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(Continued.)
Sibyl had not mid a word to her ol his 

nomination to the Russian Embassy.
‘ She means to let it come on me as a 
great surprise,’ thought Narka, with a 
pleasant consciousness of being herself 
much deeper in Basil’s secret 

Sibyl's absence from town at this" 
juncture was rather a relief ; but Narka 
was impatient to see Marguerite, and her 
first èxpeditfon was to the Bue du Bac. 
She learned to her disappointment that 
Sœur Marguerite had been sent to 
Harre a month ago, and it was quite 
uncertain when she would return.

Nark a found herself, consequently, aa 
much alone in Paria as if she had stray
ed into the Sahara ; for Iran Gorff, as 
soon as he had done everything that 
was within his power for her, went back 
to Russia.

The weather was intensely cold ; the 
winter was an exceptionally severe one ; 
and; Narka now understood Sibyl’s 
apparently incredible assertion that in 
Paris the cold was more cruel than in 
Russia. In Russia you were protected 
against ilr by thick Walls, and fires that 
were like furnaces ; but here in Paris the 
wfh<TBial"ET&w with a^shrin tifaet from 
the north pierced the thin walls, too 
porous to keep it out, and whistled 
through chinks in the doors and win
dows, until it seemed to blow as hard, 
indoors as dut. Kafka, who had not yet 
found out what a costly luxury a good 
fire waa in Paris, piled on the logs in 
her three rooms unsparingly. She spent, 
her time between singing and reading 
and dreaming, and fought against the 
cold with a biasing hearth.

So one month sped away. She was at 
the piano one morning, singing a Russian 
ballad, when the door of the salon open
ed, then closed. Narka took no notice, 
thinking it was Eudoxie, her tonne, with 
the newspaper ; tint when she finished 
her song some one cried ‘ Bravai brava 1’ 
and before she had time to tom around, 
two arms were hugging her backward, 
and a face under a stiff white head-gear 
was pressed against hers.

i Marguerite V Narka stood up, and 
returned the caress with genuine de
light. " _ _

These two had often wondered how it 
yrould be ifcen they met ; whether the 
memory of those last dgys at Yrakow, so 
pregnant with events which had influ
enced tbe destinies of both, would come 
between them like a presence. And1 
now they met, and Marguerite was look
ing up into :Narka’s face With eyes full 
of wistful tenderness, and unabashed 
simplicity, and the innocent gladness of 
a child. V Bpt, with that intuition which 
sometimes belongs to children, she saw 
that the memory of those days had 
rushed upon Narka with a kind of 
poignant consciousness.

* Do you know,' she said, still tooting 
up with her might brown eyes, ‘Ï feel as 
if we were> pair of ghosts meeting in 
the other world.'

‘ We are in another wdrld than the one 
We parted in,’ replied Irarka ; ‘ I believe 
we both of us died a death at Yrakow 
before we toft it.’

‘But we came fo'lifê again, didn’t we!’ 
asked Marguerite, eagerly.

‘I suppose we must have,’ replied 
Narks [ ‘though you don’t took a bit like 
a person who had ever been dead and 
Ijurie^’

Thëy aatàowiLneaf the fire; Narka 
threw on a fresh block, and made a hos
pitable blase.

■^fOw pretty your" room is, and what a 
splendid view of the sky you havel’ said 
Marguerite, glancing toward the Windows 
and rotypd at* the flowers and the home 
like touches visible everywhere. Then, 
with à sudden change from gay to grave, 
‘Oh, dear Jfgrka,’ she exclaimed, ‘what 
you have suffered since wé inet ! Many 
» time I have wondered how you lived 
through ,- .ÿ

‘Yes it 4 wonderful what we can live 
throdgb, skmeofus. I must be very hard 
to till, I suppose.’

That time in the prison! The very 
thought of it turned life into a horrible 
dream. I used to go about my work as 
if I were in a nightmare. Dear, I do be- 
lieve that I prayed for you with every 
breath I drew all those dreadful months.’

Narka’* features contracted with pain; 
she opened her lips as if to speak, but 
they qùivëred and closed again. After 
wrestling for a moment with herself, 
‘Perhaps it was those prayers that kept 
me from going mad,’ she said, ‘for it was 
like being in hell. I never look back 
at it. If I did, even now, it woiild’send 
me out of my mind.’ Then, seeing her 
own shuddering horror reflected in Mar
guerite’s face, ‘Let us not talk about it,’ 
she said. Tell me about yourself. You 
look much stronger than you ever did 
at Yrakow, and you look so happy!’

‘ I am so happy!’
‘Are you dearî Well, I sapffose the 

martyrs on the rack would have said -they 
were very happy if the pagans had ques
tioned them.’

Marguerite toughed. ‘I can’t tell What 
the martyrs woiild have arid, not befog 
one myself, any mèra than yod ire a pa
gan. I only know that 1 am si happy as 
the day is long.’

‘And you regret nothing?’
‘Nothing on this earthl’ She opened 
t-tier^tiuids, palms‘upward, with ah 

emphatic gesture.
‘Yet the life you are leading ia that of 

a common servant!’ Narka said, in a 
tone of incredulity. ‘Sibyl told me the 
Sisters themselves described the hard 
stipe as dreadful.’

«They Exaggerated the hardships—they 
always do; what they never exaggerate is 
the happiness. I don’t believe any one 
in the world could be happier than I am. 
I would not exchange iiiy tot with the 
mçst envied one on earth.’

‘Thank God!’ Narka murmured, al
most involuntarily. There was a mo
ment1 of sudden consciousness to both, 
and then by a common impulse, the two 
women bent forward and kissed each 
other.

‘It was wonderful to hear you aay that, 
Marguerite,’ Narka "said, as if this tacit 
undetatanding hkd aet them free to en
ter fraqkly on the subject, ‘how can 
you like toing a peasant, harrying bur* 
ens on your shoulders all day?’

‘ I love the burdens, and tove, you 
know,makes evesy tiiing‘Bght and easy.’

•Your Old theory. But ter all the love 
in the world $ero are things that you 
moat miss- mnsjc that you were ao fond 
of, and Bowers that yen so delighted in. 
How you used to revel invee winter gard
en at Yrakowl’

•Yes; but I don't miss anything. I am 
quite satisfied with the music in church 
qp Sundaysjfmd the canticles the children 
sing in the school; and I’m not sore that 
s hospital ward or a sick-room is not as 
good as a garden to me.’

Narka held up her hands. ‘It all
soumis so unnatural!’

‘So it would be if it wore not my voca
tion. That is wbst makes it natural and 
delightful.’

‘I could understand it in a measure if 
all this discomfort and sacrifice on your 
side lessened the misery of the world,’ 
said Narka; ‘but it doesn’t; it never will; 
the cruelty of life will remain just as 
universal for all your sacrifice; you will 
never do away with suffering.'

'God forbid ! What would become of 
the world if suffering were done away 
with? There would be an end of hero
ism, of so much that makes life beauti
ful. Suffering is the salt that keeps 
human nature from corrupting. Besides, 
salt or not, it is the law, and there is no 
escape from it. But it is not the suffer
ing Itself that is so bad; it is the revolt 
against it. Human nature ls in rebellion 
against suffering, justas science is against 
pain. And it is a vicious circle from 
which there 6 no escaping—the more 
science rebels against physical pain, the 
more moral pain increases. If people 
did not rebel so fiercely against it, pain 
would lose half its sting. Don’t yon 
think, now, ior instance, that it would 
be much better to bear the natural pain 
of disease, and be content with the legi
timate means of relief, than to escape 
from it by drugs that destroy conscious
ness, and end by destroying the moral 
itiengtb, so that human beings are re
duced to the state of animals, without 
nerve or reason to bear up under their 
snfferingT’

‘You would have us all turn stoics, 
and, like that Spartan man, stand and 
grin while the fox eats into onr vitals.’

*1 would have us bear onr pain like 
Christians, instead of running away from 
it like cowards.’

•You are behind your age, dear Mar
guerite,’ said Narka, with a smile. 'The 
triumph of science is to abolish pain.’

The triumph of charity is to alleviate 
it; and it ia better to alleviate it with 
love and help than to drog it with mor
phine.’

‘That sounds admirable as a theory,’ 
said Narka, with a touch of the old 
acorn, ‘but it is a fallacy; it is like your 
dream of reforming the world by love. 
You must first call in hate; hate most 
clear the ground before love can build. 
Society, as it exists, is an organized sys
tem of murder of the majority by an 
omnipotent minority. That old ma
chinery must be smashed and swept 
away before tove can come m and raise 
a new order of things.’

‘Hate would be a dreadful foundation 
to build on,’ said Marguerite. ‘Hate is 
suicidal; it destroys itself and everything 
else. It "would be like building on a 
volcano. Oh, Narka, I [will convert yon 
into believing in love!’ she exclaimed 
vehemently; and she laid her hand, once 
so dainty, now coarsened by work, on 
Narka’* arm, and gave her an angry
shake. ‘What ails you that yon can't
believe in love?’

‘I wish I could, but—one can't become 
a child again. To aak me to believe in 
love as the factor that governs the world 
is like asking me to believe in the 
fairies.’

How strange I’ Marguerite murmured. 
‘Not to believe in love is like not believ
ing in' God; for God is love.'

‘Year God, perhaps.’
•Oh Narka 1 Then tell me, if God gave 

you happtoeis, everything you desire, 
would that'make you believe in Him, in 
His goodness T*

•I suppose it would help me. Every
body is a better Christian for being made 
happy.’

Marguerite threw up her hands and 
burst out laughing. ‘What theology! 
Did you ever read of a saint who was 
sanctified by having everything his own 
way ? For that is what you understand 
by happiness ? Oh, Narka, what a dread
ful doctrine I Why, surely you know as 
well as I do that suffering is the road to 
God; that the more we suffer, the greater 
our likeness to onr Lord Hîrnsëlf V 

‘In that case I am aa like to Him as 
any saint ever canonized,’ said Narka, 
with a ring of passion in her voice, ‘tor 1 
have suffered as much as any saint you 
pray to; but it hasn't sanctified me, not 
that I know of, unless, perchance, it be 
part of divine justice to make Buffering 
meritorious, without consent or merit in 
the sufferer.' e

Marguerite was silent a moment. ‘I'm 
not sure but it may bs so,’ she said, mus
ingly; ‘I sometimes thiek that the mere 
condition of suffering has a saving power 
of its own.’ She remembered Narka’s 
father and brother cruelly murdered, 
her mother’s heart broken, and then that 
dungeon that was ‘like being in hell.' 
She oould not argue with wounds like 
these. Neither, perhaps, would God. A 
great poet says, ‘Aimer, e'ut la moitié de 
croire.’ It would have been nearer the 
truth if he had said, ‘Souffrir, c'ut la 
moitié de croire.’

‘Are there no pleasures at all in your 
life ?’ asked Narka, irrelevantly.

‘No pleasures ? Why, everything is a 
pleasure I It was an intense pleasure 
just now to see a sick child gobble up a 
puddin g I bad made for it. I committed 
gluttony by proxy looking at it. 1 must 
tell you,' she said, confidentially, and as
suming an air of ibhdoent self-importance, 
‘I have developed quite a genius for 
cooking. My puddings and tisanes are 
in great request, "and I have invented a 
poultice that is the delight of all our 
rheumatic old women.’

Narka was amused and in her secret 
soul a little disgusted. She could sym
pathize, at least intellectually, with the 
sublime ambition that aimed at revolu
tionizing the World by love, but she 
oould not enter into the glory of making 
stops and poultices. It was disenchant
ing to see Marguerite’s grand vocation 
degenerate into such performances, to 
see her gifts and graces towered to such 
vulgar service.

‘You are not a bit changed, Marguer
ite,’ she said, observing her curiously; 
‘always the same funny mixture of the 
natural and the supernatural. You sup- 
ematuralise everything without growing 
the least supernatural yourself.'

‘Indeed, I hope notl’ Marguerite 
laughed merrily. ‘I should frighten the 
wits out of my poor people if I turned 
supernatural. But ybu must come to 
see me. I want to show you to Sœur 
Jeanne, onr Sœur Supérieure, and to let
you see the schools and everything. You 
will come, won't you ?’

‘Of course I will, dear,’ «aid Narka, 
amused at her earnestness.

‘I have heard nothing about your plan 
of life, dear Narka, or what you are busy 
with.

‘I have been busy doing nothing, so 
far,’ said Narka, a little embarrassed how 
to explain her life of idleness and ap
parent ease. ‘I feel as if I were lying 
half asleep in a boat that drifted into 
port after a storm.’

‘Let yourself drift; you will be all the
better for having taken a rest when you 
begin to work. Of course you must wait, 
anyhow, till Sibyl finds pupils far you ?'
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*1 don’t eee how I am to find them by
myself,’ Narka answered, evasively. She 
would have gladly spoken out, an4 told 
everything, for there was that in Mar
guerite which invited confidence and 
inspired absolute trust, and at this junc
ture her sympathy would have been 
delicious ; but Narka remembered Basil’s, 
desire for secrecy yet a little while, and 
was silent.

Basil’s name had not been mentioned, 
nor Father Christopher’s. Many things 
had not been mentioned that both long
ed to speak of; but they kissed and 
parted, content to leave unspoken things 
that were unspeakable.

CHAPTER XVII.
In the middle of January Sibyl return

ed to town. She sent to Narka the day. 
after her arrival, asking her to come 
that afternoon and see her.

Narka's heart beat fast as she crossed 
the court of the Hotel de Beaucrillon, 
while the bell clanged loudly to an
nounce her visit. A glow of hospitable 
warmth embraced her in the hall ; palms 
and flowering plants spread a fragrance 
aiound that completed the illusion of a 
summer climate in midwinter, and her 
step fell softly on the thick pile of the 
scarlet carpet as she ascended the wide 
staircase, where ancestors of the de 
Beaucrillons looked down on her on 
either side in àrmdr and hoops and wigs. 
One glance from the threshold showed 
her the whole aspect of the bondoir, 
whose folding-doors stood open : the pale 
blue velvet hangings, the Aubusson 
carpet, the crystal bowl! and vases filled 
with flowers, and amidst these luxurious 
surroundings Sibyl reclining on a couch.

With a scream of delight Sibyl jumped 
up and flew with outstretched arms to 
embrace her friend. She clasped her, 
and kissed her again and again with 
every expression of endearment. The 
excitement of the meeting, the joy of 
being thus welcomed by Sibyl, by Basil’s 
sister, had flashed Narka, and the pink 
glow, delicate as a sea-shell, gave a pe
culiar brilliancy to her blue-black eyes, 
now liquid with tender emotion.

< My Narka I Sibyl exclaimed, in fond 
delight ; and laying her hands on Narka’s 
shoulders, she put her gently from her 
to get a better view of her. 4 You are 
positively more beautiful than ever. 
And oh, darling, after all you have gone 
through, I dreaded to find your beauty 
quite destroyed 1’

Narka grew suddenly pale, and a 
tremor of the lips warned Sibyl that she 
must not lightly touch that wound.

4 And your baby ?’ Narka said, looking 
round, as if she expected to find the 
little creature somewhere amongst the 
flowers.

Sibyl struck a gong, and in a minute 
there entered a large, blooming Bour
guignonne with a marvellous head-gear, 
carrying a bundle of white muslin and 
pink ribbons. Sibyl seized the bundle, 
and with a pretty gesture of bestowal 
placed it in Narka’s arms. It was a 
delicious baby, just now moist and 
scarlet from its sleep, but not a bit 
cross; it crowed and gurgled to Narka, 
Mid let itself be cuddled and kissed 
without struggling away, as is the habit 
of babies. Narka was satisfactorily 
enthusiastic over the paragon, and Sibyl 
was radiant. But the baby, having play
ed its part, intimated a wish to retire, 
and had to be carried away. Then M. 
de Beaucrillon was inquired for, and 
Sibyl’s health discussed, and every 
obvious question asked and answered, 
and the two friends found themselves 
face to face, ddnackras as people are who 
are full of feelings they must not betray, 
and of thoughts they must! not put into 
words.

4 Dear Narka,’ Sibyl began, throwing 
back her lace sleeves and clasping her 
hands,41 have a wonderful piece of 
news to tell you ; it is about Basil.’

1 Ah !’ said Narka, and she blushed.
4 Ob, good news,’ Sibyl added, quick

ly. 4 He is coming to Paris, and—he is 
going to be married I’

Narka said 4 Ah 1’ again, accompanied 
with a pantomime of surprise.

4 Yes. Poor Basil 1 after all the worry 
he has gone through, he is going to be 
happy at last You remember Marie 
Krinsky, who used to take dancing les
sons with us at St. Petersberg? She was 
four years younger than either of us, so 
we did not much notice her ; she is now 
nearly eighteen, a dear little thing, 
pretty, accomplished, and her fortune is 
enormous. This is a great blessing, for, 
with all the drains he has on himself, 
my father can’t do much during his life 
for Basil.’

‘And they are engaged ?’ said Narka, 
speaking calmly.

4 Not yet officially ; but he made his 
court at St Petersberg, and my father 
spoke to Prince Krinsky, who was de
lighted, and immediately asked that 
Basil might be appointed secretary to 
the Embassy here. The Empress was 
very unwilling to part with him ; but 
when she heard of the marriage she at 
once consented, and was most kind. 
As to the Emperor, he could not have 
been kinder if Basil had been a member 
of the imperial family. I am so happy 
I can hardly believe it is all real’

A valet brought in the tea-tray, and 
Sibyl, voluble and excited, sat down be
fore it,and busied herself with the pretty 
preliminaries for dispensing the fragrant 
hospitalities of a Lilliputian silver pot

< I have been ruminating a little plan 
in my head ever since I heard this great 
news—that is three days ago,’ she went 
on, popping the sugar into the cups. 
4 The 16th will be Marie's birthday, and 
I want to make a fete that day to intro 
duce her as his fiancee to our friends. I 
wonder what would be best—a ball, or a 
soiree musicale ? What do you think Î’

.To beOon tinned.

ODDS ANP ENP^
There are but sixteen female doctors 

in Paris, it is said.
ÜLCERÀTBD Stomach.—“For three years I 

wan unable to work, suffering from ùlcefated 
stomach. Medical aid having; failed, I was 
told to try Burdock Blood Bitters, of which 
7 bottles made a permanent cure. This was 
two years ago, and I feel that I have to 
thank B. B. B. for being alive and WeH to
day.” Mrs. Rose Ann McOioskeyJ-Marmora, 
Ont.

Mrs. Gladstone is getting ready to cele
brate her golden wedding.

Fàthir had Quinsy.—“ We find Burdock 
Blood Bitters excellent for weakenss, and 
equally so for headache. Father also suffer
ed severely frodreptiasy, which B. B. B., by 
its tonic and purifying properties, complete
ly cured.

A husband who overcomes his wife’s 
fits of temper by means of confections 
speaks in glowing terms of his sugar cur
ing process.

A Curs for Lumbaqo.—That painful com
plaint can be quickly cured by the right re
medy. Miss Mary Jane Gould, of Stoney 
Creek, Ont., says: 4T was troubled with
lumbago, and could not get relief until I 
need Hagyard’i Yellow Oil, one bottle of 
which cured me entirely.”

Mrs. Burnet acknowledges that it took 
her a week to decide upon the name of 
4 Fanntleroy ’ for her famous story.

Thk Sabs Plan.—When suffering from a 
troublesome cold, a hacking cough, hoarse
ness, asthma, bronchitis, or other forms of 
throat or lung troubles, is to use Hagyard’s 
Pectoral Balaam to loosen the phlegm and 
sooth and heal the inflamed mucous surface. 
It cures where others fail.

The women in England exceed the 
men by 3,000,000, and yet Englishmen 
come to America lor their wives.

A Frightened Mother.—“ My little girl, 
4 years old, frightened me one night by a 
croupy cough, but I gave her a dose of Hag
gard’s Yellow Oil, which relieved her at 
once, and she slept well all night. I have 
since used it in several cases of croup, frost 
bites, etc., and find it always reliable.” Mrs. 
Eva Bradley, Virden, Man.

Sorosis has made arrangements for the 
formation of women’s dubs in all parts 
of the United States.

The Blood is thi Life, and on its purity 
largely depends the general health. No 
one ia free from danger, and nine-tenths of 
humanity actually do suffer from one form 
or rather of impure blood. No one remedy 
has such a wide range of curative power aa 
has Burdock Blood Bitters—that best of a!’ 
bloood purifiers and tonics.

Be'always at leisure to do good ; never 
make business an excuse to deny the 
offices of humanity.

44 If a woman ia pretty,
To me 'tis no matter,
Be she blonde or brunette,
So she lets me look at hei.”

An unùealtby woman is rarely, if ever, 
beautiful. The peculiar diseases to which 
so many of the sex are subject, are prolific 
causes of pale, sallow faces, blotched with 
unsightly pimples, dull lustreless eyes and 
emaciated forms. Women so afflicted, can 
be permanently cured by using Dr. Pierce’s 
Favorite Prescription, and with the restor
ation of health comes that beauty which, 
Combined with good qualities of nead and 
heart, makes women angels of loveliness. 
“Favorite Prescription” is the only medi
cine for women, sold by druggists, under a 
positive guarantee from the manufacturers, 
that will give satisfaction in every case, or 
money will be refunded. This guarantee 
has been printed on the bottle-wrapper, and 
faithfully carried out for many years.,

Every ladder has a top round.
[How’s Your liver

The old lady who replied, when asked how 
her liver was, “ God bless me. I never heard 
that there waa ench a thing in the house,” 
was noted tor her amiability. PrûmethèuS, 
When chained to a rock, might as well have 
pretehded to be happy, as the man who is 
Chained to a diseased liver. For poor 
Prometheus there was no escape, but by 
the use of Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Purgative 
Pellets, the disagreeable feelings, irritable 
temper, constipation, digestion, disiiness 

MWd sick headache, which are caused by a 
diseased liver, promptly disappear.

The State of Michigan makes it impost 
Bible for a poor man to aspire to the g 
êrnorahip by putting the salary at$l,( 
a year.

Would Do Just as Well.
The assistant came upon the stage and 

wMspersd eofiiethihg td the lecturer.
“Ladles And gentiemen," said the professor, 

“I have just learned that one case of the Ori
ental curiosities with which I usually illus
trate this lecture has failed to arrive, owing 
to the mistake of a baggage man. I regret 
to say, therefore, that I cannot exhibit the 
well preserved Egyptian mummy I had hoped 
to show you. It may be possible, however, 
that I can find a substitute. Is there any 
gentleman from Philadelphia in the audi
ence ?”—Chicago Tribune.

Popular Plays Illustrated.

14A STRONG PIÈCE.”
___________________ -Life.

Reciprocity in Business.
“Is the boss in?” inquired a lean visaged 

man with bristling hair and business like 
aspect, as he walked into the dental office of 
a Chicago suburb the other day.

“I presume I am the person,” said the dent
ist, politely. “Can I serve you in any way?"

“I don’t know but you can,” the visitor 
replied, sitting down in a chair and tilting it 
back, “if we can agree on the terms. It’s 
just this way: I’ve come to this town to go 
into business, and I’ve opened a shop about a 
block and a half up the street Now, I’m 
willing to let you do all my work in tills line 
if you can take it out in trade. Where two 
men are doing business close together in a 
place like this it looks more sociable and 
friendly if they can trade with each other. 
And business men have got to pull together 
and kind o’ reciprocate if they want to get

“I don’t know,” said the dentist, musingly. 
“What kind of business are you engaged in, 
may I ask?”

“Pm in the marble business. I make tomb
stones, monuments”-----

“But I don’t need any work of that kind;” 
exclaimed the other, aghast. “I have no oc
casion to buy any tombstones or monuments I"

“And I don’t need any work in your line,” 
retorted the tombstone man sharply, “so far 
as I know—not a cent’s worth 1 Never had 
the toothache in my life. But there’s no 
telling when”-----

“It is hardly worth while to discuss the 
subject,” said the dentist “I don’t think we 
can make any arrangement of the kind you 
propose.”

“Just so, sir! You don’t care about being 
neighborly and sociable and meeting a busi
ness man half way when he comes to settle 
here to help build up your domed old town!! 
Good morning, sir.”

And the language that tombstone man used 
ns he slammed the door behind him and went 
down the stairway three steps at a time was 
frightful to hear.—Chicago Tribune.

‘.Free Bern or Clder-WMeM?
Whether the proposed constitutional 

amendment In Massachusetts against rum is 
also against cider, is being, as it qnght, 
well agitated. We believe fruit growers 
têel about manufactaring a home beverage 
somewhat like the woman whom the learn
ed Dr. Abernethy once remonstrated with 
For mutilating her husband’efface and head 
With her finger-nails in â family jari Said tit* 
worthy doctor,—4‘Madam, are! you* not 
ashamed, treating the head ef this family thus? 
—in fact, your bead, madam.” The virago 
retorted fiercely “Well, doctor, if that be 
true, ‘haven’t I a right to scratch my own 
head?” It seems to us prohibition advocates 
should reflect that, so long as humanity is 
unfitted to its surroundings and conditions 
of life; so long evil will exist, and hnmaa 
peings foolishly try to “drown misery” with 
itrong drink. But increase human happi
ness by every possible means; lessen that 
mother’s burden that she may bear more

n children: then ameliorate their hun- 
iease, and pain by better physical 
well as moral training, and you‘Will£?rV_______________ _________ _

have plucked out the moat deadly fang1,1 Of 
the monster—intemperance, while farmers 
and fruit-growers are left to puisne an hoei- 
est calling. Acting ûpon this precept, we 
would go farther aud'prdclaim that thon- 
anda of families are now suffering with trou
bles that scores of persons have repeatedly 
tied to relieve with strong drink. 446dt 

lemonade with a stick,” “rock and rye*’ are 
fiamiliar recipes. Temperance people 
ihould teach others to find some better rq- 
hedy for hacking coughs, bronchial irrita  ̂
tions, catarrhal inflammations, rheumatism, 
and neuralgia than whiskey. Said a well 
known Boston merchant, .recently, to a 
iarty of friends : “ ï htiëd fb"resort to whis- 
rey when attacked with rheumatism and 

neuralgia; I could get drunk, but I couldn’t 
core neuralgia. But I know p remedy— 
Johnson’s 1 Anodyne Litittnent-f- that 
Will fix it for me every ^ttine.” -Truly, 
|l is the most certain remedy known for Any 
pain or inflammation. VA* ... 
as much ar ”-
know this. _________________„----------—
son & Go., Boston, Mass., will send free to 
any one a pamphlet telling how to use it. 
A teaapoonful properly used, will accomplish 
wonders.

mi

For"mn-down,- debmutodrodovowaltad 
women, Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription is 

, the best of all restorative tonic*. I tie a potent 
Specific for all those Chronic Weaknesses and 
Diseases peculiar to Women : a powerful, gen
eral as well aa uterine, tonic and nervine, K 
imparts vigor and strength to the whole system. 
It promptly cures weakness of stomach,nausea,
indigestion, bloating, weak back, nr-------- -™-
tration, debility and aleeplearoeea, i 
It is carefully compounded by an 
physician, and adapted to woma_ _ ------
organization. Purely vegetable and perfectly 
harmless in any condition of the system.

« Favorite Free crin* 
Hon” is the only medicine 
for women, sold by druggists,

______________under a positive gnar-
antee of satisfaction in every case, or price 
($1.00) refunded. This guarantee has been 
printed on the bottle-wrapper, and faithfully
carried out for many years. __

For large, illustrated Treatise on Diseases of 
Women (160 pages, with full directions for 
home-treatment), send ten cents In stamps.

Address, World’s Dispensary Medical 
Association, 663 Main Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

L/U'i in’»

BARKER HOUSE STABLES.
COACHES AND CARRIAGES

Furnished with all Possible Despatehi

HORSES BOARDEDTmODERATE TERMS 

JOHN B.ORrT^ Proprietor.
fredstmeu.OsietiLiiiT

A Correct Diagnosis.
George—Eh? You got engaged last night? 

Gas, my old, my dear friend, tell me how 
you did it

Gus — Really, I hardly know myself. 
Couldn’t help it Just like falling down 
stairs. I was on the edge of a proposal, she 
gave me a push, and there I was—engaged.

“Well, I haven’t had any such experience. 
Every time I try to start, my knees knock 
together, and my teeth chatter, and my 
tongue deavee to the roof of my mouth. 
I’ve tried a dozen times to pop the quéstion 
to Mise De Pink, and slumped every time.”

44And did she let you slump?”
“Yes."
“You are courting the wrong girt"—New 

York Weekly._________________

Not Inquisitive.
There was dust on his back and grime of 

two weeks’ standing behind his ears, and as 
he stood on a oorner yesterday, he was heard 
to remark that he was from Lansing.

“What is the tare from Lansing to De
troit F’ queried a dndish looking bystander, 
looking waggishly at an acquaintance. 

Idmino,” ijrasthfciyply,
Don’t know I” echoed his questioner, in

credulously.
“Young man,” returned the tramp, im- 

jfrtesively, “when I want to go to • place by 
rail I getqi*tly.ro tbs- train, and when it 
rets there I step off again without ever ask- 
ng «my bloomin’ fool questions.”—Detroit 
Free Pre*. ________ ______ .___

In the Wrong Office.
Peddler—My dear sir, do you know how 

much time yon lose dipping a peu into the 
nkf Ten dips a minute means six hundred 
Bps an -hour, or six thousand dips in ten 
hours, and each dip consumes-----

Business Man—Yes, I know; I have figured 
it «til out

Peddler—And yet I find yon still writing 
fa| the old way.

Business Man—Yes, I am using the fountain 
pen you sold me about a month ago—using it 
m the old way because it won’t write any 
other way..,

Peddler—Beg pardon; Pm in the wrong 
office. Good day.—New York Weekly.

A Graceful Reproof.
When the Johnsons came to the dinner 

table the other day it was quite apparent 
that little Maud had anticipated the feast and 
helped herself to some of the good things, but 
no reprimand was given until her older sis
ter, Alice, aged 8, was asked to say grace—a 
pleasant duty with which she was sometimes 
intrusted. Her observant eyes had detected 
the younger one’s delinquency, and the op
portunity Was not to be neglected. Alice 
solemnly said grace as follows: “For what 
we are about to receive—and for what Maud 

had already—O Lord, make us duly 
thankful. ”—Treasure Trova

inflammation. It is used internally 
b as externally. Many people do not 
his. The itiaftbfiacthrers, I. 8. John-

H AGYARD's

YELLOW OIL
‘CURES rheumatism

FREEMAN 
-^mWORM POWDERS

Are pleasant to take. Contain Heir own 
Portative. Is a soft, sure and effectual.
dtstnftrofnormstnCkiMrmorAtbeitt.\

WE ABE NOW PREPARED FOB

SPRING TRADE!
WITH A FULL UNI OF

Men's Underwear,
nidkwEAR,

SHIRTS, COLLARS, CUFFS, SOCKS,
BfUCES, OVERALLS,

Ready Made Clothing, &c.,
WHICH we WILL SELL

©HEAP FOR GASH.
HAVING ADOPTED THE

NO CREDIT SYSTEM, 
WE CAM GIVE DUB CUSTOMERS THE BENEFIT 

OF LOWER PRICES.

G.
' 224 QUEEN STREET

N, B.—Don't aak for credit or 
you1 will be reftieed,

C. H. T. & CO.
'Fredericton, March 28.

CATTLE FOR 1SALE.
r|>HE SUBSCRIBER has tor sale ten Milch 
X Cows and eigh head of Fatted Cattle. 

Apply! J(

March ISAw-wtwpd

Not a Regular Contributor,
Friend—1 suppose you write when the 

upirit moves?
Poet—Well, yes, that’s about the way with 

me. I write when the specter moves.
“The specter?”
“Yes; the specter of want.”—Yankee Blade.

Didn’t Like Jewelry.
“Isn’t it strange that Quillboy positively 

refuses to wear jewelry?”
“Won’t he wear it?”
“No. Only yesterday l zaw him knock 

down an officer who was trying to handcuff 
him.'”—Nebraska State Journal

, Couldn’t Surprise Him.
Boarder (cracking an egg)—Well, I declare 1
Waiter (excitedly)—What Is it?
Boarder—Why, this egg has a double yolk.
Walter—Pooh! that’s nothin’—gen’lmanY 

jristiddy had a chicking!—Detroit Free “

1 Burdock

Bitters
WILL CORE OR RELIEVE 

BILIOUSNESS,DYSr-"~‘ï~>
INDU

lOh." 

JAUNDICE, 
ERYSIPELAS, 
SALT RHEUA,

FiurrâtiNG
AC,kTH0EFHEART'

DRYN^SÊ”
OF THE SKIN,

Apd every rpseiss of disease 
from, disordered LIVER, KD 

STOMACH, BOWHLS OR BU
T. MILBURN & CO..

sr*6

-UNLIKE ANY OTHER.-
Foeltiveïy Corea Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma, Bronchitis, Colds, Tonsilitle. Hoarseness, Coughs, 

Whooping Gough, Catarrh, Influenza, Cholera Morbus, Diarrhoea, Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Tooth
ache, Nervous Headache, Sciatica, Lame Back, Soreness In Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints and strains.

AS MUCH FOB INTERNAL AS FOR EXTERNAL USE.
It Is marvelous how many different complaints It will core. Its strong point lies In the fact that It acts quickly. Healing all Cuts, Burns and Bruises like Magie. Relieving all manner of Cramps and Chills.

_ ORIGINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN.All who buy direct from us, and-------- - ----------- *   *  -------------—
If not satisfied. Retail price by
United States or Canada. 11*1_____ _ ___ ___ ________ _ ________________ ______ _____

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION HAVE DSHD AID BLESSED !T.

G.T.WHELPLEY
Has now in Stock

4 TONS UP-RIVER BUCKWHEAT MEAL,
200 BUSH. OATS,

BRAN, SHORTS; MIDDLINGS.
The above are Selling very Low.

TO ARRIVE: I CAR LOAD OF FEED.
310 OUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.

Fredericton, March 23.

PLASTER.
ONE CAR

Lands Calcined Plaster
ALSO LANDING:

Lime, Guano, P. E. Island Seed Oats,
Seed Barley, Middlings, Shorts & Bran.

W. E. MILLER & CO.,
Fredericton, March 27

155 and 159 OUEEN STREET.

Canned Goods.
CORN, TOMATOES, PEAS, BEANS,

PINE APPLES, PEACHES, OfSTERS, 
LOBSTERS. SALMON, CORN BEEF,

LUNCH TONGUE. POTTED HAM,

Condensed Milk, Condensed Coffee.
FOR SALE LOW AT

S. L MORRISON’S

AND

OVERSHOES.
ONE HUNDRED CASES

OOHBIEmNtt or £
American,

Goodyear, and
Canadian

RUBBERS AHD_OVERSHOES.
rraerr quality, call and examine

MOORE SPENDING TOUR MONEY.

NELSON CAMPBELL

Queen Street, Cor. of York.
Fredericton, June 21st, 1888.

NEW DRESS GOODS!
In Black and Colored

AMAZON CLOTHS,
Icebergs, Cashmeres,

Striped Chevoits.
JOHN HASLIN.

To Travellers

Fredericton, lurch 13 1888.

M’s Oils il In Tonic.
Price 80 cents. 6 bottles |2.60.

RECEIVED TO-DAY.

Northern andWestern
RAILWAY

WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

In Effect Nov. 28th, 1888.

TRAINS RUN ON EASTERN STANDARD TIME

A PaMengcr and Freight Train will leave 
1 redencton every morning (Sunday excepted 
for Chatham

LEAVE FREDERICTON
7:10, a. m; Gibson. 7:15; Marysville, 7:36; 
Manzer’s Siding 8:05; Durham. 8:20; Cross 
Creek, 9:05; Boiestown, 10:30; Doaktown, 11:30 ; 
Upper BlackvUle, 12:45, p. m: Black ville, 1:20; 
Upper Nelson Boom, 2:20; Chatham Junction. 
2:40; arrive at Chatham, 3:30.

RETURNING LEAVE CH^AM
8:00, a. m; Chatham Junction, 8:40; Upper 
Nelson Boom, 8:55; Blackville, 9:50; Upper 
Blackville, 10:25; Doaktown, 11:35; Boiestown , 
12:35, p. m; Cross Creek, 2:00; Durham, 2:40; 
Marysville, 3:30; Gibson, 3:40, turiving at 
Fredericton, 3:45.

Connections Eire made at Chatham Junctio 
with L C. Railway for all points ÉEiat and West 
and at Gibson with the N. B. Railway for all 
Western points and St. John, and at Cross 
Creek with Stage for Stanley.

t%.Tickets can be procured at F. B. Edge 
combe’s dry goods store.

THOMAS HOBEN,

Gibson, N. B., Nov. 28th, 1888.

New Brunswick R’ly
COMPANY.

ALL RAIL LINE. 

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS 

In Effect Jan. 7th, 1889,

EASTERN STANDARD TIME
LEAVE FREDERICTON

7 00 A. M.—Express for St John and interme 
diate points.

846 A. M.—Express for Fredericton Junction 
Vanceboro. Bangor, Portland, Bos 
ton and points west St Stephen St 
Andrews, Houlton, Woodstock 
Presque Isle, Grand Falls, Edmund 
ston, and pointa.north.

12 60 P. M.—For Fredericton Junction, St John 
and points east

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON:
1135 A. M.—From Fredericton Junction, St 

John and points East
310 P M.—From Fredericton Junction, Vanoe 

boro, Bangor, Portland, Boston and 
points West ; St Andrews, St Ste
phen, Houlton, and Woodstock and 
points north.

6 30 P.^M.—Express from St John and inter
mediate points.

LEAVE GIBSON :
6 50 A. M.—Mixed .for Woodstock and points 

north.
ARRIVE AT GIBSON:

4 45 P. M.—Mixed from Woodstock and points 
north.

F. W. CRAM, 
General Manager.

A. J. HEATH.
Gen Pass. 8c Ticket Agent

WE WANT
POTATOES.
WE HANDLED 60 OOO BUSH

ELS POTATOES LAST 
SPRING.

And made money for our Shippers. Having de
cided to sell in small lots from Store, to get out
side prices, we want a ewmore good shippers 
Write us and ship to

HATHEWAY & CO.
General Commission Merchants,

22 CENTRAL WHARF-" BOSTON, MASS
Members Chambers of Commerce, Established 1S3 

Boston, Oet 4th. 1887

SEWING MACHINES 
CLEANED 

AND REPAIRED.

Furniture Repaired. 

Jobbing in Carpentry
Attended to by

W. 8. HIMELMAN,
192 GEORGE STREET

SEWING MACHINE WORK A SPECIALTY
All orders left at above address will receive 

prompt attention.
Fredericton. Got 18,1888

Cape Cod Cranberries, Florida Oranges, S. 
C. Hams and Bacon, New Dates and Figs, 
Mixed Pickles in kegs, Cucumber Pickles in 
kegs, English Biscuit in tins, New Raisins 
and Currants.

APPLES. APPLES.
IN STORE BEFORE THE COLD WEATHER.

160 Bbls. No. 1 American Baldwins, 40 Bbls, 
No. 1 Bishop Pippins.

®0 KEQS DRAPES*

W. R. LOGAN.
Queen Street, Frederietoe,

EDGECOMBE & SONS,
YORK STREET, - - FREDERICTON,

Now Is the Time to Leave Your Orders for

SLEIGHS & RUNGS
We Have on Hand, and are Finishing Up, 200 Double 

Seated and Single Seated Fungs and Sleighs, 
which we are Determined to Sell Out at

PRICES THAT WILL ANYWHERE DEFY COMPETITION.
Leave Your Orders Early.

EDGECOMBE-& SONS.
fredarleton’ Got. 6 th, 166U

FLOUR! FLOUR!!
IN STORE AND TO ARRIVE i

3000 BBLS. FLOUR,
Mostly bought before the recent rise, including 

the following weU known Brands.2 .r_.

Ogllvle's Patent,
Ogilvie's Star,
Ogllvle's Baker's A,
Harvest Moon,
Buda,
People's,
Walzen,
Crystal,
Stockwell,
Phoenix,
Kent Mills,
Leo,
Heart's Content,
Mascot,
Charm.

irrew.FOR SALE VERY

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON.
Fredericton. Feb. 26th, 1889.

JUST RECEIVED!

Latest Designs in
LADIE3

POCKET Ê00KS
this year, 1889. Beautiful in 
design, well made and reas
onable in price, in fact, 
cheaper than old style 
books are sold else

where, at

F. J. IfCAUSLAND’S
Watch a Jewellry Store, Queen St

Fredericton, March 2

AREYOUTHIRSTY?
SODA WATER

-AND-

OTTAWA BEER
AT-

wmte efts oo’*.
OWo, M. I


