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Professional Cards.

#REGORY & BLAIR,

Barristers and Attorneys-at-Law,
NOTARIES PUBLIC,

FREDERICTON.

GEO. F. GREGORY. ANDREW G. BLAIR.
Fredericton, March 28th, 1883

J. H: BARRY,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

CONVEYANCER; £Xec.

OFFICE :—FISHER’S BUILDING, (up stairs),

FREDERICTON.
December 12, 1883.

J. M.OBRIEN
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, -
ouveyancer, Notarv Public, &

—AND

LIFE INSURANGE AGENT.

25~CLAIMS PROMPTLY COLLECTED.
Near Custou House, WATER STREET,

BATHURST, N. B.

Bathurst, Nov. 21st, 1883.—1 yr.

OFFICE:

Business Cards.

F.St.John Bliss
LAND. SUR VEYOR
Fredericton, N.B

Residence, corner of St. John and Rrunswick
Streets.
Fredericton, July 8th—3 m

(UEEN HOTEL,
Fredeﬁeie_n;- N. B.
J. A. Edwazds,
PROPRIETOR:
FINE SAMPLE ROOM i IN' CONNECTION.

—ALSO~—
A FIRST-CLASS LZIVERY STABLE.

728~ Coaches at trains and boats,
Aug. 25, 1882.

JAMES C FAIREY,
Auctioneer & aommission Agent,
Newecastle, Miramichi.

255~Prompt Returns made on Goods on Cen-
signment.

Newecastle, Nov. 21st, 1883.—1 yr.
Michael Donohue,

BLACKSMITH,

HARVEY STATION, York Co.

Wagon Work, Sled Shoeing, Horse Shoeing, Ete.
promptly done at moderate rates.
Feb. 2,1883.

R. SUTHERLAND, Jr.

MANUFACTURER OF
SCHOOL DESKS,

SCHOOL FURNITURE,

CHURCH FURNITURE,
OFFICE FURNITURE.

Merit Books and Cards used in Public Schools,
and authorized by the Board of Education,
Price $4.00.

All orders by mail will receive prompt attention.’
General Repairing and Jobbing promptly attended
t

QUEEN STREET,

Fr‘edericton N. B

FREDERICTON

MONUMENTAL WORKS,

Queen Sireet,

JUST ABOVE REFORM CLUBROOMS.

rl‘}IE Bubscriber begs to inform the Public tha
he is prepared to execute al! sorts of

Plain and Ornamental

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,

Fence Stones and Posts.
7&®~ First Class Material and Workmansehip

guaranteed.
JOHN MOORE.

Fredericton, Sept. 1.

D BREEZSAE,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

GROCER,

Wine and Spirit
Merchant,

No. 1 KING SQUARE,

SAINT JOHN,
Saint John.N. B., Aug. 25, 1882,

“NONPAREIL”
Billiard Hall!

SHARKEY’S BUILDING,
OPP OFFICERS BARRACKS, QUEEN ST.,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
Propristor

N‘ B.

1. B FOSTER

THIS HALL has been newly fitted up and
handsomely furnished, and for room, light,
ventilation and neatness, compares most favorably
with any Billi Hall in the Dominion. The Bil-
{)i::rd and Pool Tables are pronoupoettihlgy laye_rscto

superior to any now in use 1n 18 x rovince.
"I_‘hey are the BRI]{LIANT NOVELTY, size, 44 x 9

eet.

The_main object in the construction of the Bril-
liant Novelty, and the one most noticeble, is that
it embodies all the more salient or most important
features that have rendered popular all the other
styles of tables of The J. M. Brunswick & Balke
Co.’s make. The Billiant Novelty has all the ad-
vantages and good points, including the respective
inlays claimed by the‘‘Nonpareil” and xposi-
tion,” “Novelty,” ‘“Acme” and ‘Amaranth’
Tabies. The “Brilliant” is a happy combination
of all those celebrated tables, and has rapidly taken
the foremost place in thé estimation of all players
of Billi Pool Tables. The “Novelty is fin-
ished and handsomely inlaid in many_ different
colors, made up from California Laurel, Burl Ash,
erncﬁ Walnut, Birds Eye Maple, Mahggany,
Rose Wood, Tulip Wood and Ebony. Itissup-

lied'with the finest of Vermont Slate bed, Simonis
&Oth, and a first-class outfit of everything necces-

“%A call is respectfully solicited from lovers
of the game.

Hall, 3
728 Temperance drinks of all kinds, Cigars, etc.

To E- FOSTER 9
Proprietor.

MUNIGIPALITY OF YORK.

OTICE is herelﬁr givenutl::i thel Electiout l:)f
i i ace on e
e et o Gtober Next, Blank

nomination papers can be obtained on application

to the undersigned, , - 'RY B. RAINSFORD,
Secretary-Treasurer.

Secretary-Treasurer’s Office,
Fredericton, September 26, 1884.

JULY 8th,
Joremiah Harmson 0o

SAINT. JOHN, N. B.
OFFER

BARBADOS and EASTERN TRINIDAD Gmoerly
MOLASSES and REFINED SUGARS, all
%ndes at greatly reduced Prices ;

FLOUR, afl qualities; Tilsonburg and Rockwood
Oat Med; New England A Corn Meal ; Mess
Pork, Clearbacks Pork; Lard; Teas, Tobaccos;
Dried Apples, etc.,

At lowest wholesale prices for cash or approved

notes.
All goods sold by us guaranteed as represented.

North Market Wharf and Portland
g Bridge.;

JuneS8th.

LE PAGE'S LIQUID GLUE.

Just Received.

20 ASES LE PAGE’S LIQUID GLUE,

/ for convenience being in liquid form,
No soaking and cooking required. It can be used
cold for cabinet work and manufacturing purposes
onfine grained woods. It is the best for family
use and general repairing for Furniture, Glass and
China. Use Le Page’s Glue, it resists water better
than any other glue, and will unite iron and wood.
Itis putup in 1, §, 1 gals., and pint and § pint tins,
also in 1 and 2 oz. bottles. For sale by

Aug. 6, 1884, JAMES 8. NEILL.

Shovels. Shovels.
BY RAIL FROM BOSTON.

6 DOZEN RAILROAD SHOVELS just to
: hand, and 12 dozen more to arrive,

Pick Axes, Mattocks, Railroad Spiking Mauls,
and Pick Pointed Mattocks, daily expected.

: R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Fredericton, Aug 20.

Marble & Stone Works

JOHN MOORE. Proprietor.

MOST RESPECTFULLY BEG LEAVE TO
call your attention to my large stock of

4

Being largely in the best markets,

1 I can
them at prices much less than others o

are doing.

Headstones and Monuments of an Design
and Price, from the cheapest T‘Zblet to
the most expensive Monument, furnished
with promptness and despatch.

STONE [POSTS

And all kinds of stone-work farnished promptly.
Daonot buy before you 8ee me or my agent, as you
will save money; by 5b9{[?’ from ms.. Qur work
stands foremost fog durability and appearance in
any place where it has' been set up, as well as
béing much cheaper.
Write me for prices, or call on my agent before
ou purchase, or you will waste money.
Yours Reapeotfullg
Aug. 6, 1884, JOHN MOORE.

Steel, Iron, Cable -Chain, &ec

Just received per Steamship Nova Scotian
Jrom Liverpool via Halifax.

DLS. Sled Shoe Steél ;
26 bdls. Toe Caulk Steel ;
896 Bars Iron;
290 Bdls. Iron;
80 Bdls. Plate Iron;
14 Casks Cable Chain ;
1 Cask Borax;
8 pairs Blacksmith’s Bellows ;
1 Cask Vises;
7 Anvils.

Forsale at the lovrest market rates, wholesile
and retail.
JAMES 8. NEILL,

:

CLAPBOARDS.
THE SubbérjBer has'on harid ahd infehds to keep

at his residence Dry. Spruce Clap-
boards of different qualities for sale. 15 »

J, E. SIM. 8
Sept. 16 s

HOT AIR: FURNACES !

—AND—
REGISTERS

Always in stocg. Furnaces fitted up in the mos
thorough and workman-like manner.

J. & J, O’BRIEN.

Boys under sixteen not allowed in the |

Marble Headstones and Monuments | P

- BLOCXS.

1 2 SE’I-‘S PATT. BLOCKS;
‘‘  Common Blocks;
15 Bbls Portland Cement ;
20 ** Resendale Cement ;
3 _** Calcinia Plaster;
1500 Feet Wrought Iron Pipe, ? inch ;
1000 ** * s b T
4 Doz Pick Axes for Railway Work ;
4 * Mattocks for Railway Work ;
t1 Cask Mixed Putty; 40 Boxes Horse Nails;
10 Boxes Wrought Iron Nuts;
3 Boxes Wrought Iron Washers ;
30 Kegs .Horse Shoes (30 kegs more daily
expected); v
6 Rolls Leather Belting. |
Jurt Received and for Salelby

HESTNUT & SONS.

Fredericton, Oct. 1st, 1884.

30th APRIL, 1884.

Just Received by

ELY PERKINS,
HALF BLS. HERRINGS,

ALSO:
CODFISH, OATMEAL,
RICE, RAISINS,
TEA, SUGARS, &c.

FOR SALE LOW.

Fredericton, April?30th, 1884.

THE NEW ADVERTISEMENT OF

Jas. D. Fowler,

WATCHMAKER &JEWELLER,

Wiil appear in the next issue.

Special Discount
FCR CASH,

FOR 30 DAYS,

iaiON
Watches, Jewellry,
SOLID SILVER WARE,

RICH ELECTRO PLATED
WARE AND CLOCKS,

ELEGANT FANCY GOODS

” In great variety,

Selling at Cost,
To make room for New Goods.

My stock is very complete in every department
and anyone requiring goods in my line will find it
to their advantage to give me a call before buying

. SHUTH
Sha.fkey’s Block,
QUEEN S7T.

Fredericton, March 26th, 1884,
l | | a L] I n

PLUMS.

PEARS,

E A P.EARS. U M s'
Rg. plL
PRESERVING PEARS

AND PLUMS

Just received at

WHELPLEY'S.

Fredericton, Sept. 27, 1884.

GENERAL INSURANCE

—— AND=——

TICKET AGENCY,

Insurance effected on all kinds of
buildings.
ISOLATED RISKS AT SPECIAL THREE
YEAR RATES.

Tickets issued direct to all Points
North, South, East and West.

725~ Hard and Soft Coal always on hand.
JOHN RICHARDS & SON,

City Agency New Brurswick R’y.

July 5th,,1884.

1884. 1885.

0

ALL & WIATER.

0

The Cheapest Plaee to buy
your

CLOTHING

——IS AT THE-+——

Imperial Hall,

Where there is always a large and varied assort-
ment of CIi)THS, consisting of

BLACK & BLUE DIAGONALS,

English, Scotch,fafid
Canadian Tweeds,"

Broadcloths,
Doeskins, &c

TROUSERINGS,

in all the latest shades and d(;sigﬁs. Also
OVERCOATINGS

BLACK. BRONZE , AND_GREEN DIAG
ONALS, NAP CLOTHS, BEAVER, &c.

MELTON'S IN ALL SHADES.

The above Goods will be made up in the most
fashionable styles at very short notice, at VERY
LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH.

HATS, CAPS, SHIRTS, TIfS, BRACES,
UNDERCLOTHING, &c., very cheap.

THOS.STANCER,

OPPOSITE POST OFFICE,

QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.

Sentember 27, 1884. ;

NOTICE:.

I

OYSTERS IN ALL STYLES,

And to accommodate

TRANSIENT BOARDERS,

At my old stand,
Opposite Post Office.

There is also a FISH STORE in connection with
the building where I keep constantly on hand
all kinds of fresh fish in their season.

Providence River, Prince Edward Island, and Bue-
touche Oysters, in or out of the shell ;
Labador Split Bay, Kansas and Gibbed Bay Her-

ring.
Dried ans Boneless Codfish, Pickled Mackerel.
Finnan Haddies, Smoked Fish Bloaters. e
Extras, Mediums and Digbys
Call and Examine Stock and
Prices.

BEG leave to inform the public that I am now
prepared to furnish

All orders will receive prompt attention

J. A. LYNGH.

Fredericton, Sept. 13—3m.

REGISTERS.

Hot Air Registers and Ventilators.

JUST Received a full line of Hot Air
Stove Pipe Registers, and Ventilato r Bed

Rooms from the manufacturer. Prices Low.

Parties fitting up furnaces can be accommodated.
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

CHATHAM LIVERY STABLE.

ANGUS ULLOCK,
Duke Street, Chatham,

MIRAMICHI.

rlshgsters

First-Class turnouts ; stock fresh. Particular at-
tention given to family carriages.

Chatham, Nov. 21st, 1883.—1 yr.

WHEELBARROWS.

HEELBARROWS, Pickaxes, Mattocks,

Sledges, Handhammers, Drills, Fuse, Pow-
der, Steel in round, square and octagon ; full stock
on hand. Also—SLovels,ronnd and square points,
long and short handles, both steel and iron, as low
as any other house in the city,

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

July 23.

FRUI'T JARS,
Self-Sealing FRUIT JARS

In 4 sizes, at

LEMONT’S VARIETY STORE

MONEY TO LOAN.
$2,000.00 VprfFAL ESTATE SE-

CURITY.

Apply to
: W. A. QUINN, Barrister.
Fredericton, Sept. 24—tf,

Itching Piles---Symptoms and Cure.

The symptoms are moisture like perspir-
ation. intense itching, increased by scratch-
ing, very distressing, particularly at night ;
seems as if pim-worms were crawling in and
about the rectum; the private parts are some-
times affected. Ifallowed to continue ver
serious results may follow. “SWAYNE’
OINTMENT” is a gleasa.nt, sure cure. Also
for Tetter, Itch, Salt-Rheum, Scald-Hea(i
Erysipelas, Barber’s Itch, Blotches, all scaly,
crusty Skin diseases. Box, by mail, 50 cts.
3 for $1.25. Address, DR, SWAYNE & SON
Phila., Pa. Sold by druggists.

MAGGIE,
The Loom Girl of Lowell.

By William Mason Turner, M. D.

CHAPTER L
THE STREET WAIF.

¢“Charity, sir!
men! "

Thus wailed, time and again, in a low,
tremulous, appealing voice, a thinly-clad
girl, as she lifted her tear-wet face to

those who hurried along the cold, wind-
blown street.

“(Charity — charity!” arose the cry
azain on the wintry air.

No one heeded her ; only now and then
some passer-by, more sympathetic than
the others, paused and glanced at her, as
if wondering how so frail a creature, one
so thinly clad, dare brave the wintry
blasts and the stinging colds of that
rough December night.

They heeded her appeal only to glance
at her for a moment ; for gathering their
warm garments more closely around
them, they, too, hurried away, leaving
the wretched mendicant alone in the
solitude and darkness. .

But still that plaintive cry arose in
the air:

“ Charity—charity, gentlemen ! ”

Her cries were growing weaker and less
frequent; and now -only at long inter-
vals they came forth—as if with the very
energy of desperation.

It was raw and bleak, that night in
Lowell, the city of looms and spindles.

A great, gray-winged cloud had grown
up in the dark northwestern sky, blotting
out the stars and paling the radiance of
the sinking moon. But the flashing win-
dows of the many mills glared out like
goblin eyes, and shed their beams far
and wide.

But there was not a single light so
bright that it could glint a ray into the
wildly pulsing heart of the poor night-
wanderer, who stood near the bridge by
the Prescott Mills, and begged alms of
the few belated pedestriams who hurried
by in quest of pleasant homes and inviting
hearthstones.

“ Charity—charity | for Heaven's sake,
charity |” she wailed again, staggering.
forward and clutching the railing of the
bridge, as her keen, greedy eyes caught
sight of some persons who were appeoach-
ing from the other side of the canal.

But they passed -her, too; and again
she was left to herself in the wind and
the cold. ;

She gripped her little purple-blue
hands together, and groaned aloud. Tot-
tering on a few steps further, she grasped
a lamp-post and peered ahead of her,
vainly seeking for others into whose ears
she could ring her pitiful appeal.

At last the streets seemed almost en-
tirely deserted, save by herself. Five
minutes, ten, a quarter ofan hour slipped
away, and not a human being appeared
in sight. Even the few trusty watch-
men that the town boasted had disap-
peared, and were perhaps snugly enscon—
sed in doorways, or under the friendly
shelter of awnings.

Still the great mills with their blazing
windows clacked and. thundered on,
making the black night jocund with the
merry music of flying shuttles and whirl-
ing spindles. Now and then, above the
rush and roar of the ponderous machinery
arose the swelling song of the ¢ night—
shift,” as they toiled through the weary
hours, in which more favored ones slept.

But though the song was one of glad-
ness, and rang cheerily, many - whose
voices sent forth the thrilling chorus were
wasted in body and broken in spirit.
Many sang to dull the sickening sensation
that grew around their hearts—sang to
drive dull, weary, burdening care away.

Yes! There was many a one in those
great mills whose hearts ached and sank
within them; just as was the case with
the poor street-waif outside, who stood
injthe cold, and cried “charity !”’

For that grim, gaunt specter—Hard
Times—was in sight! Already his re-
lentless grasp had been laid upon the
poor and needy; and the future, behind
its palling screen, held nothing of com-
fort or cheer to them.

In a word, it was the hard, dreary, long
to be remembered winter of 1848.

“This is horrible I” moaned the girl, as
she flung back the old tattered hood
which covered her head, and lifted her
eyes toward the scowling heavens. “We
are starving! Father has lost his place;
Tom can get no work; mother is ill; and
1_1_17

She broke down ; her head sank upon
her bosom and she burst into tears.

For a-brief moment her face had shone
in the reflection of the solitary lamp that
flickered and flared above her. -Her
countenance had been fully revealed in
all its pale, suffering lineaments.

A sad, melancholy—almost soulless—
face it seemed. But despite the thin
lips, the hollowed cheeks, the cavernous
eyes, the pinched brow, and the look of

Charity, kind gentle-

derfully lovely withal. The fascination of
the large brown eyes, the curving mouth,
the spreading brow, and the rounded
chin, could not be banished by the misery
and abjectness of her condition.

From beneath the old hood swept great

ca

the wind around her pallid features, made
her look like a vestal virgin.

Her garments corresponded with her
woe-begone appearance. They were
scanty indeed. A dress of cheapest calico,
patched and threadbare, covered her
form. But that form was that of asylph.
Over the thin dress was drawn an old
shawl which, seemingly, had undergone
the wear and tear of years. Her little
feet were not entirely protected from the
frosty weather ; for through gaping rents
in the old shoes, patches of alabaster-like
skin could be seen, gleaming in  tne
lamplight like polished marble.

There she stood, swaying her chilled
body to and fro, and moaning wretchedly
to herself.

% Yes, 'tis horrible!" she murmured
again, bitterly, and in short, gasping
gentences, as though her strength was
rapidly léaving her. “ Times are ‘simply
dwful, and they are getting worse. We

Jhave no food—not a crust of bread. And

poor mother so ill. Just to think what
we once were | It almost breaks my heart.
I feel as though I had rather die than live.
And I could so easily die " she contibued,
in a strange, awed whisper, lifting her
head, and glancing up the canal far
beyond her. “Yonder flowsold Merrimac.
But the ice will soon form, and then it
will be too—"

She shook her head.

And as she was speaking, her eyes were
bent in the direction of the broad river,
flowing its silent course toward the sea.

# No—no!” she ejaculated, vehemently.
“] have too much to live for. Away
with such thoughts | I must live and work
—miust live for——"

She paused very abruptly.

Her head was now erect, and once
again the lamplight flashed upon her.
Her face, before pallid, was now almost
ashen in hue. Her lips quivered and her
limbs trembled beneath her. But her
great brown eyes shone with a singular
lustre.

It was the bright glowing fire of
heavenly love light that sparkled now.

“Alas! I was speaking too fast,” she
muttered in a broken,disappointed voice,
as the tear rolled down her cheek. “He
is too far above me, as Inow am.. He
loves me no more; but, thank Heaven,
he does not, cannot hate me. He is too
noble for that. Oh, how I love and wor-
ship him! But,” hesitatingly, as an ex-
pression of heart-felt pain flashed like
lightning over-her marble-white features,
“there’s George — gallant, iron-armed,
honest-hearted George Hart, the fore-
nman. And he loves me, too—would die
for me! And—I—I.—Alas! do I love
him? * Can I love two?”

This was strange talk, coming from
such a poor, ragged maiden as she who
stood under the flaunting lamplight that
blustering winter night—strange, despite
hér sylph-like form and winsome face.

Some moments passed. Slowly the
gii'l drew the old shawl closer to her per
son. Then, with a final glance around
her, she turned away. No one was in
sight; not a footstep awoke the echoes on
the deserted, wind-swept pavements.
The poor wanderer's face was turned
homeward at last; and she with empty
hands and empty pockets. Not a penny
in charity had touched her palm that
night.

But she stopped before she had pro-
ceeded ten paces; her mind was burden-
ed; her brain was aflame with bitter
meémories.

“ Ellwood Gray is the betrothed of
Lenora Frone, the proud, haughty daugh-
ter of the owner of yonder great mills!”
she groaned, bitterly ; and she pointed
toward a massive structure far in the
distance, whose hundred windows blink-
ed in the darkness without. “And that
factory was once my father's—every
loom, every spindle, all! And’yet only
yesterday he worked in that mill as a
hireling, as an assistant to the engineer.
Oh, Heaven, but this is hard! Philip
Frone, the old villain, is the senior
partner there now ; and my father tells
strange tales as to how he got there. But
alas | poor father, who took the place of
an underling, has now lost that! And
how ?”

She shuddered as the last words fell
from her lips; ashiver passed over her
frame, and she tottered back to the
bridge railing.

“How ?” she repeated in a gasp. “By
the bottle. Ay, the ram bottle was the
cause ; but, poor father, I can only pity
him. He drank to drown his trouble,
and—Ha ! sure one comes and I have
another chance.”

Just then hasty footsteps echoed down
the street, and a tall, erect form of a man
appeared. His overcoat was buttoned
around him, and his head was bent upon
his breast, as though to shield his face
from the cutting wind. He was coming
straight toward the girl, and was walking
rapidly. S

“Charity—charity, kind sir !" cried the
street-waif, hoping almost against hope
for a favorable response. “We are starv—
ing at home, sir!” Not a morsel of bread

7

want and privation upon if, it was won- | —

“Starving !” interrupted the man,
stopping at once and thrusting his hand
into his pocket. He was standing in the
shadows back of the lamp.

“Y es, sir; starving, as God is my judge !”’
was the low, earnest answer, as she drew

sprays of sunny hair, which, whisked by

yearningly near.

“That will never do. No; I am a poor
man; but I—

“Good heavens ! you, George I” broke
in the girl, recoiling for & moment, while
a low cry, half of pain, half of joy, escaped
her cold lips. e \

“Maggie—Maggie Marsh | you, darling!”
exclaimed the man, advancing hastily
toward her, and holding out both hands.
“Come to me, poor, dear Maggie I”

But the girl shrank from /him, as her
frail form shook like a wind-blown reed.
“Surely, Maggie, you are not afraid of
me?” said the man, reproachfully, paus-
ing and gazing at her in the dim light.
“I am a plain, hard working, ‘man, and,
thank God, honest thus far. Yes, I am
plain George Hart, foreman of the Mer-
rimac Mills. Surely you are not afraid of
me. Why, Maggie,” and while his voice
grew softer and his words warmer, he
advanced again, “why, Maggie Marsh,
George Hart would die for a single kind
word from you.”

Once more his great, brawny hands
were extended.

This time they were taken; in an
instant two little purple, cold palms
rested in his.

“Afraid of you, George!
friend. But—"

“But what, Maggie?”
“Why, I am so sorry that you saw me
out on the streets to-night. But, ah,
George, I could not help it. We are
starving to death ”

The brawny mill-nan started back. In
his anxiety to speak with the maiden, he
had forgotten something. He had for-
gotten what on earth could bring her out
on such an errand, and on such a cold
night. Butin a moment he recovered
himself. : :
“I heard you cry ‘charity,’ just now,
Maggie,” he said, in a low, sympathetic
voice; “but I didn’t know ’twas you. I
didn’t dream that things were so bad at
the house.”

“Very bad, George. Yo know that
father lost his place ouly yesterday——"
“I know all about it, Maggie,” inter-
rupted George, earnestly. #Alas!" the
bottle is a bad companion for an old man
like Richard Marsh.”

“True enough, George. Still, we can-
not blame him so much, when——"

“I blame any man, Maggie,” firmly in-
terrupted the other, though his tone was
kindly,” who sells his senses to liquor.
But that is past; we must do our best to
get him back. 'Tis awful hard for the
poor old man, especially when we know
that he once owned the ‘Merrimac’”

“Do something? How, George?” ask-
ed Maggie, eagerly, not heeding his' last
words.

George Hart pondered before he re-
plied. He glanced sadly at the girl, and
turned his head away.

“To tell the truth, Maggie,” he said, at
last, while his great hands clesed again
over the slender fingers,’ I was on my
way to see Mr. Frone, when I heard—-"

“To see Mr. Frone ? For what, George?”

“About the old man Marsh,” was the
reply.

“About father?”

“Yes, Maggie; I wanted to see if I
couldn’t persuade him to take the old
man back. I've been thinking of the mat-
ter all day long; and in your ear, Maggie,
the more I thought of it, the more I'm
convinced that old Philip Frone is a ras-
cal.”

#Oh, George ! but he is so rich.”

“Perhaps; but that don’t matter,” was
the grim rejoinder.

“And you mustn’t talk so; you are in
his employment, George.”

“True—partly so; but I don't care. Let
me tell you something else, Maggie.
Philip Frone doesn’t own all of the Mer-
rimac Mills. Ellwood Gray has—**

He paused as the name passed his lips,
and again turned his head away—this
time with a sudden, impatient jerk.

Could a light have been thrown on
George Hart’s face then, Maggie Marsh
would have recoiled in affright; it was
almost terrible to look upon.

But in an instant he was himself again.

“Ellwood Gray, too, has a share in the
mills, Maggie,” he continued, in his
wonted voice; “and if I ain’t much mis-
taken, he has, by odds, the biggest share.
Ellwood Gray is"—hesitating slightly—
“is & whole man; and as long as he re-
mains in the mills, junior partner though
he is, I am pretty certain to stay too. So
I don’t care the snap of my finger for
Philip Frone.” :

Maggie Marsh had noticed her com-
panion’s sudden pause when he men-
tioned Ellwood Gray's name; she well
knew the occasion therefor. A slight
flush stained her cheeks, and a little
shiver ran over her frame. But she only
said, quietly:

“You are very kind, George; and
whether you succeed or not, may heaven

bless you for the effort. But where will
you find Mr. Frone at this time of night ?
'Tis already late, you know.” .
“ Yes—too late for such a little girl as
you are to be out,” answered. the
man, earnestly. “But I'll find the
old gentleman, either at the mills, where
I am first going, or at his house on Ham-
ilton Street. He is a late bird, and keeps
at his figures until sleep overcomes him.”
“Then I'll hurry home, George, to.the.
sad ones waiting me there. I'll pray God
to bless you.”
She was turning away, but the man
laid his hand on her arm.
“ Wait for a moment, Maggie,” he said,
in a low, earnest voice.

(To be Continned.)

No—no, my




