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WHAT CAN SHE DO?

By E. P. Roe.
(Continued.)

“And I can't get any work,” said Edith
despondingly. “People have got to know
how to do things before anybody wants
them, and we haven’t time to learn.”

“Ten dollars won't last long,” said Zell
recklessly.

“I will go down to the village and
make farther inquiries to-morrow,” Edith
continued in a weary tone. “It seems
strange how people stand aloof from

o one calls and everybody wants what
‘we owe them right away. Are there not
any good kind people in Pushton? I
wish we had not offended the Laceys.
They might have advised and helped us,
but nothing would tempt me to go to
them after treating them as we did.”

The next day Edith started on another
unsuccessful expedition to the village,
and while she was gone, Zell went to the
post office to which she had told Van
Dam to direct his reply. She found the
plausible lie we have already placed be-
fore the reader. :

At first she exp 1ced a tion of
anger that he had not complied with her

- wish. It was a new experience to have

gentlemen, especially Van Dam, so long
her obsequious slave, think of anything
contrary to her wishes. Shealso feared
that Edith might be right, and that Van
Dam designed evil against her. She

would not openly admit, even to herself, :

that this was his purpose, and yet Edith’s
words had been so clear and strong, and
Van Dam’s conditions placed her so en-
tirely at his mercy, that she shrank from
him and was fascinated at the same time.

But instead of indignantly casting the
letter from her, she read it again and
again. Her foolish heart pleaded for
him.

“He couldn’t be so false to me, so false
to his written word,” she said, and the
letter was hidden away, and she passed
into the dangerous stage of irresolution,
where temptation 1s secretly dwelt upon.
She hesitated and according to the pro-
verb, the woman who does this is lost.
Instead of indignantly casting temptation
from her, she left her course open, to be
d sdad s0m hat by 2 4
She willfully shut her eyes to the danger,
and tried to believe, and did almost be-

CHAPTER XIX.
|A_ FALLING STAR.

Zell slept most of the day. She had
reached that point where she did not
want to think. On hearing Edith say
that she would go to New York on Mon-
day, a suddén and strong temptation as-
sailed her. Impulsive, but not courage-
ous, abounding in energy, but having lit-
tle fortitude, . found the conditions of
her country life growing unendurable.
Van Dam s¢ :med her only refuge, her
only means of escape. She soon lost all
hope of their sustaining themselves by
work in Pushton. Her uncurbed nature
could wait patiently for nothing, and as
the long, idle days passed, she doubted,
and them despaired, on any success from
Edith’s plans. She harbored Van Dam’s
temptation, and the consciousness of do-
ing this hurt her womanly nature, and
her hard, reckless tone and manner was
the natural consequence. Though she
said to herself, and tried to believe,

“He will marry me—he has promised
again and again.”

But to satisfy her conscience, which
she could not stifle, and to provide some
excéuse for her action, and still more, to
brace the hope she tried to cherish that
he really meant truly by her, she wrote,

“If I will meet you at the boat Monday
evening, will you surely marry me?
Promise me on your sacred honor.”

Van Dam muttered, with a low laugh,
as he read the note,

“ That's a rich joke, for her to accept

such a prop as mine, especially after
all that has happened, and still prate of
¢sacred honor’.”
. But he unhesitatingly, promptly, and
with many protestations, assured her that
he would, and at once prepared to carry
out his part of the programme.

“ What's the use of half-%ay lies ? he

said, carelessly.

On Monday Edith again took the early
train with the valuables she designed dis-
posing of. Zell had said indifferently,

“You may take anything I have left
except my watch and chain.”

But Laura had insisted on sending her
watch, saying, “I really wish to do some-
thing, Edith. I've left all the burden on
you too long.” g

Mrs. Allen sighed, and said, “Take
anything you please.”

So Edith carried away with her the
of fighting the wolf, hunger, from

lieve that her lover t h tly by
her.

And so the days passed, Edith vainly
trying to find something to do, and work-
ing hard in her garden, which at present
brought no return. She was often very

‘sad and despondent and again very irri-

table. Laura’s apathy only deepened,
and she seemed like one not yet awaken-
ed from a dream of the past. Zell made
some show of work, but after all left most
everything for Hannibal as before, and
when Edith sharply chided -her she
Isughed recklessly and said,—

“What's the use? If we are going to
starve we might as well do so at once and
itgover with.”

“I won't starve,” said Edith, almost
fiercely. “There must be honest work
somewhere in the world for one willing
to do it, and I'm going tofindit. Atany
rate, I can raise food in my garden before
bng." <

“I'm afraid we'll starve before your
cabbages and carrots come to maturity,
and we might as well as to try and live
on such garbage. Supplies are running
low, and as you say, the money is nearly
gone.”

&Yes, and people won't trust us any
more. Two or three declined to in the
village to-day, and I feel too discouraged
and ashamed to ask any. further. For
some people seem afraid of us. [ see

persons turn and look after me, and yet |

they avoid me. Two or three impudent
clerks tried to make my acquaintance.
but I snubbed them in such a way that
they will let me alone hereafter. I won-
der if any stories could have got around
about us? Country towns are such places
for gossip.”

“Have you heard of any scholars?”
said Laura languidly.

“No, not one,” was Edith’s despondent
answer. “If nothing turns up before, I'll
go to New York next Monday and sell
some more things, and I'll go where I'm
known this time.”

Nothing turned up, and by Sunday
they had nothing in the house save a lit-
tle dry bread, which they ate moistened
with wine and water. Mrs. Allen sighed
and cried all day. Laura had the strange
manner of one waking up to something
unrealized befc Restl
to take the place of apathy, and her eyes
often sought the face of Edith in a Gues}
tioning manner. ' Finding her alone in
the garden, she said,—

“Why, Edith, I'm hungry. I never
remember being hungry before. Is it
possible we have come to this?”

Edit" burst into tears, :d said broken-
ly— .

“Come with me to the arbor.”

“I'm sure I'm willing to' do anything,”
said Laura piteously, “but i never real-
ized we would come to this.”

“Oh, how can the birds sing?” said
Edith bitterly. “This beautiful spring
weather, with its promise and hopeful-
ness, seems & mockery. The sun is shin-

- ing brightly, flowers are budding and

blooming, and all the world seems
80 happy, but my heart aches as if it
wowld burst. I'm hungry, too, and I
know poor old Hannibal is faint, though
he tries to keep up whenever I am
around.”

“But Edith, if people knew how we are
situated they would not let us want.
Our old acquaintances in New York, or
ourrelations even, though not very friend-
ly, would surely keep us.”

“QOh, yes, I suppose so for a little while,
but I can't bring myself to ask for
charity, and no one wovld undertake to
support us. What discourages me most
is that I can't get work that will bring in
money. Between people wishing to have
nothing to do with us, on one hand, and
-my ignorance on the other, there seems
no resource. Some of those whom we
owe seem inclined to press us. I'm so
a‘raid of loging this place and being out
on the street. IfI could only get a

chance somewhere, or get time to learn
to do something well!”

Then after a moment she asked sud-
denly, “Where's Zell?”

“In her room, I think.”

“I don’t like Zell's manner,” said Edith,
after a brief, painful reverie. “Its so
hard and reckless. Something seeins on
her mind. She has long fits of abstrac-
tion as if she was thinking of something,
or weighing some plan. Could she have
had any communication with that villain,
Van Dam? Oh, that would be the bitter-
est drop of all in our cup of sorrow. I
would rather see her dead than that.”
““OR dear,” said Laura, “it seems as if I
had been in a trance and had just awak-
ened. Why Edith, I must ddsomething.
It is not right to let you bear all these
things alone. But don’t trouble about
Zell, not one of George Allen’s daughters
will sink to that.”

their doors a little longer. But ifshe had
known that a more cruel enemy would
despoil her home in her absence, she
would have rather starved than gone.

Laura was reading to her mother when
Zell put her head in at the door, saying,

“1 am gaing for a short walk, and will
be back socn.”

She hastened to the office at which she
told Van Dam to address her, and found
hisreply. With feverish cheeks, and eyes
in which glowed excitement rather than
happiness, she read it as soon as alone on
the road, and returned as quickly as
possible. Her mind was in a mild tumult,
but she wdnld not allow herself one con-
nected thought. She spent most of the
day in her room preparing for her fhight.
But when she came down to see Happjibal
about their meagre lunch, he said ip'spme
surprise and alarm, -

% Oh, Miss Zell, how burnin’ red your
cheeks be | You'se got a ragin’ feber, sure
'nuff. Goand lie right straight down,
and I'se se¢ to ebery ting. I'se been to
de village and got some tca. A man guve
it to me as a sample, and 1| telled him
we'se like gur tea mighty strong, sc you'se
all hab a cup of tea to-day, and to-night
Miss Edie "Il come back with a heap of
money."

“# Poor old Hannibal,” said Zell, with a
sudden rush of tenderness, “I wish I
were as good as you are.”

“Lor’ bress you, Miss Zell,"I isn’t good.
I'se kind of a heathen. But somehow I
feels dat the Lord will bress. me when I
steals for you alls.”

% Oh, Hannibal, I wish I was dead and
out of the way! Then there would be one
less to provide for.” )

“Dead and out of de way !" said Han-
nibal, half indignantly , “dat’s jest how
to get into de way. I'd be afeerd of
seein your spook whenever I was: alone.
1 had no comfort in New York arter Massa
Allen died, and was mighty glad to get
away even to Pushton. And den Miss
Edie and all would cry dar eyes out, and
couldn’t do nothin’. Folks is often more
in de way arter dey’s dead and gone dan
when libin, Seen’ your sweet face around
ebery day, honey, is a great' help to ole
Hannibal. It seems only yesterday it
was a little baby face, and we ‘was all
pretty nigh crazy over you.”

“T wish. I had died then!” said Zell,
passionately, and hurrying away. -

&“ Poor chile, poor chile! she takes it
mighty hard,” said innocent Hannibal.

She kept her room during the after-
noon, pleading that she did not feél well.
1t gave her pain to be with her mother
and Laura, now that she purposed to leave
them so abruptly ; and she wished tosee
nothing that would shake her resolution
to go as she had arranged. She wrote to
Edith as follows: /

“I am going, Edith, to meet Mr. Van
Dam, as he told me. [cannot—I will not
believe that he will prove false to me. 1
leave his letter, which I received to-day.

Perhaps you never will forgive me at
home; but whatever becomes of poor

little Zell, she will not cease to love you |

all. I would only be a burden if I stay-
ed. There will be one less to provide for,
and I may be able to help you far more
by going than staying. Don’t follow me.
ll’w;e made my venture, and chosen my
ot.

Zeun”

As the long twilight was deepening,
Hanmbal, returning from the well with a
pail of water, heard the gatelatch click,
and Jooking up, saw Zell hurrying out
with hat and shawl on, and having the
appearance of carrying something under
her shawl, - He felt_ a little surprise at
first, but then Zell was so full of impulse,
the¢ he concluded, :

“She’s gwine to meet Miss Edie. We'se
all a lookin and leanin on Miss Edie, Lor
bress her.”

But Zell was going to perdition.

Little later the stage brought tired
Edith home, but in better spirits than
before, as she had realized a somewhat
fair sumn for what she had sold, and had
been treated politely.

After taking off her things, she asked,
“Where is Zell 7

“Lying down, I think,” said Laura.
“She complained of not feeling well this
afternoon.”

But Hannibal's anxious face in the
door now eaught her attention, and she
joined him at.once.

“ Didn’t you meet Miss Zell ?” he ask-
ed in a whisper.

“Meet her? no,” answered Edith, ex-
citedly.

“Dat's quare. She went out with hat
and shawl on a little while ago. P'raps
she’s come back, and gone up stairs
&g&in."

Trembling she could hardly walk stead-
ily, Edith hurried to herroom, and there
saw Zell's note. Tearing it open, she
only read the first line, and then rushed
down to her mother sobbing,

- determined face.

¢ Zell's gone.”

“ Gone ! Where ?” they said, with dis-
mayed faces. :

-Edith’s only reply was to suddenly look
at her wateh, put on her hat, and dart
out of the door.. She saw that there was |
still ten minutes before the evening boat
passed the Pushton landing, and remem-
bered that it was sometimes delayed.
There was a shorter road to the dock
than the one through the village, and this
she took, with flying feet, and a white but
It would have been a
terrible thing for Van Dam to have met
her then. She seemed sustained by sup
ernatural strength, and, walking and
running by turns, made thes mile and a
half in an incredibly short space of time.
As she reached the top of the hill above
the landing, she saw the boat coming in-
to the dock. Though panting and almost
spent, again she ran at the top of her
speed. = Half way down she heard the
plank ring out upon the wharf.

“Stop!” she called. But her parched
Iips uttered only a faint sound, like the
cry of one in a dream.

A moment later, as she struggled des-
perately forward, there came, like the
knell of hope, the command,

“All aboard 1"

“QOh, wait, wait!” she again tried to
call, but her tongue seemed paralyzed.

As she reached the com ¢t of
the long dock, she saw the lines cast off.
The great wheels gave a vigorous revolu-
tion, and the boat swept away.

She was too late. She staggered for-
ward a few steps more. and then all her
remaining strength went into one agoniz-
ed cry.

“Zell I”

And she fell fainting on the dock.

Zell heard that cry, and recognized the
voice. Taking her hand fromm Mr. Van
Dam’s arm, she covered her face in sud-
den remorseful weeping.

But is was too late.

She had left the shelter of home, and
ventured out into the great pitiless world
on nothing better than Van Dam'’s word.
It was like walking a rotten plank out
into the sea.

Zell was lost !

CHAPTER XX.
DESOLATION.

Not only did Edith’s bitter cry startle
poor Zell, coming to her ear as a despair-
ing recall from the battlements of heaven
might have sounded to a fallen angel,
but Arden Lacey was as thoroughly
aroused from his painful reverie as it
shaken by a giant hand. He had been
down to meet the boat, with many others,
and was sending off some little produce
from their place. "He had not noticed in
the dusk the closely-veiled lady; indeed,
he rarely noticed any one unless they
spoke to him, and then gave but brief,
surly attention. Only one had scanned
Zell curiously, and that was Tom Crowl.
With his quick eye foe something wrong
in human action, he was attracted by
Zell's manner. He could not make out
through her thick veil who she was, in
the increasing darkness, but he saw that
she was agitated, and that she looked
eagerly for the coming of the boat, alsq
landward, where the road came out on
the dock, as if fearing or expecting some-
thing from that quarter. But when he
saw her join Van Dam, he recognized his
old bar-room acquaintance, and surmised
that the lady was one of the Allen family.
Possessing these links in the chain, he
was ready for the next. Edith’s presence
and cry supplied this, and he chuckled
exultantly,

“An elopement !” and ran in the diree-
tion of the sound.

But Arden was already at Edith’s side,
having reached her almost at a bound,
and was gently lifting the unconscious
girl, and regarding her with a tenderness
only equalled by his helplessness, and
perplexity in not knowing what.to do
with her. =
" The first impulse of his great strength
was to carry her directly to her home.
But Edith was anything but ethereal, and
long before he could have passed the
mile and a half, he would have fainted
under the burden, even though love
nerved his arms. - But while he stood “in
piteous irresolution, there came out from
the crowd that had gathered round, a
stout, middle-aged woman, who said, ina
voice that not only betokened the utmost
confidence in herself, but also the as-
surance that all the world had confidence
in her:

“Here, give me the girl. What do you
men-folks know about women?”

“I declare it's Mrs. Groody from the
hotel,” ejaculated Tom Crowl, as this de-
lightful drama (to him) went on from act
to act.

“Standin’ there and holden’ of her,"'"

continued Mrs. Groody, who was some-
times a little severe on both sexes, “won’t
bring her to, unless she fainted ’cause
she wanted some one to hold her.”

A general laugh greeted this implied
satire, but Arden, between anger and
desire to do something, was almost be-
side himself. He had the presence of

mind to rush to the boat house and geta |

bucket of water, and when he arrived
with it a man had also procured a lantern,
which revealed to the curious onlookers
that gathered around with craning necks,
the pale features of Edith Allen.

“By golly, but it’'s one of them Allen
girls,” said Tom Crowl eagerly. “I see it
all'now. She's down to stop her sister
who's just ran away with one of those city
scamps, that was up here a while ago. 1
saw her join him and take his arm on
the boat, but wasn’t sure who she was
then.”

“Might know you was round, Tom
Crowl,” said Mrs, Groody. “There's never
nothing wrong going on but you will see
it. You are worse than any old woman
for gossip. Why don’t you put on. petti-
coats and go out to tea for a livin'?”

When the laugh ceased at Crowl's ex-
pense, he said :

“Don’t you put on airs, Mrs. Groody;
you are as glad to hear the news ag any-
one. It's a pity you turned up and
spoiled Mr. Lacey’s part of the play, for,
if this one is anything like her sister, she,
perhaps, wanted to be held as you—"

Tom’s further utt was effectually
stopped by such a blow across his mouth,
from Lacey’s hand, as brought the blood
profusely on the spot, and caused such
disfigurement, for days after, that appro-
priate justice seemed visited on - the
offending region.

“Leave this dock,” said Arden, stern-
ly; “and if I trave any slander to you
concerning this lady or myself, I will
break every bone in your miserable body.”

Crowl shrank oft amid the jeers of the
crowd, but when reachinga safe distance,
said, “ You will be sorry for this.”

Arden paid no heed to him,. for Edith,
under Mrs. Groody’s treatment, gave
signs of returning consciGusness. She
slowly opened her eyes,jand turned them
wonderingly around ; then came a look
of wild alarm, as she saw herself surround-
ed by str: ~ge bearded faces, that appear
ed both savage and grotesque in the
flickering light of the lantern.

“ Oh, Heaven, have mercy,” she cried,

faintly, “ Where am [ ?”

“ Among friends, I assure you, Miss
Allen,” said Arden, kneeling at her side.

“Mr.Lacey ! and are you here ?” said
Edith, trying to rise. “You surely will
protect me.”

“ Do not be afraid, Miss Allen. No one
would harm you for the world ; and Mrs.
Groody is a good kind lady, and will see
you safely home, I am sure.”

Edith now became conscious that it
was Mrs. Groody who was supporting her,
and regaining confidence, as she recog-
nized the presence of a woman.

“Law bless you, child, you needn't be
scared. You have only had a faint. I'll
take care of you, as young Lacey says.
Seems to me he's got wonderfully polite
since last summer,” she muttered to her
self.

“But where am I?” asked Edith, with
a bewildered air; “what has happened?”

“Oh, don’t worry yourself; youw’ll soon
be home and safe.”

But the memory of it all suddenly
came to Edith, and even by the lantern’s
light, Arden saw the sudden crimson
pour into her face and neck. She gave
one wild deprecating look around, and
then buried her face in her hands as if
to hide the look of scorn she expected to
see on every face.

The first arrow aimed by Zell's great
wrong already quivered in her heart.

“Don’t you think you could walk a
little now, just enough to get into the
hack with me and go home?” asked the
kind woman, in a soothing voice.

“Yes, yes,” said Edith, eagerly; “let us
get away at -once.” And with Mrs.
Groody's and Arden’s assistance, she was
soon seated in the hack, and was glad to
note that there was no other. passenger.
The ride was a silent . one. Edith
was too exhausted from her desperate
struggle to reach the boat, and her heart
was too bruised and sore, to permit on
her part much mere than monosyllables,
in answer to Mrs. Groody's efforts at con-
versation. Butas they stopped at the
cottage, her new friend said, cheerily,

“Don't take it so hard, my child, you
ain't to blame. I'll stand by you if no
one else will. - It don’t take me long to
know a good honest girl when I see one,
and I know you mean well. What's
more, I've took a liking to you, and I can
be a pretty fair sort of a friend if I do

work for a livin'.
Such a woman readily surmised the

nature of Edith’s trouble, and knew well
how deeply the shadow of Zell's disgrace
would fall on the family. Edith's des
perate effort to save her sister, her bitter
humiliation and shrinking shame in view
of the flight, all proved her to be worthy
of respect and confidence herself. When
Mrs. Groody saw that Edith lived in a
little house, and was probably not in so
high a social position as to resent her
patronage, her big heart yearned in
double sympathy over the poor girl, and
she determined tohelp her in the strug-
gle she knew to be before her; so she
said, kindly,

“Now ain't there somethin’ I can do
for you?”

The driver stood with his lantern near
the door, and its rays fell on Edith’s pale
face and large, tearful eyes, and she
turned, and for the first time tried to see
who this kind woman was, that seeme:l
to feel for~ her. Taking Mrs, Groody's
hands, she said, in a voice of tremulous
pathos,

“God bless you for speaking to me at
all. [ didn’t think anyone would -again,
who knew. You ask if you can do any-
thing for me. If you'll only get me
work, I'll bless you every day of my life.
Noonein earth or in heaven can help
me, unless I get work. I'm almost des
perate for it, and I can't seem to find any
that will bring us bread, but I'll do any
honest work, no matter what, and I'll
take whatever people are willing to give
for it, till I can do better.” Edith spoke
in a rapid manner, but in a tone that
went straight to the heart. :

“Why, my poor child,” said Mrs.
Groody, wiping her eyes, “You can't do
work. You are pale as a ghost, and you
look like a delicate lady.”

“What is there in this world for a
delicate lady who has no money, but
honest work?” asked Edith,in a tone
that was almost stern.

“I see that you are such a lady, and it
seems that you ought to find some lady-
like work, if you must do it,” said Mrs.
Groody, musingly.

“We have tried to get employment—
almost any kind. I can't think my sis-
ter would have taken her desperate
course if we could have obtained some-
thing to do. I know she ought to have
starved first. But we were not brought
up to work, and we can’tdo anything
well enough to satisfy people, and we
haven'’t time to learn. Besides, before
this happened, for some reason people
stood aloof from us, and now it will be
far worse. Oh, what shall we do? What
shall we do?” cried Edith, despairingly;
and in her tronble she seemed to turn
her eyes away from Mrs. Groody, with
wild questioning of the future.

Her new acquaintance was sniffling
and blowing her nose in a manner that
betokened serious internal commotion.
The driver, who would have hustled any
ordinary passenger out quickly enough,
waited Mrs. Groody's leisure at a respect-
able distance. He knew her potential
influence at the hotel. At last the good
woman found her voice, thoughit seemed
a little husky :

“Lor’ bless you, child, I ain’t got a mill-
stun for a heart, and if [ had, you'd turn
it into wax. 1f work’s all you want, you
shall have it. 1'm housekeeper at the
hotel. You come to me as soon as you
are able, and we'll find something.”

“Oh, thank ‘you, thank you!" said
Edith fervidly.

“Is dat you, Miss Edie?” called Hanni-
bal’s anxious voice,

“Good night, my dear,” said Mrs,
Groody, hastily. “Don’t lose courage, [
ain’t on as good terms with the Lord as I
ought to be. I seem too worried and
busy to 'tend to religion; but I know
enough about him to be sure that He will
take care of a poor child that wants to do
right.”

“I don’t understand how God lets hap-
pen all that’s happened to-day. The best I
can believe is, that we are dealt within a
mass, and the poor human atoms are lost
sight of. But I am indeed grateful for
your kindness, and will come to-mofrow
and do anything I can. Good-bye.”

And the hack rumbled away, leaving
her in the darkness, with Hannibal at the
gate.

. “Oh, Hannibal, Hannibal,” was all that
Edith could say.

“Is she done gone clean away?” asked
Hannibal, in an awed whisper.

“Would to heaven she had never been
born,” said Edith bitterly. “Help me
into the honse, for I feel as if I would
die.” :

Hannibal, trembling with fear himself,
supported poor, exhausted Edith to a
sofa,. and then disappeared in the
kitchen. - -

Mrs. Allen and Laura came and ‘stood
with white faces by Edith's languid, un-
nerved form. - :

S SRR

There was no need of asking questions.
She had returned alone, with her fresh
young face looking old and drawn imr its !
grief, .

At last Mrs. Allen said, with bitter em-
phasis : :

“She is no child of mine from this day |
orth.” '

Then followed such a dreary silence !
that it might seem that Zell had died and |
was no more. i

At last Hannibal bustled in, making a |
most desperate effort to keep up a poor |

. 1
show of courage and hope. He placed
on a little table before Edith a steaming
hot cup of tea, some toast, some wine, |
but the food was motioned away.

“It would choke me,"” said Edith. |

Hannibal ¢tood before her a moment, ‘,
his quaint old visage working under the |
influence of emotion, almost beyond con-
trol. At last he managed to say : |

“Miss Edie, we'se all aleanin’ on you l
We'se nothin but vines a-climbin up de !
orange bush. If you goes down, we all |
does. And now, Miss Edie, I'd swallow |
pison for you, won’t you take a cup o’ tea |
for de sake of ole Hannibal? Cause your |
sweet face looks so pinched, honey, dat I ‘
feels dat my ole black heart’s ready .to
bust;” and Hannibal, feelinig that the |
limit of his restraint was reached, re. |
treated percipitately to the kitchen. l

The appeal, with its element of -deep |
affection, was more needed by Edith in |
her half paralyzed state than even the |
material refreshment. She sat up in- |
stantly, and drank the tea and wine, and |
ate a little of the toast. Then takingthe |
cup and glass into the kitchen, |

«There,” she said, “see, I've drunk
every drop. So don’t worry about me
any more, my poor old Hannibal, but go
to bed. after your hard day’s work.”

But Hannibal would not venture out of
his dark corner, but muttered, brokenly, |

“Lor—bress—you—Miss Edie — you'se |
an angel—Ise be better soon—Ise got de
hicups.”

Edith thought it kindness to leave the
old man to recover his self-.control in his
own time and way, so she said,

“Giood-night, my faithful old frierd.
You're worth your weight in gold.”

CHAPTER XXI.
EDITH'S TRUE KNIGHT.

The next morning Edith was too ill to
rise. She had become chilled after her
extraordinary exertion of the previous
evening, and a severe cold was the con-
sequence; and this, with the nervous
prostration of an overtaxed system, made
her appear more seriously indisposed
than she really was. For the sake of her
mother and Laura, she wished to be pres-
ent at the meagre little breakfast which
her economy now permitted, but found
it impossible; and later in the day, her
mind seemed disposed to wander.

Mrs. Allen and Laura were terror-
stricken at this new trouble. Hannibal
said they were all leaning on Edith. They
had lost confidence in themselves, and
now from the outside world.

Poor old Hannibal had no fear for him-
self. His devotion to Edith reminded
one of a faithful dog; it was so strong,
instinctive, unreasoning.

“We must have a physician immes-
iately,” said Laura, with white lips.

“Oh, no,” murmured Edith; “we
can’t afford it.”

“We must,” said Laura, with a sudden
rush of tears. “ Everything depends on
you.”

Hannibal, who heard this brief dia-
logue, went silently down stairs, and at
once started in quest of Arden Lacey.

“If he is quar, hie seemed kind of
human ; and I'se believe he’ll help us
now.”

Arden was on his way to the barn,
having just finished a farmer's twelve
o'clock dinner, when Hannibal entered
the yard. An angel of light could not
have been more welcome than this
dusky messenger, for he came from the
centre of all light and hope now to poor
Arden. Then a feeling of alarnt took
possession of him. Had anything hap-
pened to Edith? He had seen her
shrinking shame. Ilad it led her to—
and he shuddered at the thought his
wild imagination suggested. It was al-
most a relief when Hannibal said, *

“ Oh, Mr. Lacey, I'se sure from de way
you acted when you fust come, dat you
can feel for people in trouble. Miss
Edie’s berry sick, and I don't know whar
to go for a doctor, and she won’t have
any; but she must, and right away.
Den again, I oughter not to leave, for
dey’s all nearly dead wid trouble -and
cryin’.” :

“You are a good, faithful fellow, said
Arden, heartily; go back and do all you
can for Miss Edith, and I'll bring a_ doc-
tor myself, and much quicker too than
you could.”

Before Hannibal reached home, Arden
galloped past him, and the old man
chuckled,

4De drunken Laceys' mighty good
neighbors when dey’s sober.”

Dr. Neak, a new-comer who was gain-
ing some little name for skill and suec-
cess, and was making the most of it, was
at home; but on Arden’'s hurried applica-
tion, ahemmed, hesitated, colored a little,
and at last said,—

“Look here, Mr.——(I beg your pardon,
I've not the pleasure of knowing your
name,) I'm a comparative stranger in
Pushton, and am just gaining some little
reputation among the better classes. |
would rather not comprowmise myselt by
attendance upon that family. Ifyou can’t
get anyone else, and the girl is suffering,
of course I'll try and go, but—"

“Enough,” interrupted Arden, starting
up blazing with wrath. “You should
spell your name with an S, [ want a man
as well™as a physician,” and, with a look
of utter contempt, he hastened away,
leaving the medical man somewhat
auxious, not about Edith, but whether
he had taken the best course in view of
h:s growing reputation.

Arden next traced out Dr. Blunt, who
readily promised to come, . He attended
all alike, and eharged roundly also,

«Business is business,” was his motto.
#People whom we employ we must ex-
pect to pay. After all I'm the cheapest
man in the pluce, for I tell my patients
the truth, and cure them “as quickly as
possible.”

Arden’s urgency soon brought him to
Edith’s side, and his practised eye saw
no serious cause for alarm, and having
heard more fully the circumstances, said,

“She will be well in a few days if she
is kept quiet, and nothing new sets in.
Of course she will be sick after last night.
One might as well put his hand- in the
fire and not expect to burn him, as to get
very warm and then ceoloff suddenly
without being ill. Her pulse indicates
general depression of her system, and
need of rest. That’s all.”

(To be Continued

Farmer (to his servant, who isearly home
from the fair); “Ye're hame sune the nicht,
Jock: Were yeno at the penny reels?”’
Jock: ‘I lookit in, but the maesick was
naething worth, sae I didna wait,”” Farmer:
“what, could ye no danee till't?” Jock, with
a supreme disdain: ‘‘Dance til’t man, ye

| can be relied

Vital Questions!!!!

Axk the most eminent physician
Ofany school, what is the best thing in the

| world for quieting and allayingall irritation

ot the nerves, and curing all -forms of ner-
vous complaints, giving natural, childlike
refreshing sleep nlways ? {
And they will tell you unhesitatingly
“Some form of Hops!!!

Pt ¥
Ask any epall of the' n\.rﬂ"!\‘minem phy-

sicians =

“What is the only remedy that
¢ all diseases of the
kidneys and arinary organs; such as Bright's

| disease, diabetes, retention, or inability to

retain urine, and all the diseases and ail-
ments peculiar to Women''—

‘‘And they will tell you explicitly and em-
phatically “Buchu!l!".

Ask the same physicians

““What is the most reliable and surest cure
for all liver diseases or dyspepsia; consti-
ration, indigestion, biliousne malaria,
ever, ague, &c.,"”’ and they will tell you:

Mandrake ! or Dandelion!!!!"’

Hence, when these remedies are combined
with others equally valuable,

And compounded into Hop Bitters, such
a wonderful and mysterious curative power
is developed, which is so varied in its. oper-
ations that no disease or ill health can pos-
sibly exist to resist its power, and yet it-is

Harmless for the most frail woman, weak-
est invalid or smallest child to use.

CHAPTFR 1L
“Patients
“Almost dead or nearly dying” ¢

For years, and given up by physicidns, of
Bright's and other kidney diseases, liver
complaints, severe coughs called consump-
tion, have been cured.

Woman gone nearly crazy!!1!!

From agony of neuralgia, nervousness,
wakefulness; and various diseases peculiar
to woman.

People drawn out of shape from ex-

| eruciating pangs of rheumatism, inflamma-

tory and chronic, or suffering fron scrofula.

Erysipelas!

“Saltrheum, blood poisioning, dyspepsia,
irnd'ilg'omo"' and, in fact, nlmost all diseases
rai

Nature is heir to

ITave been cured hy Hop Bitters, proof of
which can be found in every neighborhood
in the known world.

e e
p@¥~None genuine withéut a bunch of
green Hops on the white label. Shun all

the vile, poisonous stuff with “Hop”’ or
“Hops” in their nume.

FLOUR &FISH

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE.

W. E. Miller (0.,

Has the Flour that tikes the lead,

CROWN of COLD,

ALSO

Buda & Hexel Flomr,

LARGE FAT

Eastern Herring

NO. 1 BAY HERRING,

Mackerel & Smoked Herring

—ALSU—

Medium and Large Codfish,

Which will be sold at the lowest
possible prices.

W. E. MILLER & Co.

FALL 1884

= 0

Brod B, Bdoscombe

0

NOW OPEN

G5 CASNSEKES

New and Fashionable Staple and
Fancy

Dry Coods

Consisting of the latest produc-
tions of the

HOME & FOREGN MARKETS
PRICES LOW.

@y~ More goods to arrive by coming
steamers.

WHOLESALE ANB- RETAIL.
FRED, B. EDGECOMBE,

Queen St., Fredertcton,
Branch—St. Mary’s Ferry.

WATCHES.

Just opened one case of

Ladies® and Gents’

GOLD, SILVER AND NICKEL
WATCHES.

GOLD, from $25.00 upwards ;

SILVER, from $12.00 upwards ;

NICKEL, from $6,00 ‘up\:‘urnla :
And Warranted.

,Call and examine before purchasing, at

S.F.SHUTE'S,

SHARKEY'S BLOCK,
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON
October 15,1884,

THE GLASGOW & LONDON

Fire [nsurance Coy

OF GREAT BRITAIN.
. $2,500,000.00
Government Deposit 100,000.00
Aunnual Income.... 1,500,000.00

Issues Special Fa'mer’s Policies, covering Far m
Stock killed by Lightning in the Field.

S SRS

Sun Life & Accident Assurance Co.

OF CANADA.
ASSEIS OVer .......vvvnnuins . §1,000,000.00

J. B. GUNTER,

General Agent

Capital

PER 8, 8. “NOVA SCOTIA,”
Vie Halifax:

couldna whurl & wheelbarrow till’t!”

§55 BUNDLES Slied Shoe and Toc Canlk Stoel
usttohand. R CHESTNUT & SONS.

COTTON

FLANNELS !

1,000 Yards
Cotton Flannels

IN SHORT LENGTHS,

AT VERY LOW PRICES.

UEVER BROS

J=RSEYS

JERSEYS |

DEVER  BROS.

HAVE RECEIVED T0-DAY!

EMBROIDERY and PLAIN.

DEVER BROS.

Fredericton, October 21, 1834,

COUGHN and COLDS,

AYERS
CHERRY
PICTORIAL

EMULSION of COD LIVER OIL.

WILEY'S

WILSON'S
CHERRY

SHARP'S BALSAM.

BOSCHEE'S
GERMAN

ADAMSON’S
COUGH
BALSAM.

———

. Just Received, by

John M. Wiley,

DRUGGIST,

Queen Street, Fredericton.

JERSEYS !

6 Doz. Jerseys,

UP. |

eposiee Nomwar, scaof®

anm é& REAST

ice 254 PERBOTILE ¢ »
é 2L, . g
/; N——— ’6'

IDCEWATER.N.S. §

ures RHEUMATISM.

'VIRIZHLHJIG saing |

" ALSO CURES

Seiatici, Neuralgia, Hendache, Barache, Toothach
Cramps, Bruises, Spraing, Coughs, Colds, Quinsy,
Erysipelas, Colie, Croup or Rattles, Hoarseness,
Burns, Bronehitds, Numbness of the Limbs. re-
moving Dandruff and producing the growth of the
Hair, and as a Hair Dressing is unequalled.

$500.00 REWRD

‘ A ‘ “offered fora better article, or the Proprietors ofany
{ f f remedy showing more Testimomals of genuine
cures of the above disenses in the same length of

-t : time. There is notuing like it when taken inter-

ic, Croup, Culds, Coughs,
Pleurisy, Hoarse md Sore Throat. It is per-
fectly harmless, in be given according todi:
rections without any - njury whatever.

nally for Cramp

apl 30

G1873 AND DEALERS.  Prick 25 CENTS.

78 CENTS UPWARDS.

WHITE DRESS SHIRTS.
We have Just Opened 50 Dozen WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, which we
¢.H. THOMAS & Co.,Queen Streei.

ONE OF OUR SPECIALITIES
ARE SELLING FROM

DCFOWLERS|

CURES

cHOLERz
(;HULERA INFANTUM

& oW /
QAR RH E A,

IHACYARDS,

'YELLOW OIL

{CURES RHEUMATISM]|
FREEMAN'S

| WORM P ; ERS.

Are pleasant ¢~ * - e AT TR B

Pur uiice, Jan ¢ 7, ¢ i
desireser of Woie o s

* SULPHUR

IRON
BITTERS

will cure d ia, heart mae
laria, Kidney discase, Ii?::n’eonh
plaint, and other wasting diseases

|- ===y
| JOIIN M. WILEY, SOLE AGENT
FOR FREDERICTON.

HOT AIR FURNACES !

—AND_
REGISTESR

|
| Always in stock. Furnaces fitted up in the most
it

T

orough and workman-like manner.

.i J.& J. O°’BRIEN.

~ SULPHUR

| AND

~_|RON

.’.ﬁnks the blood and purifies the

system ; cures weakness, lack of
energy, &c. Try a bottle. :

ST
JOIIN * M. WILEY, SOLE
FOR FREDERICTON.

Music lLessons.

TllF Subscriber will give Lessons to his Pupils
at their Residences on aud atter 1st Noyember
next,

AGENT

7 —_—
“stans. — Term of 20 Lessons — $840).

As an inducement to young ladies to study the

Violin, I now offer a Short Term of 10 Lessons for

ﬁ;ﬂj in advance, At the expiration of the Ten
ons the usual rate will be cha

- FOR SALE. -

HE subscriber offers for sale some valuable

Lots of Land in Lincoln, Endfield and Lowell,
Maine, being the_property of W. CLiFr: also &
Store and Lot in Lincoin Village; also the Grove
Lot two miles out of the Village so a Valuable
Timber Lot eonuiniﬂlfunr. hundred aores, being
at or near Plumley’s Mills, in the Town of Lincoln;
also a Farm in Endfield containing fifty acres, and
a Timber Lot in Lowell. For forther particulars
and terms lpxly to J.lp. CLIFF, of Lincoln, Me.,

» CLIFF, of

LEMUEL Shiary:
O oola, Mo Gexober it S06 13 Jos.

rged.
E.CADWALLADER.

Frederi , Oct. 22.—2 ins,

HAARDWARE! HARDWARE!

'ST RECEIVED : 1 Cask, 7 Boxes, and 5 Bdls.
Hardware, consisting of Chain Tr ces, Whip
hes, Barn Door Hinges, Saw Frames, Coal

¢ . for faney work all shades, Auger
Bits, Hinges, Hasps and Staples, llay Catter,

general Stock of Shelf lhn:n[wure.
For sale at lowest rates, S Rue 5 y
Fredericton, Oct. 22,1884, - ' ©¥ CRETTe

Mixarp's LINIMENT 1S FOR SaLE BY ALL DRruG-

Whip Stocks, Ash Sifters, Wheel Heads, and a - e




