J. H OWEN,
BARRISTER - AT - LAW,

Notary Pubiic, Beal Estate Ageut.
. United States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1832—

CURE * = DEAF !

Peck’s Patent I.mpmvad Oushioned Ear
Drums.
PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING,

mﬂiﬂ@

4t

no whether d d by colds,
fovers, or injuries to the mt.unl drums.
Always in position,but invisible to others and
comfortable to wear. Musio, conversation,
and whispersheard distinotly. Wo refer to
those using them. Send for illustrated book
of proofs free. Address, F. llISOOI\, 853
Broadway, N. ¥

SAL'U'S PO.',E'U'I.-I SUPZB:ZEIM’.A. LEX BsST.

BRIDGETOWN N S.,

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 22, 1890

NO. 42.

GREAT BEDUCTION.

The whole Stock of

W. W. SAUNDERS’

will be sold at a Great Reduction dur-
ing the Xwmas Holidays, embrac-
ing the following weil-
selected lines :

DRY GOODS,

HOSIERY, a Specialty,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBBRERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES

= AND CONFECTIONERY,
CANNED GOODS, ES-
SENCES, EX-
TRACTS,
AND PATENT
MEDICINES, large
stock of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN-
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CUTLERY, AND A SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

William Hart,

Assigunee,

WILL. CURE OR RELIEVE

BILIOUSP\ESS, DIZZINESS,
DYSPEPSIA D&})P

EARTEURN, T'sE S
H 13
HEADACHE. © OF THE SKIN,
And every mﬂc{;»s ef di

. 2 BLOOD.

reprietors,
'n'r‘ﬁ RONTO-

OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order,
REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

N. H. PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888.

Farm for Sale

HE subscriber offers for sale that very
nicely situated preperty in MIDDLE-
TON, County of Annapolis, and Province of
Nova Sootia, on the Post Road and in the
immediate neighborhood of Railway Station,
Telegraph Office, Post Office and Churches,
consisting of about torty-five acres superior
#oil, a thriving young orchard of about one
hundred and fifty Apple Trees of choice
selected fruit, and conveniently divided
into hay, tillage and pasture lands. Is well
watered, has a commodious and thoroughly
finished house, woodhouse, barn, stables, ete.,
in good repair. Terms easy
JONATHAN WOODBURY

('//«solul(w Sure
SPICEQ "/(ITA R

:

Nec our: (/uurunu( on
‘every package.

CBEEH MRS
Askyour Groeer forthem

FOR SALE ot the BRUG STORE.

CASTORIA, best Spirits Nitre, Sulphurie
Acid, Enos Fruit Salt, Plasters, Teaberry,
Tooth Powder. Pierce’s Medicines, full line,
Vasgjleres, full lines, Paine’s Celery Com-
ound, Riege’s Food for infants, Lactated
‘l)?ood Chloride Lime, Diamond and Electric
Dyes, Insect Powders, Washing and Baking
Soda, Copperas, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Aniline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder,
Soap, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack’s Mag-
netic Medicines, Kendail’s Spavin Cure, Bur
dock Blood Bitters, Standard Piano and
Organ lostruetion Books, Sheet Music and
Blank Music Paper and Books.
L. R, MORSE, x p.

Setember, 18388,

EXHAUSTED VITALITY

rIE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great medical work

of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physical De-
bility, Premature Decline,
Errors of Youth, and the 3
untold migeries consequent >
thereon, 300 pages, 8 vp., @ & .
125 prescriptions for all diseases. Cloth full
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustrative
sample free to all young and middle-aged
men. Send now. The Gold and Jewelled
Medal awarded to the author by the National
Medical Association. Address P. 0. Box 1895,
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad-
uate of Harvard Medical College, 25 years’

ractice in Boston, who may be consulted con-
gdentially. Specialty, Diseases of Man.
Office, No. 4, Bulfinch St.

H H. BANKS,s

PRODUCE COMMISSION AGENT,
Parker Market Building,
Halifax, N. 8.z
~ALL KINDS OF— :
Farm Proonce Sold on Conmission,
CARD.
W. G. Parsons, B. A,
Ba.mabar, Sohcltor_ Eic.

=UNLIKE ANY OTHER.-

M Asthm: rom-hl Coldu. 'onsilitls. Hoarseness, Coughs,
ttvely C"mcgmtrkl'ﬁ'}ﬁ'mﬁaﬁ"& Cho ar: orblu. abl:‘msnthm. Vruulg B, Too th-

AS "MUCH FOR INTEBNAI. L AS FOR EXTERNAL USE.

m.m cure. Its stroi int lies in the fact that it acts
Itis lo“'m';oxlm‘“ ‘,’;,",‘,’,',e“,ﬁ? “:&:‘égn tski: Mnm" o, Relleving ol enterof Cramps and Chills,

ORICINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSIC

ive a certificate that the money shail be refunded
lwm o dlrcf‘t mﬁ);’l:"(‘m)‘;lurf llw:it L‘&mzltx‘:t}%it pm Expn-m uml |l\lsé‘}>repald to nny parv. ot
tes or Canad

GENERATION AFTER "QENERKTION “HAVE USED AND BLESSED 7.

[nfernational 5.5, Co.

CHANGE - OF - TIME

Commencing Monday, Nov. lith,

E of the Fine Steamers of this Line will leave St. John for Boston via Eastport and
Portland every MONDAY and THURSDAY MORNING at 7.45 Hastern Standard
Returning, leaves Boston same days.
Connection made by Bay Fundy S. S. Co.’s Steamer every MONDAY,
and SATURDAY from Amupnhs
#55~'The Direct Line from Annapalis to Doston is discontinged for the season.

Freight taken via St, John at about one-third (1-:8) advance
on Direct Rates.

0¥
Time.
WEDNESDAY

For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,
Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.
OR ANY AGENT OF THE W. & A. RAILWAY,

CHEERING !

The prospects for good crops of hay are good everywhere, and
the subscriber has

g ey WEHAT YOU WAaNT

to enable you to gather it in good order with ease and rapidity.

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.

1 AM JUST IN RECEIPT OF

3 CARI.OADS,

CONSISTING OF

20 Two-Horse Mowers,
46 One-Horse Wiowers,
75 Ithica Rakes.

All the Very Latest Improved.

The Mowers have the only perfect Floating Bar Tilt of any manufacture.
Prices within reach of all, and terms as guod as can be given.

Exchange made for old machines.

A large quantity of EXTRA PIECES constantly in stock.

Tllustrated Catalogue furnished free upon application.

All Machines Warranted. Apply to

A. C. VanBuskirk, Manufactu er’s Agent,

Agricultural Warehouse, Kingston Station, N. 8.
Or to the following Agents:—
S. D. R. RITCHIE,

Annapolis.

ALEX. TURPLE,

Granville Ferry.
JOHN I. NIXON, ROBT. WILKINS,
Margaretvllle. Phinney Mt.
A, B, ARMSTRONG Nictaux.

GEO. L. MUNROE,

Paradise.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP CGOMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

—ALBO —

FORCEPUMP,
with Hose attached if required.

We are prepared to Manufacture
g WOODE ATER PIPES for un=-
=————derdraining or comnveying water
ander gronnd. Cam be delivered
at any station on the line of Bail-
way. Semnd for Price List.

LOOK HERE FRIEND!

DO you have pains about the ohest and
sides, and sometimes in the back? Do
you feel dull and sleepy ? Does your mouth
have a bad taste, especially in the morning?
Is your appetite poor ? Is there a feeling like
8 heavy load upen the stomach? Sometimes
a faint all-gone feeling in the pit of the
stomach, which food does not satisfy? Are
your eyes sunken ? Do your hands and .foet
become cold and feel clammy? Is there a
giddiness, a sort of whirling sensation in the
head when rising up suddenly? Are the
whites of your eyes tinged with yellow? 1s
your urine scanty and high ocolored ? Does it

deposit a sediment after standing 7
f you suffer from any of these symptoms

USE SMITH’S CHAMOMILE PILLS.
Prepared only by
FRANK SMITH,
Apothecary,
St. Stephen, N. B. .
Price, 25 conts; five boxes, $1. If not kept

by your loul dulen. we will send a box by
mail on receipt of price. 1y

SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN

ESTABUEISHED 1845,
Is the oldest and most popular mnﬂﬂe and
mechanical paper published and has t
reulation of any paper of its clw in u:o vorld.
Fnlly {llustrated. clul

d kl mﬂm
oo ;‘ﬁbm en y::r': Eonr mom.hl' 11 I. l
I%N & CO., PUBL!S!IB&

ARGHITEGTS & Illll.l!lls
Edition of Scientific American ’

Each issue eontﬁnl oolm-.d
mho%hlc phul of oonm.ry md
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The Thread of Llfe.

Years of the past, when youth and bloom
and beauty
Flashed from the roseate sk?',
Your flowers are growing old, your blos-
soms fruity .
And falling off to die !

0, radiant scenes from life's fair landscape
banished,
Vain was your transient light !
As ships upon the ocean so ye vanished
And sailed into the night !

Yet, Time has borne us bravely on our
journey,
Till yonder looms the end !
As l,hmnplons of old we wage the journey
Where'er our fortunes trend!

Thoungh some have fullen in the mad arena,
M.au are battling still !

Slowly we climb the summit of the scena
To hasten down the hill !

But *mid the labyrinth of wild confusion,
A strenuous force we fecl :
Throughout the tumult to its dire conclu-

sion,
The thread from Clotho’s reel.

A silken cord that leads us to Love’s foun-
tain !
A rope to draw the plow !
A cable to ascend Ambition’s mountain !
A band about the brow !

The line of destiny our fate is guiding
Along the winding stream !

As o'er the tide our ar, ;,n-u-»a are gliding,

Their freight a flceting dream.

Years that are gone, we miss ye and we
mourn ye,
Gardens where roses grow !
Wreaths of the past with withered leaves
adorn ye ;
Your buds but sadly blow !

Years yet to come we welcome and adore
ye!
Fresh are the fields we see !
Visions of glory deck the skies before ye!
Strange skein of destiny !
— David Graham Adee.

Selm @xtcmtnrt.

Her Vocation -

OR
"BETWEEN TWO FIRES.

BY ELLA CHEEVER THAYER. |
{
moment Theresa had a frantic |

For
impulse to rush to him, throw her arms
about his neck, and tell him she would
give up anything for his sake, rather than
have t]  slightest shadow betwen them.
Pride aud a sense however,
prevented her. He would be sorry enough

of injustice,

after she had gone, and she must steel her
heart to leaving him like this.

Her auat was very curious to know why
Malcolin ** had not been around,” and The- |
resa had been obliged to admit there had
been a little misunderstanding.  She wa2n

town which did not need a siorm of sleet
and snow to make it seem gloomy and
dreary that Theresa read these lines from
her sincere but injudicions friend.

Forget Malcolm Wentworth | A'shadder
went over her, and such a feeling of deso-
lation went over her as she had never
known before, Forget Malcolm! What
could success or fame or anything in the
world be worth without him? ~

The tenor looked in at the parlor door,
and perceiving her, entered the room,
his full red lips parting in a smile.

‘ Our soprano hus a serious look, Will
she not favor her adorer with a welcome ¥’
he asked, then warbled sentimentally :

*“ For neither bolts nor bars can part
My own true love from me.”

Theresa rose impatiently,. However
much she might be entranced by his high
notes, his conversation bored her. In her
present state of mind his presence was in-
tolerable. Marry him, indeed, with his
effeminate complexion and white hands,
and unapproachable vanity—marry him
when there was such a man as Malcolm
in the world ! Mrs. Greenough had no bus-
iness to think of such a thing.

‘I must go and write some letters home
before supper,’ she said, and hurried away
to the privacy of her own room.

Now at last regret and self-reproach be-
gan to haunt her, If Malcolm was ill and
changed, it was because she had made him
suffer. He had not had the help of change
and. excitement during their separation,
but had been obliged to remain among the
old scenes where she had shared his hopes
and disappointments always until now, and
to take up the work alone, which he had
expected was to give bim his wife as its
reward.
how she had hurt him.
much to blame.

Ah yes! she was
If only she had not given
him reason to belicve she loved something
else more than she loved him !

For a week there was a struggle in her
breast from whi¢h she had no respite. But
it finally rosolved itself into the determina-
tion to give up anything
than lose

--sacrifice any-
thing, rather Malcolm’s love.
I{\I‘ I(«Ll(‘l se ll(i 1“\1 ll I.'l L(“l(]ll"r( d
and a peace of mind followed which she
had not known since leaving Malcolm that
night by the stile,
tween two fives.

s1f

el

She was no Jonger be-

She would write and teil him she would
do whatever he wished ; that she was sorry
that she had so disappointed him, and that
nothing could make her happy as long as
there was a cloud between them. She had
been wrong to think that they had better
work apart—hereafter she would be con-
tent if only they were together. ,

| But this contrite epistle was destined te

Before
1 o line one of Mrs. Eaton's
rare communications reached her, and there

be nothing more than an intention.
she had writter

was in it“What changed everything.
‘ Folks here say you have mittened Mal-

aged, however, to conceal her distress
from those prying eyes, but she cried|
convulsively in Mrs. |
Greenough’s little parlor, to which she fled |

for refuge.

and  sobbed

‘ Really, my dear child, you must not goi
on like this, or you will spoil your voice,’|
Mrs. Greenough said, putting her arm|
about her consolingly.
all right. 7 know what men are, my dear.
Malcolm will repent soon enough, and |
make all the better husband for learning |

‘It will come out |

that he cannot have his own way in every-
thing. I will see to it that he knows|
where to find you when he wishes, if you|
keep me informed of your movements.
Think of the success you are going to earn-
and not of his ridiculous assumption of |
authority.’

to go and meet the new experiences for|
which she had longed.
as if a heavy weight of pain rested on it,
when the next morning the train steamed |
out of the depot, and she knew she had|
from his love. She had hoped to the last |
that he would come repentantly to sece her|
off, but he had remained obdurate.

Perhaps the unhappy circumstances|
under which she left home made her turn|
with added zest for relief to the life of
comparative excitement into which
life had merged.

her
There were no dishes to
wash now, but rehearsals that were only a
pastime ; no fanlt-finding ringing contin |
ually in her ears in her aunt’s querulous|
tones, but the
audiences with whom her youth and pret-
tiness and grace, added to the sweetness 'of
her voice, There
were new acquaintances and new scenes,
for the Bertram Concert Company only re-
mained one night in a place ; there was a
new and ardent admirer in the form of the
tenor, whose hair was very black and curly, |
whose mustache curved up daintily at the
ends, and whose cheeks were almost sus-
piciously pink ; but with all she realized
the void left by Malcolm could not be
filled.

Yet she found the draught she was drink-
ing so intoxicating, notwithstanding the
loss it bad entailed upon her, that she had
no need to question as to what was and
what was not her vocation, as she had to
Malcolm. For what could she possibly be
better fitted than to sing her way on and
up, receiving nightly homage ; and seeing
through the vista opening before her the
adulation which the world gives to those
-who win its favor by itssongs. She buoyed
herself up, too, by the belief that her es-
trangement with Malcolm was only tem-
porary, and pictured the joy of their union
when he had gained wealth, and she fame.

made her a favorite.

Mrs. Greenough’s letters were expected
more and more anxiously as the time went
on and the message longed for did not
come, but they were ever a recurring dis-
appointment.

¢ My dear Theresa, a man  so obstinate
and predjudiced would not fail to be very
uncomfortable to live with,” the music-
teacher wrote at last. ‘Twice I have
given him very strong hints as to my will-
ingness to help bridge the gulf between
him and youn, but he received them with
look so freezing that it was encugh to ruin
my voice—what there is left of it. He
has changed very much, is pale and quiet,
and not near as handsome as he used to
be. The best thing you can do is to marry
that fascinating tenor, and forget there is
such a person as Malcolm Wentworth.’

lﬂlﬁ&ma Patent
. GENERAL .ll..nm.u'.l.!-

-

Children Cry for

Pitcher's Castoria.

i him back.

| to come here to live any more.

With such comfort Theresa was obliged |

Yet her heart felt |

gone—away from the sound of his \mcn,‘

appreciative encores of |

Itmonqmbnitﬁrhanﬁhn small

colm Wentworth, and are going to marry
one of those singer fellows,” wrote Mrs.
Eaton, after a page of complaints &bout the
| children and household matters. *But I

|guv.ss you will be sorry eunough now, for

{ Malcolm’s rich cousin is dead, and has left
him all bis money.
folks say.

There’s a big pile of it,
If I were you, I'd try and get
He had to leave town in a
| hurry, and it ain’t thought that he is likely
I can find
{out his address for you, if you want it.’

| “Get him back !’

A sob that was like a groan of utter de-
spair broke from Theresa’s lips. Then she
| sat still and white, her eyes staring tear-
| lessly and hopelessly into vacaucy.

For she realized that now indeed there
{ was no going back ; that his wealth had

| placed a barrier between them more insur-

{ mountable than all that had gone before.
| She could not write to him now—he would
not know, he would believe that it had been
{ prompted by his changed circumstances;
| and he—could she hope that he would ask
her, who had scorned to share his poverty,
to come to him for the bribe of his mopey ?
| Never until now had the possibility of
{ their separation being a final one presented
(n.self To see, in imagination, the desolate
| years stretching on and on without Mal-
| colm, was to suffer something more terrible
than death. What a mockery the applanse
which had been so pleasant to her ambition
and vanity scemed, as she thought of it
| now,—now when there was nothing else to
| look forward to! She must indeed abide by
| the choice which she had made, which she
! had not intended should be a final choice
at all. How_Dbitter was her punishment
for holding his love too lightly.

From this time there was a change in
Theresa which her associates could not fail
to notice. She was no longer the enthus-
| iastic, bright-faced girl who had been so
\ ready to enjoy the freshness of her new ex-
| periences, but was subdued and sad, and

| too p1<>o4.ulp1((l to even notice the comment

|she was causing. Mr. Bertram, a kindly
but extremely practical man, thought that
travelling so much had affected her diges-
tion. The contralto, a very stout lady
who was jealous of her slimness, hoped she
was in danger of losing her voice. The
basso, and his wife, the pianist of the
party, and the lady who was billed as
‘The World Celebrated Elocutionist,’
were inclined to agree that she had fallen a
victim to the fascinations of the tenor.
This gentleman himself had no doubts on
sabject at all, and Theresa found herself
the recipient of attentions and flatteries
which jarred upon her feelings continually ;
although sometimes, in moments when de-
spair made her reckless, she would ask
herself if she should not make the mockery
of her fate complete by marrying this man,
and so riveting more firmly the links of
the life Malcolm had thought she preferred
toone by his side. How she hated the
necklace now which, some way, seemed to
have begun all her troubles !

|

As time went on, however, such poor
comfort as she was able to take from the
ambitious hopes which were all that was
left her was denied to the clearer under-
standing which expeTience brought. For
the knowledge came to her slowly but
surely, that the voice ;on which she had
based her anticipations did not warrant
them ; that it was hardly more than medi-
ocre ; and that even had it been of gmter
compass, years of cultivacion would have
been necessary in order to qualify herself
herself for the success into which she had
so foolishly fancied she could jump at a
bound. It was a long way from Bert-

'M-Onnoaﬂ.wmpuy EGM%‘J loved.

She was able to understand now |-

and she realized her inability to climb very
far up that stecp ascent. There was one
thing in this mistaken past—the past which
already seemed such a long way behind
her—for which she could be thaunkful, she
thought, sadly. It was that, although he
might never know it, she had been will-
ing to give up everything for Malcolm be-
fere her illusions fell in ruins about her
life.

Perhaps Theresa was disposed now to
undervalue, us she had formerly, in the
egotism of youth, overrated her musical
ability. Certainly she was a favorite with
the not too critical andiences in those
small towns through which the company
made their way, with such success, as it
proved, that after filling their engagements
in New England, they were able to round
out a prosperous season in New York and
Pennyslvania.

They were traveling through the oil
regions, in the latter State, when they
found themselves in a place so much larger
and wealthier than those in which they
were accustomed to sing that there was a
prevailing nervousness ahout the impression
they would be able to make. Theresa
alone was calm. It did not seem to her as
if anything mattered now.

It was she who won the first applause of
the evening. The tenor had sung false,
a fact which he attributed to his having
fallen a victim to the charms of a very
pretty dark-eyed woman, conspicious in
the front row of the andience. But this,
perhaps, was said to excite Theresa's jeal-
ousy, for her recent coldness had piqued
his vanity beyond endurance. It was after
their duett together that he found a chance
to thrust this dagger into her breast, as he
expressed it to himself,

Watching her as she stepped on the
platform immediately afterwards, for her
solo, he felt that his aim had been true.
For her glance had gone directly towards
the pretty stranger, and she had grown
pale as death. The pianist stopped, con-
fused and astonished at her failure to com-
mence her song at the proper time, and
the contralto thought, with a thrill of ela-
tion, that she was going to break down at
last.

Jut only Theresa knew why the color
had faded from her cheeks, why her limbs
tremblled, why her lips refused to sing;
only she kmew that it was the sight of
Maleolm Wentworth sitting in the pre-
viously vacant seat beside that beautiful
woman, who was smiling at him, which had
been responsible for all.

There was a stir of surprise among the
audience. Then Malcolm looked up, and
their eyes met. Saddenly the blood re-
turned in a rush of crimson to her cheeks ;
she drew herself up straight and still;
and, vo the utter discomfiture of the pian-
ist and astonishment of every one, she be-
gan to sing a plaintive love-ballad, instead
of the offeratic selection put down on the
programme.

It was one that she had often sung to
Malcolm in days that had gone, but never
as she sang it now. The listeners were
hushed and thrilled, carried out of them-
selves by the intensity of feeling that rang
out in the music of her voice, in the
passion and megnetism of her words.
Could she have sung like that always, she
might indeed have become the great artist
of whom she had dreamed.

All that she had suffered, all that she
had lost, seemed to be speaking and bear-
ing her away from all knowledge of any-
thing else, except that it was into Mal-
colm’s eyes that she was gazing, to Mal-
colm that she was singing. With a pathos
that went to the heart of every one who
heard, her voice died in the last words of
the song, ¢ Why should we ever parted be 7

At the same moment that which had
sustained her vanished, leaving her
dizzy ahd weak. Before the audience had
had recovered from the spell in which she
had held them she had turned away and
was gone from sight. Then as such ap-
plause as a member of the Bertram Con-
cert Company had never evoked shook
the house, she was compelled to go back
and bow in response. But she did not
glance at Malcolm, and refusing the en-
core, staggered into the dressing-room.

‘You have surpassed yourself—it was
great !' the tenor exclaimed, meeting her.
‘But what a very odd thing it was to
change your song like that. How pale
you are ! I am sure you are ill. Come—
come—you needn't feel so bad over my
admiration of that pretty woman. I bave
been asking one of the lyceum committee
about her. She's married—a Mrs. Went-
worth—and I suppose the good-looking
fellow by her side is her husband, so
there is no chance for me, even if I did not
think you so adorable.’

Theresa had caught at the door of the
dressing-room for support. Only one part
of this speech had reached her comprehen.
sion, and that was a death-blow to her
last hope. Forin that moment she realiz-
ed that hope had never wholly died until
then ; there had lived a spark to which
she had clung.

“ Married !’ she moaned.

Her companion stared.

‘What is the matter? he questioned.
‘Yon look and act very strangely. They
are calling you—you must go back and
sing -again.’

Bewildered,
excitement (o jealousy, he said,
ingly :

¢ Be calm, for you need not fear a rival.
Of all those who have loved me, you are
the only one I ever‘really cared enough
for to ask to marry me.’

She tore herself away from his detaining
hand.

¢ You? she exclaimed. ‘Do you suppose
I have a single thought for you, when you
have just told me that the only man I ever
loved was married—married to another
woman ? Let me go—I tell you I shall not
sing again to-night. Mr. Bertram must
make some excuse—I amn ill—I must have
the air, or I shall go mad.’

With this she rushed into the dreumg
room and shut the door. upon him. Con-
foanded by her words and manner, he yet
comprehended them sufficiently to under-
stand’how much he had been misled by
his own egotism,

¢ Marvied !’

but still attributing her
sooth-

llged to quiet the clamor of the andience as

found a consolation forall in the thought
that it was from him she had heard of the,

“He turned away angrily, and though ob-|.

best he could by singing in her place, he:

Theresa, too' much overpowered to think
of consequences, seized her cloak,and made
her way by a rear door, unobserved, to the
street. The cold, clear air blew upon her
hot head, allaying a little of its fever.
Where she went she did not know, or care,
but wandered on, and on, regardless of the
darkness; of the snow over which her
light blue silk dress trailed ; of the need of
her presence in the concluding part of the
of the concert ; regardless of everything
except the cruel pain of the knowledge that
Malcolm had forgotten her so soon—O so
soon !

How far she had gone she had no means
of finding out, when at last she was
brought to a sudden stop by perceiving
her further progress was barred by a great
house looming up through the obscurity be-
yond. Looking around in a dazed way,
she presently became conscious that she
had come up the broad avenue of private
grounds. Where was she, she could see no
lights anywhere. In what direction had
she come? As she stood, irresolute, with a
sense of desolation seeming to surround her
like a pall, she heard the sound of a foot-
step coming nearing and nearer along the
avenue. It was that of some one who
lived here, undoubtedly. She must ask
her way back to the hotel. What else
could she do except go back—go back and
bear life and its burdens as best she might.
If only she had died here in the cold and
darkness !

In her condition of mind it did not occur
to her that the presence of a woman at
such an hour, alone and ia such a place,
might require an explanation she could not
give. But as a man’s form became dis-
cernible she moved wearily towards it.

That the person approaching was startled
by such an unexpected apparition coming
through the obscurity with the rustle of a
woman's skirts was apparent in his quick
recoil.
asked :

‘ Who is there? What is it ¥

At the sound of his voice Theresa stopped
with a cry. Had she really gone mad dur-
ing her wild, reckless walk? Was it the
voice of a stranger speaking in those old
familiar accents ?’

‘Is there anything

But recovering immediately, he

the matter?
questioned again, coming nearer.

¢ Malcolm 7 she gasped out, then.
colm?

He rushed to her side and caught her in
his arms as she reeled backward, and bent
his face close to hers, scanning it with an
eagerness that was almost fierce.

‘ Theresa ! It is Theresa ! he cried at
length, brokenly. ‘It is Theresa. Did you
come—tell me—did you come to find me ¥

She had rested in his embrace for a
moment, forgetful of everything except the
new life which secemed to flow through her
chilled veins at the contact ; of everything
except the time when she had a right to lie
like this, with her head upon his breast.
But as she spoke remembrance re-awaken-
ed—she thought of their long separation—
of his wife—and wrenched herself from his
clasping arms,

‘It is quite by accident-—our meeting
like this—’ she said, incoherently. *I lost
my way. I supposed this was a public
road, and spoke as to a stranger. I am
feverish, I think—my head is dizzy—that
was why I came out.’

Malcolm allowed her to withdraw and
stand apart from him, although he saw she
was trembling from head to foot. RBut his
tone was intense with suppressed emotion
as he replied :

¢ They said you were ill when I went to
find you after that song—that song which
it seemed as if you were singing to me.
The audience were greatly disappointed at
not hearing you again, and I—I made bold
to go to the hotel, but no one knew where
you were. So finding you here, at my
home, I could not help hoping that you
had come—as you had sung—to me.’

‘But your wife—where did you leave
her ?’ asked Theresa, painfully.

‘ My wife?” he ejaculated.

‘You did not know that I had heard? O
yes ! They told me it was Mrs. Wentworth
sitting beside you at the concert. I—I
cougratulate you, Maleoln. Now will
you show me the way to the hotel ¥

For a moment she did not speak. Bat
as she would have passed him he caught
her band.

‘Listen to me an instant, Theresa. I
wanted to tell you to-night that I did not
blame you, who could so thrill all those
people with the power of your singing, for
yielding to the longing which separated us.
I have suffered enough to repent my ob-
duracy, and should have told you so before
this, if I had not heard from your aunt dnd
Mrs. Greenough that you intended to marry

he
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A Gorilla on Board Ship.

A TROUBLESOME PASSENGER ON A VOYAGE
FROM AFRICA TO BOSTON.

Capt. Sargent of the barque Margaret,

which arrived at this port on Saturday
from the east coast of Africa, had a very
stormy passage. His vessel reached the
harbor in a much battered coundition, hav-
ing passed through several very severe
gales, and she was a long time overdue, so
much so that it had been reported that she
was lost. But the trouble which the cap-
tain suffered from the weather was very
slight compared with that which his pas-
sengers gave him. Amoug them were 12
snekes, 400 cockatoos and parrots, an
oraug-outang, two small monkeys, two
crocodiles and a gorilla, which he was
bringing from Durban, Africa, to Austin &
Stone’s museum. There were some stow-
aways on the barque, too. They were
rats, and they caused the death of all but
four of the cockatoos and parrots by eating
up all the corn that was provided for the
food of the feathered passengers. Then
the snakes, orang-ontang, monkeys and
crocodiles were killed in the most severe of
the storms through which the Margaret
passed, and when the vessel reached Bos-
ton, of all the animals intended for the
entertainmentand instruction of the patrons
of the musemn, there were leit but the four
cockatoos and the gorilla.
The captain says, however, that he could
bave enjoyed the voyage very well if it had
not been for the gorilla, and it seemed al-
most a pity that this individual could not
die. But he was made of too stern stuff to
succumb to the fury of the elements. He
seemed to thrive on it, and made life miser.
able for all on board, who were in constant
fear lest he should escape and kill ail hands.
He was imprisoned in a stout wooden box
just large enough to contain his 3} feet of
anatomy, and this box was strengthened
on the outside by many bands of heavy
strap iron, so arranged as to form a cage
by themselves, The feats which his gorilla-
ship performed with this box showed that
the stories which travellers have told of
the immense strength of these animals have
not been exaggerated. He toreaway great
piezes of the wood, and wrenched the bars
of iron from their strong fastenings so that
several times he nearly effected his escape.
One day he got possession of a large stick,
two ot the strongest sailors were unable to
take it from him. At another time, when
a negro sailor was passing by his cage, the
beast’s big black hand suddenly darted
through the bars with the rapidity of
lightning and buried itself in the poor
darkey’s wool, and it required strenuous
efforts on the part of the whole crew to
compel Mr. Gorilla to release his hold. The
man whom he bad been holding was almost
killed by pain and fright. During the
voyage there was a continued series of in-
cidents like these, and Capt. Sargent was
bound to get rid of his troublesome passen-
ger as soon as possible. He was obliged
to keep him over Sunday, but this morning
he sent a note to Manager Stone of the
museum, which read : ‘Take your gorilla
off my vessel before noon, or I shall shoot
him.” Mr. Stone at once got a force of
men and a dray and hurried to the wharf,
and, after many hairbreadth escapes from
annihilation on the part of those who help-
ed handle the cage, the beast was finally
landed in the museum, where he will be
exhibited to-morrow forenoon.

—-There are lost pieces of silver, aye, and
of gold, which have long ago been missing
from the Father's treasury, and are tramp-
led under foot of man and beast alike—lives
crowded so full of cruelty and penury and
vice that though they are God’s children,
they themselves do not even dream it. But,
if you can find them in the mire, if you will
wash them with your tears, and burnish
them back to brightness and beauty by
your patient and loving touch, you will find
on them the image of Him who made them
and the superscription of His immortal

a singer belonging to your company.’

‘It was not-true !’ Theresa cried, vehe-
mently. “*If they said so, it was from a
mistaken idea. I have never cared for any
one but you, Malcolm, and long before I
learned my limitations I was ready to give
up everything for your sake. But my de-
termination to ask your forgiveness camo
too late. I heard how your fortunes had
improved, and then—how could I hope you
would not mistrust my motives? O Mal-
colm, it was indeed to you that I sang to-
night. To no one but you could I sing like
that. It is not I, it is you—you, who have
forgotten, and found consolation in a new
love.’

The words rang out passionately in the
still night air. But when she woald have
pulled her hand away and left him, he held
it firmly ; and when he spoke there was no
accent of sorrow in his tone.

‘My darling, you, too, have been misled.
Wait, dear, and do not struggle so to get
away from me. The lady beside me to-
night, who bears the same name as mine
by a coincidence only, is a wife of a friend
of my dead cousin. Tell me, dear love,
was it becanse you made the mistake of
thinking I could call any one except yon
by the sacred name of wife—was it because
of this that you went wandering through
the darkness—my poor darling ?

He had gathered her unresisting in his
arms now, and her hot, weary head fell
ofice more upon its old resting-place. He
laid his cheek down against hers, whisper-
ing :
¢ You will sing for me always, Theresa ¥’
¢Always,’ she answered, winding her
arms about his neck, and clinging to him
.wnth the fervor left by the despair which
had gone. ‘This, Malcolm—this is my

tion.'—T'rue Flag.

nardngeolthem-‘— it ’-he

children. Light the candle of your love,
then, and sweep diligently till you find
them.—Bishop Potter.
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Make a Note of This.

Pain banished as if by magic. Polson’s
Nerviline is a positive and aimost instan-
taneous remedy for external, internal or
local pains. The mos. active remedy
hitherto known falls far short of Nerviline
for potent power in the relief of nerve
pain.  Good for external or internal use.
Buy a 10 ceut sample bootle. Large bot-
tles 25 cents, at all druggists.
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—A dozen feminine inspectors of customs
at New York city have been removed.
They examined the luggage of women who
were pagsengers on the European steamers,
and complaints were made that they exam-
ined non-dutiables too closely, and com-
mented on them too much,

Orm————

—Do to-day’s duty, fight to-day's temp-
tation; do not weaken and distract yourself
by looking forward to things you cannot
see, and could not understand if yon saw
them.—Charles Kingsley.

—Many of the school-houses of Dakota
are now being provided with barrels of
water, potatoes, beans, coffee and cooking
utensils, and in case thirty or forty scholars
are penned up by a blizzard for two or
three days this winter there will be no
danger of starvation.
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If You Have a Cough,
Do not neglect it. It should be loosened
as soon as possible, and to do this nothing
excels Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam. Ob-
stinate coughs yield at once to its expec-
torant, soothing and healing prupertiu.
while colds, hoarseness, whoopin| ’s u&
asthma, ete., ave promptly reliev
perfect action on the throat and
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