of quick decision 
and ready daring, performed the man 
oeuvre successfully, and brought the little 
fellow safely aboard. For this act Granger 
was promoted coxswain.

“ Now mind yourself,” continued Mr 
Marker, as the boat approached the rock 
on which the form of the stranger could 
be dimly made out through the fog. “ Be 
careful how you steer, o- I will have you 
broken and put back where you were be
fore.”

The young coxswain controlled his 
temper, though it was hard to do so 
Meanwhile the stranger descended the 
rock.

“ You want to board the brig ? ” said the 
midshipman, watching him askance.

He was a middle-aged man, with keen 
eyes, a nose slightly beaked, and he wore 
a long, closely fitting surtout.

“ Yes, sir,” was the reply.
“Well, my orders were to bring you 

aboard—so step in, if you please.”
The other entered the boat, quietly 

seated himself, and then came the order 
to give way.

As the boat dashed along the midship
man peered warily about him, and now 
and then stole a glance at the passenger.

“ He does not look like a pirate,” 
thought the youth, “ but I shall keep my 
eye upon him.”

Just then, emerging from behind a rock 
and taking a position directly ahead of 
the cutter at the end of a narrow passage, 
between two low reefs, appeared a large 
boat containing about twenty desperate- 
looking cutthroats, wearing woolen caps, 
broad sashes, and armed with pistols and 
dirks.

There was no mistaking these swarthy 
fellows with their fierce, lowering visages; 
they belonged to the numerous horde 
pirates for whom the man-o’-war’s men 
had been searching. On the evil face of 
the steersman, a giant in size, might have 
been observed a triumphant, sardonic 
grin.

“ Ho ! my fine fellows, we have you 
fast ! ” he shouted. “ The hunted now 
have the best of the hunters ! ”

“ We will see about that ! ” replied Mr, 
Marker. “ Now, boys,” he added, addres
sing his crew, “ we must fight, and I hope 
you will give a good account of your
selves.”

As he spoke he looked at the stranger 
who had been taken off the rock. The 
keen eyes of this man were fixed upon the 
outlaws, and he had produced a pistol 
from under his fcoat ; but Marker sus
pected that he was some traitor who had 
purposely brought about this meeting 
with the pirates.

“ Had not you better make use of your 
swivel before you close with the rascals ?” 
he said, in a deep voice.

“ I know my own business best,” an 
swered the midshipman.

Then a troubled look crossed his face, 
for now another boat containing a dozen 
more pirates, appeared from out the mist, 
astern of the cutter !

“ We are hemmed in ! ” he muttered. 
“ Traitor ! ” he added, addressing the 
stranger, “ this is your work ! ”

“ You are mistaken,” was the cool re
ply.

“I shall keep an eye on you, at all 
events. Back water ! ” he continued, 
speaking to the crew. “ The rascals are 
too many for us.”

“ What do|you propose to do ? ” inquired 
the stranger.

“ To get out of this the best way I can, 
if you would like to know. Sight the 
swivel,” he added, to the bowsmen, “ and 
ply the fellows ahead with it, while we 
try to get through that opening in the 
reef. Lively, boys ! ”

Some of the pirates already had begun 
to fire their pistols at the cutter’s people, 
while the rest pulled towards the receding 
boat.

An old man-o’-war’s man was shot 
dead, and two others were wounded.

Then the report of the swivel was heard, 
but the pirates, lying well over, avoided 
the shot.

Before the piece could be re-loaded, the 
bullets from the foe were again flying 
thick and fast, and another man fell dead.

“ There is a shoal astern of us, sir. We 
shall probably ground upon it,” cried the 
young coxswain, Granger. “ Then the 
pirates will have us at their mercy. Had

of

not we better make a dash at the rascals 
who are firing at us ? We can whip them 
before the others come up.”

“ Ay, ay, that’s the best thing to do,” 
came the deep voice of the stranger.

“ Mind your own business, both of you,” 
said Marker. J‘ As for you, Granger — 
don’t let me hear another word from you, 
or I will have you up for muti—”

Ere he could finish the sentence, a bul
let struck him slantingly on the head, in
flicting a painful though not mortal 
wound, which threw him down dazed 
and bewildered, unfitting him for the 
command, which thus devolved upon 
Granger.

“ Now, boys, have at them ! ” the cox
swain shouted. “ Pull ahead ! ”

This order was obeyed with alacrity, 
and with a hearty cheer.

As the cutter rapidly advanced upon 
the pirates, the swivel which had been 
re-loaded, was fired at the outlaws, killing 
several of their number.

Mr. Marker’s eyes began to roll. .He 
gazed round him in a bewildered manner.

You are going the wrong way,” he 
said in a faint voice, “ or is it because my 
brain is whirling that I am mistaken ? 
Retreat ! We must retreat ! ” as his head 
drooped upon his breast.

“No ! no ! A few more strokes ahead, 
my lads, and we will be upon them ! ” 
shouted Granger, in a ringing voice.

The next moment the cutter crashed 
against the other boat, when a desperate 
combat ensued. The pirates fought fierce
ly, but their opponents wielded their cut
lasses and used their pistols with daring 
intrepidity, and with the determined en
ergy of plucky men trained for conflict. 
Cheering them on, Granger threw him
self into the thick of the fray, slashing 
right and left with a powerful arm. The 
stranger, with a cutlass snatched from a 
fallen sailor, fought like a lion, his strong 
deep voice blending with the coxswain’s 
as he laid about him with might and 
main. The clash of steel, the report of 
small arms, the hoarse cries of the cutter’s 
men, and the tiger-like “ Hi-yahs ! ” of the 
pirates, echoed with strange din among 
the rocks. At length the outlaws were so 
badly cut up that they would have re
treated but for the approach of their other 
boat with its reinforcements.

As it drew near, however, the stranger 
contrived to bring the swivel to bear upon 
this craft, and fired a shot that stove the 
boat, when seeing there was no longer 
hope for them, all the pirates made off, 
disappearing among the rocks.

“ We are the victors,” said the stranger, 
quietly. “ A bold dash, even with the 
odds against you, is often better than a 
retreat.”

“ True,” said Granger. “ Had we con
tinued to back away from the pirates, we 
would have grounded, and had the rascals 
in both boats upon us.”

“You—ah—you disobeyed orders,” 
said Mr. Marker, whom a sip of brandy 
had slightly strengthened. “I — I — will 
have you shot for mutiny ! ”

“ From first to last, after you were hit, 
you were not fit to command, sir,” replied 
the coxswain.

“ We will see what a court martial has 
to say on the subject ! ” retorted the mid
shipman.

This made Granger uneasy. He had 
always prided himself on doing his duty, 
but he knew that Mr. Marker could so 
represent his conduct as to influence a 
court martial against him.

The cutter now was headed in search of 
the brig, which was at last sighted through 
the fog and boarded.

The captain, on seeing the stranger, 
started as if surprised ; then, as the latter 
said something to him in a low voice, he 
accompanied him into the cabin.

Meanwhile Mr. Marker proceeded to de
scribe to the officer of the deck what he 
was pleased to term his coxswain’s disc 
bedience of orders, when the officer at 
once ordered Granger to be arrested and 
put in the bng — a place between two 
guns, forward, where delinquents were 
confined.

Sad and disconsolate, Granger now an
ticipated the punishment inflicted on 
mutineer — death at the yard-arm, or by 
the bullets of the marines. And yet he 
had performed a gallant action — the only 
one that had saved the man-o’-war’s men 
and given them the victory. When he 
took upon himself the command and 
made his bold dash at the pirates, he had 
known that Mr. Marker, who opposed 
the movement, was too much dazed and 
bewildered to clearly realize what he was 
about, but was there any hope that the 
members of the court-martial would be
lieve him when he said so?

The long day and the night passed. 
Several times Granger had seen groups of 
men near him, and heard them convers
ing in low voices, while they glanced om
inously towards him.

Next morning, just after daybreak, the 
boatswain was heard piping all hands on 
deck. Then followed the roll of the drum, 
after which was heard the harsh voice of 
the lieutenant of marines. The clattering 
of muskets succeeded, then the master-at- 
arms made his appearance in the “ brig.”

“ What’s up Thompson ? ” inquired 
Granger, sadly.

“ You’re to go on deck with me,” an
swered Thompson, with a gloomy face. 
“ God only knows what they are going to 
do with you, but there’s a file of marines 
in the gangway, with loaded mnskets.”

The master-at-arms now led the prisoner 
on deck. The file of marines stood like 
statues in the gangway. Near them was 
the captain, and close to him the strange; 
who had been taken from the rock. The 
crew were ranged further forward.

“ Mr. Marker,” said the stranger, turn- 
to the midshipman, who stood a few 
paces off, “ you think that a few shots 
would serve this fellow right? ” pointing 
to Granger as he spoke.

“ Ay, for his mutiny, his disobedience 
of orders,” answered Marker fiercely.

“ Marines,” continued the stranger, “ do 
your duty. Give the coxswain a volley— 
a volley in his honor. Fire over his 
head.”

The crew started in wonder. Mr. 
, Marker started. The marines did not 

: budge, but looked in surprise at the 
speaker, who neither they nor any of the 
sailors had ever seen before he was sighted 
on the rock, and yet who ordered them 
so peremptorily ! But now quickly divest
ing himself of his surtout, the stranger 
disclosed the uniform of a commodore, 
while at the same time the captain 
shouted :

“Do as you are bid, marines ! He 
whom you see is the commodore of the 
squadron ! ”

In an instant the muskets were raised, 
and the volley of honor roared over 
Granger’s head.

“ Now off with his irons ! ” cried the 
commodore.

The handcufls were quickly whipped 
off by the delighted master-at-arms ; then 
the commodore addressing the crew, eu
logized Granger’s conduct in taking com
mand of, and in manoeuvring the cutter 
as he had done, after Midshipman Marker 
was dazed by the shot which struck him, 
and which, from first to last, unfitted him 
for giving proper orders.

“ Aye,” he continued, “ and I am now 
glad that I remained on the rock to take a 
view of the channels and reefs near it, 
while I sent my ship’s barge to explore 
some of the labyrinths of the isles — am 
ever glad that the men of the barge, for 
some reason or other, could not find their 
way back to me, as it has enabled me to

be a witness to this brave coxswain’s be
havior, of which I fully approve, and for 
which he deserves reward instead of 
punishment. Therefore, as soon as pos
sible, I shall see that he be promoted by 
receiving a midshipman’s warrant, which 
was never more worthily earned or better 
deserved.”

Words could not describe Granger’s joy 
and the mortification of Mr. Marker. 
Many a cordial shake of the hand did the 
gratified coxswain receive from his ship
mates and chums, young and old, while 
all hands joined in applauding the con
duct of the noble and just-hearted com
modore. ________________

THREE PAIRS OF SHOES.

There they are in a neat little row un
der the mantel in the children’s bed-room, 
a pair of twelves, a pair of nines and a 
tiny pair of fives belonging to the baby.

They are all more or less wrinkled and 
worn and the pair of twelves have holes 
in the toes which caused me to say a little 
while ago to the sturdy wearer of them 
that there was “no sense in his kicking 
out shoes like that,” and if he were not 
more careful he would just have to go 
barefooted.

He heard me with the utmost indiffer
ence as I know from the fact that the 
threat was hardly out of my mouth when 
he asked me if I knew whose little boy he 
would have been if I had never been born.

“ You might have been the little boy of 
some papq who couldn’t have bought you 
any shoes at all,” I said reproachfully.

“ Oh, well,” he says, calmly, in the full
ness and beauty of his childish faith, “God 
has millions and trillons of shoes and I 
could just ask Him for a pair whenever I 
wanted them. Don’t you see, papa?”

Three pairs of shoes ! Three pairs of ten
der little feet upon the untried border of 
life’s mysterious land.

I sit and look at the little shoes wonder
ing where the feet that wear them will be 
led in thfe time to come, the little feet that

“-----Through long years,
Must wander on ’mid hopes and fears.” 
How much I would give to know the 

future that I might stand between them 
and the temptations so sure to assail them, 
that I might guide their feet aright, that 
I might shield them from pain and sor
row if I could.

There is something strangely appealing 
and half pathetic to every loving father 
and mother in the sight of a row of little 
shoes like those I see before me now. 
They arose the tenderest instincts of one’s 
nature. I don’t know why.

The wearers of the little shoes may 
have been very fretful or mischievous or 
trying all day.

You may have been “all out of patience” 
with them. You may have whipped the 
little hands or put the rebellious little 
ones to bed, declaring that they were 
“worrying the life out of you,” but they 
are not “worrying” you now, and you go 
about picking up a little stocking here 
and a little skirt there with nothing but 
tenderness in your heart toward them.

You think only of how precious the 
wearer of the little clothes are, and there 
is no melody on each one half so sweet to 
you as the music of the baby voices when 
they knelt around you a little while ago 
saying “God bless mamma and papa and 
keep us all safely through the night.” You 
will hear no sweeter music than that this 
side of Paradise.

You reproach yourself for your lack of 
tenderness and patience as you look at 
that little row of shoes, and sometimes 
you fall to thinking of the unutterable 
sorrow that would fill your heart to break
ing if the wearer of any one pair of the 
little shoes would wear them no more 
if you should awaken some morning, as 
heartbroken fathers and mothers have 
sometimes awakened, and find that the 
wearer of one pair of the little shoes had 
gone from you in the night to wear the 
garments that wax not old.

Three pairs of little shoes ! There are 
tears in your eyes as you ' look at them 
now, and perhaps you steal softly to the 
bedside of the little sleepers to make sure 
that they are sleeping sweetly and safely 
and to touch their little hands or their 
cool, moist brows with your lips, your 
heart filled with tender memories, with 
hopes and fears, with unspoken prayers.

Three pairs of little pilgrims setting out 
on the voyage of life, their frail barks as 
yet untouched and unharmed by adverse 
winds and waves. God bring them all to 
port!

THE LOBSTER DISAPPEARING.

Notwithstanding all the laws made for 
its protection the lobster is disappearing 
gradually from the coast of Maine. In 
1890,20 millions of lobsters were taken on 
the coast, a falling off of five millions, or 
20 per cent from the catch of 1888 and of 
10 per cent from 1889. Conclusive evi
dence of the decrease of the lobster supply 
is found in the steadily lessening size of 
the fish sent to the market. In 1889 and 
1890 the average length of the lobsters 
offered for sale was about 10J inches, and 
the average weight two pounds. Ten years 
ago the average length was 13 inches,:and 
the weight three and one-half to four 
pounds. There are 36 factories on the 
coast of Maine in which lobsters, sardines, 
herring, and mackerel are packed.

Mackerel are getting scarcer every year, 
and the fleet which once coined money in 
catching them is forced to seek other 
business. The Maine catch of 1890 was 
only 15,071 barrels against 17,239 barrels 
in 1889, and 40,766 in 1888. In 1884 the 
Maine fleet took 422,187 barrels of mack
erel, and in 1884 the catch amounted to 
330,033 barrels, many of them large fish 
The mackerel taken last year were nearly 
all of the No. 30 size.

Last year menhaden suddenly reappear' 
ed on the Maine coast after an absence of 
12 years. It is estimated that 10 millions 
of these oily fish were caught last season, 
one steamer having taken 25,000 barrels. 
Four factories were in operation along the 
coast producing in the aggregate 17,500 
barrels, or 875,000 gallons of oil, valued at 
$183,750, besides 8,000 tons of scrap,worth 
$160,000. Four hundred men were em
ployed in the business the average wages 
being $30 a month and board.

Large quantities of smelts and tom cods, 
or frost fish, are being taken on the 
Penobscot river this winter, and while 
some of the fishermen are simply in quest 
of sport a great many make their living 
by angling for the shiny little fish. Most 
of the large smelts are shipped to New 
York, where the best prices are obtained, 
The frost fish are eaten by the poorer 
people here or fed to poultry and hogs.

THE GALLANT SKATER.

They stood beside the frozen pond,
The ice was clear and thin ;

The girl was timid, he was brave,
And straightway tumbled in.

Sherscreamed ;'he smiled ; then tenderly. 
Though shiv’ringly, he said :

“ Be calm, my own ; for fools rush in 
Where angels fear to tread. ”

"HOW TO CURE ALL SKIN DIS 
EASES. ”

Simply apply “ Swayne’s Ointment. 
No internal medicine required. Cures 
tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 
clear, white and healthy. Its great heal 
ng and curative powers are possessed by 
no other remedy. Ask your druggist 
for Swayne’s Ointment^

THE SEXTON'S STORY.
BY BLANCHE MYRTLE.

It was in a pretty, old-fashioned, coun
try church-yard that ;I heard the follow
ing story. The sexton had been at work 
at a little distance, but he observed the in
terest with which I had stopped to gaze 
upon a straight shaft of white marble, on 
which was cut the simple inscription — 

Bianca Morelli.
Aged 17.

They are shrewd readers of the human 
countenance, these old sextons, and mine 
must have told him that I longed to know 
the story attached to that brief obituary.

“She wor an Italian,” he began; but 
for the reader’s benefit I will translate his 
queer phraseology into ordinary Eng
lish, since I cannot reproduce the queer 
and quavering voice of the speaker. “I nev
er beheld a prettier girl ; eyes so big and 
dark and shiny ; a complexion like ivory, 
and the reddest lips. She was a fine figure 
of a girl, too; tall and elegant, though 
slight ; and the regular blue-black hair 
that I’ve heard belongs to that kind of 
beauty. Her family, consisted of an uncle 
and aunt, and their son, to whom she was 
engaged to be married, and whom she 
seemed to hate worse than poison.

“ It isn’t likely that I would ever have 
known the family affairs of folks so far 
above me, even in a country place like 
this, where everything gets talked of, 
more or less, but for the circumstance that 

messed a nephew, who was about 
the handsomest young fellow that ever 
the sun shone upon. He was as fair as 
the Signora Morelli was dark; his eyes 
were blue, like violets, and his hair like 
gold ; and, bless you, sir, when these two 
young people first saw each other, it was 
as clear a case of love at first sight as any 
other Romeo and Juliet, and just as nat
ural as the flame between fire and tow.

“My nephew—his name was Reginald, 
and we called him Rex for short — was 
the organist of the.little church over yon
der, and the young lady sang in the choir, 
though she was such a grand one. She 
had a voice like an angel, and she used to 
say that God gave women such voices to 
sing His praises.

In that way thejtwo young people first 
met, and their acquaintance progressed 
rapidly, as you may suppose. The cousin 
to whom the Signorina was engaged used 
to come to church with her. I reckon 
that Italian fellow loved the girl in his 
fierce way as well as he could ever love 
anything, though it was thought he cared 
most about her money. Of course he was 
as jealous as a Turk, and if looks could 
have killed, poor Rex would not have 
lived long to be his rival. But neither 
my brave Rex nor Miss Bianca cared 
bit for the Signor’s black looks ; and then, 
you must know, the young lady never 
really agreed to the engagement. It was 
all made up by her relatives, and she al
ways declared she would die rather than 
marry her cousin, declaring boldly that 
she loved Rex Haywood, and would never 
marry any other man.

“ For my own part, I must own that I 
often trembled and turned cold at the 
looks that scowling, black-eyed Italian 
used to throw at my nephew ; but when I 
used to warn the daring young fellow, he 
just answered with a shrug or laugh ; and 
once he added.

“ ‘ This time next year, uncle, Bianca 
will be my wife, in spite of all their black 
looks, for she will be of age then, and that 
will end the guardianship of as black
hearted a pair as ever had power over an 
angel. How they ever, dared to bring 
her here is more than I can imagine, but, 
of course, they have some powerful hold 
on her property in her native land, or 
they never would have taken the risk to 
bring her to a free country like this, and 
then they hoped she would have been 
homesick and lonely, and more easily 
broken to their will in a strange land. 
But they didn’t count on me, you see, ’ he 
finished off, with a gay laugh. ‘ It didn’t 
occur to them that this country produces 
enterprising young men. ’

“ And with his bright face shining with 
triumph and merriment, he hurried away 
to the church to practice his music for the 
next Sunday. But it was a very different 
music that he played when that sad day 
came, for on the very next morning 
tolled the bell for Bianca Morelli, who 
had been found cold and still and white 
when her maid entered to dress her for 
breakfast. This was Friday, and the fun 
eral was set for Sunday, and you may be 
sure, in a place like this there was plenty 
of talk about the sudden death and hur 
ried burial. But my nephew—poor Rex! 
— said nothing. He seemed turned to 
stone, but he played the most beautiful 
music that ever was heard in our church 
for the funeral services of the girl he 
loved, and, though they wouldn’t allow 
him to go near the grand mahogany coffin 
in the church, I took care he should help 
me to lower it into the grave, and he 
stood beside me and dropped a great 
bunch of red roses down on it as I be 
gan to shovel in the earth. Well, well, 
my poor Rex ! I hope I never may see 
such a face of despair again, and as 
glanced at him from time to time, I felt 
sure that his would be the next grave 
would fill in.

“ It was late that night, and I was just 
thinking of going to bed, though Rex 
hadn’t come home, and I was uneasy 
about him, when I heard the click of the 
door down stairs as it opened and shut, and 
then I recognized his step, quick and hur
ried, as he came up stairs — not a bit like 
the slow, dragging steps of the last two 
nights, but even lighter and quicker than 
it used to be ; and I hadn’t done wander
ing when the door opened, and the next 
moment he was beside me. Wild, hag
gard, pale as death, and with his great 
blue eyes almost starting from his head ! 
I’m scared than if I had seen a ghost. Be
fore I could utter a word, for my voice 
failed me, Rex caught me hard by the arm 
and whispered hoarsely.

“‘Don’t speak, uncle, but just listen 
Bianca isn't dead. I hope and believe 
she is not dead ! Look ! — read ! ’ and he 
held before my eyes a scrap of paper, on 
which was scrawled these words.

“ ‘ Rex my darling, if I die, or seem to 
die, believe them not ! Have me taken 
from the coffin within twelve hours of my 
burial, and all may yet be well. You will 
not fail me, dearest. Adieu !

Bianca. ’
“ I read this extraordinary message over 

more than once before I took in its mean
ing, but as it flashed on me, I saw as well 
as Rex how little time we had to lose, and 
I forestalled his words.

“ ‘ Come on, in God’s name ! ’ I whis
pered. ‘ It must be close on twelve o’clock, 
and as safe as it will ever be for such a 
work. Fortunately it’s a pitch black 
night, and all the moon there was has 
gone hours ago. Come on ! ’

“ While I spoke I found a little dark 
lantern, and we were already descending 
the stairs, and next moment we were steal
ing through the church-yard, with my 
pick and shovel in hand, which I 
caught up as W’e passed by the out
house where I kept them. It was terri
ble work, but in less time than I had 
ever used a spade before, the newly made 
grave was opened, the coffin rifled of its 
precious contents, which Rex and I carried 
to our boit, j wrapped up in a huge shawl 
which I had brought for the purpose. Oh, 
my ! But it was the uncanniest night’s 
work that ever I did since the hour I was 
torn ! We laid the body on the bed, and

we chafed the cold, white hands, and list
ened in<vain at the pulseless heart. But 
I saw no sign of life. She was as beautiful 
as a figure of alabaster and as lifeless, for 
aught that I could see ; but Rex declared 
that she was not dead. So, as it was nec
essary that I should restore the empty 
coffin and fill in the grave again, I 
was obliged to leave him there, on his 
knees beside her, wildly kissing the poor, 
cold hands and calling on her to open her 
lovely eyes to see her lover by her. But 
T had no hope that anything but some 
fearful trouble would come of it, and mar
velling and terrified as to what might be 
the end of the business, I hastened away 
to the work that waited me.

“ But they were right, and like a stupid 
old man I was wrong ; for when I re
turned the trance-like sleep was broken, 
and the soul had awakened within that 
apparently lifeless form, and the lovers 
sat holding each other’s hands, her head 
resting on his shoulder, while he sought 
to calm the fearful agitation which had 
taken possession of her now that she be
gan to realize the horror of all that had 
happened. Ah ! that was a brave girl, and 
a story-writer might fill a volume with 
her history and all she went through in 
those few months from the time of her 
first meeting with Rex till this awful 
night. But I must cut it short, for the 
night is coming on. To be brief, then: She 
had never told Rex half, or indeed a tenth 
part, of what she suffered with those 
wicked relations of hers, especially the 
cousin who wanted to marry her.

“At last their persecution reached a 
point when she could bear no more, and 
she discovered a plot by which she was to 
be hurried away to Italy, unknown to any 
one, and she knew well that she would 
never see Rex again in this world if this 
plan should be carried out. She was in des
pair. The Italian saw that she had dis
covered the plot, and she was immediately 
locked into her room, and all communi
cation with the outer world cut off. Even 
her maid was in the pay of her relatives, 
as she knew,but the girl seemed to love her 
personally, and, driven to the last extrem
ity, she found herself obliged to make a 
confident of her and to trust her life to 
this girl’s discretion. She proved worthy, 
and gave her entire assistance to her 
young mistress. They concocted the des
perate plan, which, by means of some 
mysterious Italian drug, they managed to 
carry out, with such result as I have cto 
scribed ; and while I was still listening to 
a story more wonderful than any romance 
I had ever read, this same faithful servant 
joined us.

“ ‘ I found the door open, ’ she said to 
the Signorina, ‘ and hearing voices, knew 
all was well, and came directly here. ’

“ But it was easy to see from the young 
lady’s agitation that all was not well ; and 

guessed that if some change was not
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coming soon she was in danger of dying 
in earnest from excitement, and conse
quent exhaustion. My mind was speedily 
made up. I knew our good minister to be 
one good man picked out of ten thousand 
and I was soon at his bedside, telling him 
the whole story while I helped him to 
dress. Never have I seen a man more 
dazed, but he soon took in the situation, 
and helped us out of our perplexity. He 
went with me directly, and within an hour 
the young couple were married and driven 
by me (in the minister’s one-horse shay) to 
a distant railway station, from where they 
took the first train for New York, from 
whence they soon boarded a steamer for 
Europe. Of course I need not say that 
Maria, the maid, accompanied them. She 
had proved herself invaluable in bringing 
clothes for her mistress and a box of valu
able jewels on which Rex raised a large 
sum of money when they reached New 
York.

“ The next day there was a great hue 
and cry over the disappeaiance of Maria, 
whom'the Italians declared a thief and a 
monster of ingratitude ; but they never 
suspected the real cause of the girl’s run
ning away. All this happened years ago, 
sir; but I hear from my nephew now that 
his wife is at length so strong and well 
that they are going to make their appear
ance before the Italian cousin and claim 
the Signorina’s great fortune, which that 
villan has been enjoying ever since his 
return to Italy. I don’t doubt but there 
will be a grert time over it, but we will be 
able to prove our story — for there is the 
empty coffin below there, and the living 
occupant ; myself, who played such an im
portant part, and the minister who 
who married them, thank God! is 
still alive and hearty. And now good 
evening, ma’am ; I’ve my work to finish, 
but I guess you don’t wonder now that I 
laugh when I look at that handsome white 
marble headstone ! ”

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
nsed by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child 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 mstake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins
low’s Soothing Syrup.

I took Cold,
I took Sick,
I TOOK

SCOTT’S
EMULSION

result:
My Meals, 
take My Rest,

I take
I

AND I AM VIGOROUS ENOUGH TO TAKE ( 
ANYTHING I CAN LAY MY HANDS ON; (
getting fat too, for Scott’s ! 
Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil 
and HypophosphitesofLimeand 
Soda not only cured my Incip
ient Consumption but built }
ME UP, AND IS NOW PUTTING
FLESH ON MY BONES

AT THE RATE OF A POUND A DAY. I 
TAKE IT JUST AS EASILY AS I DO MILK.”

1 Scott's Emulsion Is put up only In Salmon 
! color wrappers. Sold by all Druggists at 

60o. and $1.00.
SCOTT 6- BOWNE, Belleville.

CREAM TARTAR

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,
CONTAINS NO

ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME; PHOSPHATES,
or any injurious materials.

— ... . ,. . ___ TORONTO, ONT.E. W. Gl LLETT, chicaoo, ill.
SttTr of thi CÏLXB8ATÏÎ B07AL 7XA8T CAUL

is», \ ■•.

! V\ * * # • * *■amito * " w

Employs no Agents, but gives the 
Large Commission to the Buyer, and 
by so doing, can sell you an

ORGAN—

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

and on as easy terms as any other 
company on the ^

INSTALMENT PLAN.

G-tO
Call and See our ORGANS and PRICES.

rrV-
WE SELL 

THIS SEWING MACHINE
f«r d>1 Q AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
lui «P-LO, CANADA FOR $27-50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 
MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.

CALI. AND SEE THEM.

-WE ALSO SELL THK-

Celebrated “White” Sewing Machine,
which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all otheis at the Paris Exhibition.

ROOM PAPER—) We have much pleasure in statingthat we have bought in the United States 
■before the rise in Wall Papers ,1700 Rolls, and will be in a positio n veryshortly 
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to be had anywhere, in 

Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrin and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match ; and we will offer them at 
rices never known in this City.

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS; WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS;
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS.

Call and see the Stock and Prices. To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail.
McMURRAY & GO

■ PiBo’6 Remedy for Catarrh Is the 1 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest. ■
CATARRH

11 Sold by druggists or sent by mall, 50o. 
E. T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa., U. S. A. 1

R. BLACKMER,

PRACTICAL

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HAS IN STOCK A POLL LINE OF

Waltham Watches

in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc.
and everything usually found in a 

first-class jewelry store.
A FULL LINE OF

“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World ! ”

-AT

Hall’s-Book-Store.

C I L I O I C I K I S
Of the best makes.

SILVERWARE
In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of the Finest 

Quality.

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS. etc„ neatly 

executed.

This Celebrated Book by 
DRUMMOND .... 

Can be Procured of 

M. S. HALL.

“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World ! ”
By DRUMMOND.

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER

Flower Seeds for the Seasou of 1890. imported 
direct irom the now celebrated house STF.BT.TC 
BROS., Toronto, Whose seeds gave such universal 
satisf ctioD iasc season.

At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held 
in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Seeds grown 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

|ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

geans, Peas, Beets, 

garrots,

parsnips, Onions,.
and all small Seeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail.

My Onion Seed for this year is the finest I ever 
imported.

Yellow Dutch Onion Sots.
^Special discount given to Agricultural Societies 

and Country Dealers.

HALL’S BOOK STORE

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry.

One Door Below the People’s Bank

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED :

5 /^ASES containing 10,500 Carriage Bolts 
V and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

i L. MOREiiN,
Dealer In

FLOUR, MEAL,
TEA,

COFFEE,

SUGAR,

MOLASSES,

TOBACCO,

CANNED GOODS

------AND-----

General Groceries.

ALWAYS IN STOCK :

HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 
MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN, 

COTTON SEED and OIL CAKE MEAL, 
LIME,

LAND and CALCINED PLASTER.

Hard and Soft Hnuse Goal.
Best Old Mine Sydney and Grand! 

Lake Blacksmith CoaL

SEED BUCKWHEAT, SEED WHEAT,
" OATS, “ PEAS,

“ BARLEY, “ CORN.
AISO,

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED,
all Cheaper than the Cheapest.

QUEEN STREET,

GPP. CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N. R

Office and Warehouse : a{£“pcity aui

JAS. TIBBITS.
THE

1VERP00L AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.56 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip* 

tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,
Agent,

Per S. S. Nova Scotian.

11 O IRONS assorted sizes of CABLE 
ITa 1 CHAIN, from S-16 to 7-16 of an 
inch. Just received at

R. CHESTNUT & SONS

[REMEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 
FREDERICTON.

AT THE

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS,
-AND—

PLUMBERS
ESTABLISHMENT OF

LIMERICK & DUNCAN,
YORK ST.. FREDERICTON, N. B.

THEY would inform the public in general that 
they will Sell their Goods Cheaper 

than the Cheapest, and they carry a full 
line of

KITCHEN FURNISHING

AND ^

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES.

And guarantee all goods made by them to be 
thorough in Quality and Workman

ship.

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in the 
most approved style.

REPAIRING done in all branches with 
neatoess and despatch.

Telephone 160.

JUST RECEIVED^"

300 PAIES Acme Club Skates; 
12 Do- Long Reach “

For sale low, wholesale and retail, at

NEILL’S HARDWARE STORE.

WANT ED
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
JNuisery Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 per week, bend for Proof and Testimoni
als. A good pushing» man wanted here at onoC. 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in the market. 
Write, B. G- Clyne, Nurseryman, Perth, Ont.

Coal Tel Xe.
FROM NEW YORK.

1 ZX "DARRELS best AMERICAN COAL 
JL.V/ D TAR. Just received by

R CHESTNUT & SONS.

■V .jdwipSjlll
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