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Finally he threw down hie pencil and arose.
“See here, old boy !** I exclaimed, springing up 

and sterling toward him.
But, without even so much as looking at me, he 

walked quickly to the door, opened it, seemed to 
glide out, and closed it noiselessly after him.

! followed him hastily. Going into the outer

It must have fallen Into the fireplace, I said. 
See—there are its charred remains, now.

Yes, I see, eaid Bailey, looking at me, pity 
imgly. But never mind to night. Peck. You 
had better go home and get rested.

This infuriated me.
You are trifling ! I ejaculated. You don't 

believe me. But *1 am neither drunk nor 
crazy. I have spoken the trulli, end you or

ditable, or humiliating, to receive as true the 
sayings of a minister, any more thansthe say- 
ings of a doctor or a lawyer, a chemist er a 
schoolmaster No doubt the days have been 
in which religious teachers were arrogant and 
dictatorial. Their arrogance needed chasten- 
ing. and has received it. But it is certainly 
both unwise and unfair to recoil from the one 
extreme of blind end slavish superstition, to 
the other extreme of proud and superficial in- 
dependence.

Men accept unquestionably, thousands of 
truth* wh cb they have never proved and can- 
not prove now. Not one man in a hundred 
has ever proved that seven tim s line are sixty 
three—proved it by writing seven 9s in a col- 
umn and adding them The teacher told a 
child again and again in a school, a hundred 
and thirty two facts called the multiplication 
table. The child swallowed those facte, 
and has believed them ever since, without any 
pretence of investigation or reasoning. This 
is not discreditable to any man. For he has 
gained, unconsciously the highest of all proof 
that these statements of his teacher were true, 
in that he has acted on them for a score of 
years, and they have never brought him into 
controversy or trouble This kind of proof is 
experimental proof. It is is not investiga- 
ive.

In this land of common school s it is difficult 
to find any one who dubts the soundness of 
the earth, and that it rotates on its axis, and 
revolves around the sun. Yet mor than a 
hundred highly educated Lutheran mi Ester- 
in Germany, within the last 3 years, expressed 
their amaz ment and horror at such unscrip- 
tural faith. We in turn laugh at their old 
fashioned bigotry and stupidity. Yet I may 
be allowed to doubt, that one reader in a thou- 
sand in this land, can really prove that the 
earth is round that it rotates on its axis, or 
revolves round the sun. We all committed 
these things to memory, and recited in the 
schools of our childhood: seme of the evidences 
namely : the gradual appealing of a ship at 
sea; the actualcireumnavigation of the globe 
by voyagers I the shape of the shadow it the 
earth when cast upon the moon in an eclipse, 
and other like p- oufe. But very : few have 
ever been to sea and noticed • ship "bull 
down" ten miles off. Few of us in looking at 
an eclipse, are positive that the shadow is cast 
by the earth. Millions of people saw eclipses 
before any one dreamed that the earth w as 
standing in its own light. And few or none 
of us have ever deliberately undertaken to 
sail around the globe. In short, we have not 
investigated this assertion. We bare not 
tested its evidence Yet we believe it.

Our farmers, with beautiful docility, lake 
home with them each year from one to five pl 
mandes, and believe the n implicitly as regards 
the hour of yunrise and sunset, the phases of. 
the moon, and, along the seaboard, the times 
of the tide. Nevertheless there are not twen
ty farmers in the land that can prove that the • 
almanac is accurate, but they all apply the 
higher test of experiment. And since the tai-, 
maoace usually turned out to be accurate in- 
everything except the predic ions of the

BANK OF ly lent his aid to Ward in reporting police cases.
accidents, rows, and the like.

merica. Hlold on. Ward, I said, looking him in the face, 
hadn’t you better wait until to-morrow night?

British NorthOUR,
Head Office—London, England. Why ? Oh! I know, you think I’m not exact

ly well balanced, hut I’m all right. I’m in just 
the mood for it to-night, too

Yes, you always are, for that matter. Where 
do you propose to go to-night?

Down to Muggins’ Forks.
The very worst place in the city I The con 

centration of vile and desperate lawlessness.
You’re not in earnest, Ward ? You are not 

going there to-night, are you ?4
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hall 1 expected to overtake him, but be was not 
in sight. I ran across an office boy. some one else must go with me immediately 

Did you see Mr. Stufis, just now ? I asked, to Muggins’ Forks.
No, sir. , Bailey poohed. and endeavored to persuade
Yu did on* ? me out of thia idea, whereat I left him without
No, air. I here hain’t been nobody here, ceremony 
Huw long have you been here ?
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I made my way into the street and walked 
swiftly to police headquar ters.

I was well acquainted there, and without
A few minutes. I Was watin for Sim
Ward certainly just came out here from my

Drafts issued on St. John New York, Bestou, That’s just where I am going. You know their 
Portland, also in Ontario, Quebec, Nova,Scotia, great mogul Barney Buck is awaiting his trial
Great Britain and Ireland, France, Australia, great arnev Muck, “ awaiting his trial
California and British Columbia, for that highway robbery scrane, and I wan! to

Open in St. ANDREWS hear their comments. Jove ! won’t il be a rich
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room. being obliged to enter into minute explana
Guess not—least wise 1 didn’t see him, nations, was furnished with an escort of two
I was bewildered. I returned to my room, officers

eries. treat ?
I heard they were going to have a talk about 

it.
Yes, Muggins’ Forks is to hold an indignation 

meeting. Ha! ha!
Well, Ward, I wouldn’t go, that’s all.
Well, Puck, I don’t want you to go, but I'm

going n
You may take this, if you want it; and I un

locked a drawer, and drew out a six-shooter.
No! be exclaimed, laughing in scorn.
You had better take it.

Was just about to sit down to my table, when 
I bethought myself to examine what Ward 
had written.

I went to his desk, and, to my intense as 
coniehment and horror, read the following :

MURDER:— Mr. Ward Stufin, local editor of 
this paper, came to his death at the hand of as- 
sassins shortly before 2 o’clock thia morning. 
He had been attending —as a spectator—an in-

Been a fuss at the Forks, did you say ? re 
marked one of them, alter we had got well ou 
our way.

Yes—in fact there has been a murder— 
Whew ! that's coming in pretty strong. 
No. I might not have been believed if I 

had. It is rather a singular affair, take it all 
through. But if we search the cellar ways on 
Pinch-’s alley, it’s my opinion that we’ll find 
he dead body of Ward Stuffin.

Both men uttered startled exclamations at 
this, and demanded to know my restore for 
thus ap-aking.‘

1 then detailed to them the particulars that 
they have already been related, al which they 
ottered sundry expressions of surprise and 
incredulity.

But we hurried on faster than ever, and in 
dus course of time reached that quarter of the 
city known as Muggins’ Forks. It was in a

JAS. 8. LOCKIE, 
MANATEE, St Stephen.ther with
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dignation meeting at Muggins’ Forks, and while 
leaving, was set upon by three ruffians, and se
vere ly beaten. Ore of the trie accomplished 
their murderous design by striking a fearful blow 
on his forehead with a small bar of iron. They 

and keep a sharp look-out. And, promise me one 1ft his body in a cellar way in Pinche’s alley.

At first I was so transfixed as to be able 
fraught with poignant grief, that for a long time more to-night—al least till you get back. only to hold the paper in my hand and stare 
after the occurrence I shrunk from all mention of.- He had been slowly moving toward the door, 
it; but time; the great alleviator, enables me now and now rushed out suddenly, exclaiming, with a 

to sit down and give 1 calm account of the events 
to which I refer.

I was night editor on the Hawbuck “Morning 
Sentinel.’’ My associate in the local department 
was Ward Sutfin, a young fellow of keen percep
tions, ready wit, and active ability. He bad clear 
eyes, a concentrative brow, a rather pale com
plexion, a long, flaring, jet-black moustache, and 
an open, wide-awake look that was a perfect in- 
dex to his character. Nothing escaped his obser- 
vation. He was indefatigably industrious, and 
picked out all the news, delving out items from 
the most apparently barren ground. He was the 1 
best local we ever had, and our department, seen 
after his advent, outstripped all contemporaries in 
the variety and spice of our city news.

My story is a ghost story, and one of the gen- 
wine article, I conclude, from putting together my But he persisted in declining.

But, be cool.preconceived ideas of ghosts, and the particular Very well ; have your own way.
experience I have to relate on this occasion. It
was an experience so strange, so térrible, and so thing, Ward : that you will not drink anythingually se und in such an es- 

sts by at tention to business 
i, to merit u share I f publie at it I read it twice over, scanning each 

word and letter in a horrible fascination. It
state of comparative quietude, being dark and 
silent, lights glimmering only here and there 
out of low groggeries.

practical Soon we turned on Pinche’s alley. * narrow, 
ita .stated . dirty, dark lane, from various quarters offort, bent myselftothe work before me. Present- reflection weghd-tieu have amekeated that which arose stenches almost unbearable. W- 

isBiil y came in on an errand, explanation of the affir. But I did not re- I walked slowly and cautiously along, guided by
Where’s Sutfin ? he said, fleet calmly. I pounced upon a conelusiu: n the light of one of the policemen’s lanterns.
Don’t ask, I replied. without delay, and that was that Ward had which cast about a glinstly glimmer, seeming
Ob! be exclaimed with a scowl. Begone long? been murdered, and that I had seen his ghost! to make visible the foulness of the air and the 
Till half-past one, I said. Strange proceeding, would it not be. for. men corruption which left not untainted one inch
Well, I hope he’ll get back. And with th, last to appear after being killed, and write his of space. w‘h hesitating steps and dread 

word the door swung shut, as Bailey retired. own obituary ? However, the strangeness utr anticipationwe pursued our horritle search. 
Techoed an amen to his wish., We all liked the preposterousnese of the ide. did not enter Down into damp places and nests of fith * 

Ward, and Feit .. interest in Frim. Hi was so my mind then. • simnly accented it at ones, peered, with drawing from each as soon “ 
young, « bright, and capable of so much, with wil its horror and wildness.

My head —clear that night. I could no * ndit.celotye Iat in a or: or du per 
for a few seconds, and then came suddenly the-.,... 
desire to act. The place mentioned as the re- forehead, and there was a bright red wound 

corresponding precisely with the one I had 
seen on—what ?

All right ; J! guess not.
After be was gone, 1 moved uneasily in my 

chair for some moments, and at last, with an ef-

was Ward’s handwriting—there was no mis->r the " Travellers Accident 
>.,M of Hartford, and isready 
id accident.
MRER YARD, from which 
r for building si dother pur- 
transact business/as an Auc-

take about that ; and Ward bad written it, for
1 had seen him.

i Strange to say, no suspicion of a

W. R. MORR’S.4, 1871.

MAILS. simply accepted it at once, peered, with drawing from each as soon 
simply, accepted at one., had scanned it thoroughly.

We found it.arrangements at the P, st 
ws, are as f llows : L It lay partially doubled up, but the head 

and face were visible. I looked first at theRRIVE. Ward bad one fault, however. The social bow: .think strait, nor bring my energy to bear on the 
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task before are. So I took my meepossessed powerful attractions for him, and it
too often evident that Ue had imbibed more freely | from the shelf, scraped it out carefully, went ceptacle of Ward's body must le searched im- 

mediately.
I laid the paper down and went to the door.

private drawer, and filled the pipe with genuine 
Turkish tobacco that I kept on hand for rare oc
casions like the present one For it was not often

than a sound judgment would indicate. To be 
sure, be was seldom unfitted for business—not 
more (han once in three or four months— but he

We carefully gather'd it. up and straighten 
en it out. and composed the limos in a less 
paiuful posture. There were two hands that 
worked with loving through trembling touch.

It was taken to the hospital in order to as
certain beyond peradventure whether or not 
life was extinct. The physician said he must 
have been dead an hour.

I thought, when I returned to the office, that

As I opened it. Creating quite a commotion
I sprang back to thethat my brain baffled and when it did, a pipe- among the papers.was pirsui. g • course which, if persisted In, must, that thy brain baffled me, and when it did, a pipe- among the zapers. * sprang back to the ta- 

1 endento persuade him, result in his down- lull of this tobaceo would invariably set things, tie. Ward's manuscript had blown off with 
fall. I talked 6 hic often about it, but although going swimmingly I suspect it contained a libe- the rest, and 1 stooped down to look for it. 
he listened pleasam.y. my words seemed to be ral admixture of those fascinating, treacherous 

uselessly expended. H. was the same free and- idrugs, for which the East is famous, for in effect 
easy, light-hearted and convivial (slow, and hard- was always indescribably exhilarating. It gave 
working and valuable assistant. I me new energy, new life, and a quick, far-sighted

He would frequently choose a topic of popular penetration that could grapple with any problem 
interest, and write thereon a series of descriptive 1 within the scope of my learning or information. ' 
articles in a free, gossipy vein, just calculated to Perhaps I took a more liberal allowance than - 
catch the public attention. This was in addition usual that time. 1 do not know that I did ; but I 

to his regular work as city editor. The amount never felt so keen or so fascinated by any work as 
of labor he accomplised, and the ease with which on that particular night. I worked on steuily 
he performed it, frequently filled me with aston- and untiringly, conscious of no effort; and com- 
ishment. pletely absorbed in the tasks before me.

me,

Just then I teard Bailey's step io the outer 
ball, and I called out:

bailey 1 Bailey ! Come io here, far God's 
sake!

What's up Peek ? f
He entered hasily, and epoke with surpris

Bailey expression weather, and the advertisements of patent me ■ 
dicines the f rmer trust them more implicitly 
than they do the Bible.

looked upon me with an
But I was in aakin to awe. 

triumphant.
mood far from

bad loved Ward dearly, anded anxiety I can't distinctly recollect, much 
less account for. my manner on that night.

It’s just as I feared, I said, still searching

And it is not a little amusing to notice how 
cheerfully these same citizens will listen; to a 
travelling lecture impeaching the Bible, when 
they would Lot listen to any man that sneered 
at the almanac. As a matter of fact, the av

was bowed down with grief at his untimely
and terrible death.

I spare all sickening details of the excite- 
meut that followed, of tire talk about my, part 
in the tra edy, of the fruitless search for the 
murderers.

Afterward Bailey made me give him a 
more explicit account of the strange manner 
in which I received information el the tragic 
event.

And, as I minutely described each circum 
stance, he alternately opened his eyes wide 
scowled, laughed, and looked wise. What 
else could he do.

for the missing paper.
What is, it.

"Ward—.
W hat of him?
He is killed.

erage farmer or citizen can neither prove not 
di prove the truth of one nor the other. Yet 
millions of men live by the almanac, patent 
medicine: and ell, and never dream that they 
are forfeiting all claim to intelligent manhood, 
free thought, progress, and love of truth. lp 
short, they are living experimentally.

We read histories. Happy is the man who

Well do I remember when he chose for his theme I do not know bow long i had thus sat when a Ward killed ? How ? When ? Who brought 
"Dregs and Scum." He penetrated the vilest very strange incident occurred. It was the begin- the news?
haunts of the lowest classes, and described their ning of the strangest experience of my life an ! I suddenly paused in my search, and started 

habits in a wonderfully vivid manner. Their experience whose parallel I hope never to pass at him blankly, as he a-ked the last question, 
vices, their misfortunes, the bright spots in their through again. | Why don’t you answer me? His voice 
lives, together with scrape of adventure and inci- My tasks were completed, with the exception of was full of harshness and distress.GEO. F. CAMPBELL,.

Post Master: preserves his peace of mind by reading but 
vue. And when in tur schools and colleges, 
docile students have read the appointed This 

tory, or compend of history, they come out

Who told you 2 Where is be?
In ac Lar way on Pinches alley.

dent—exciting, amusing, and pathetic—were all * one or two trifles, and I leaned back in my chair 
treated with rare spirit and grace by his ready and yawned Happening to look around —I 
pen. J know not what impelled me to look around at that

Of course in this pursuit be visited the resorts particular moment -1 beheld the door open noise- 
of thieves, villiane, and desperadoes, and plunged lessly, and Ward Sutfin enter. It was about two

I do not attempt to give any explanation of
feb7 Si what I have related. The facts —or ray mem-Who brought the news? Will you answer 

that ?
He brought it himself—or rather hie ghost 

did. I answered doggedly t - -
See here. Peck, said Bailey sharply, don't 

have any fooling on such a subject. Are you 
joking, or are you not ?

Joking I No, no ! 1 wish I was ! But, come 
on ! I seized him by the shoulder and endea. 
vored to drag him forward the door. We 
must find his body

Bailey thought I was out of my [head, and 
I do not blame him. He disengaged himself 
from my grasp, and wheeled about, facing me.

Now tell me what you mean ? He said, 
sternly, with a voice and manner that brought 
me beck to coherency.

In as calm a manner as possible, I related 
to him the events of the few mouler.is just pas- 
sed.,

When I had coneinded, he eyed me narrow- 
ly. and hie face bore an incredulous look

You don’t believe me, I said But be kind 
enough to help me for armement, and we will 
soon find the paper. The wind blew it on the 
floor.

We searched for some time, but in vain 1 
fell rather chagrined, and was doubly anxious 
to find it. But it was not to be found. We 
yearobed every stray scrap! "

ory of them—have been laid before the reader.
But, as I think them over, questions obtrude -upposing that they, know. How do they 
themselves upon each other, know? laveth-yiknow? leave th-y investigated? Are there 

en men in the United States who have badMACHINES. Wae I dreaming ? If so is the method in 
a dreamer?. And can a stimulated brain Tax 
ceive an impre-sion -from a dream so vivid

into scenes against his safe exit from which there 
were many chances.

"We will see what can be fished up from the 
alime,” he would say, with a mocking laugh, and 
start off on one ef his midnight excursions Or 
again he would announce that he had an appoint
ment to visit some distinguished friends, the true 
purport of which remark we all well understood.

Ward and I, when at work, occupied a room 
by ourselves, while the managing editor, and Bai-

o’clock, or after. •
What is the matter, Ward ? I cried, for there 

: was a bright red wound on bis forehead, and every 
vestige ef color seemed to have faded from his 
face.

He paid no attention to my inquiry, but pro
ceeded to his desk and sat down. He walked with 
his ortal quick step, and immediately on seating 
himself took pencil and paper and began to write:

“Ward ! I say.”

access to the original auth ridel in English 
history? 1 think not. If a man be a Roman 
Catholic, lie believe one set of assertions, and 
if he be a Protestant, he believes another - set

AMILY SHOULD HAVE 
ginal Weed Sewing 
chines.
Machines are now on sale-a 
re the public are invited to 
themselves.

and indefibuo as to be indistinguishable from ( 
the memory of an actual fact ? If so, what isi 
memory but a delusion, and to what extent *of *sections, as to certain alleged events.— 

And it is by no one thought to be unmanly to 
bold firmly certain op n one as to Henry VIII, 
Queen E izabath, Mary of Scotland. Cardinal 
WIey. Sir Tnomrs More, and other noted
am s
It would soem, however, as if we ought to

can we trust our recollections? But why 
pursue the subject?

TRUST THE TEACHER,AM ES STOOP, 
Agent. ley, his assistant, had another apartment, just Still be did not reply. His pencil travelled 

across the hall.
BT THOMAS K. BEECHER.

apply the same test to religious it a hings that 
we do to the teachings of the almanic and of 
the schoolmaster. Granted that they are 
taught by • lo k or a profess d teacher of 
good reputation, the wise presumption in that 
they are true ; that it is foolish to dispute 
them promptly end even flippantly beclura 
they seem improbable or unreasonable after 
five minutes acquaintance.

If she receiving, end believing, and acing, 
by a given scheme ol religious truth, produce 
certain good results in the receiver or profes- 
sor, the scheme itself is proved true by its good 
effect This, ie the long run, is the only 881 

[Continued on fourth page],'

over the paper rapidly.
“Ward !" I spoke loudly and sharply.
Bat he paid no attention to my voice. I con

cluded be was so absorbed as not to hear me,

•I believe in free inquiry, I am not going to 
believe tidings just because you say so. Er- 
ry man must investigate for himself ; so 1 
see and beer it said again and again with re- 
gard to items of religious faith.

A minister, preacher, or pastor is a man 
who enquires and ascertains truth in the de- 
partment of religion It would seem not ell 
unreasonable to ask in behalf of such, that 
they receive for their teachings the same at- 
'ention end respret that is given to men who 
investigate other departments of truth, end 
declare their disrove rice to their fellow men. 
I am not able to see why it should be disere I

Ose night, shout half-past eleven. Ward said 
th me :

Well, Peck, Ygece I'll go out and see what I 
can see. I’ve sent is a couple of columns, and 
Dobbin will be on the lookout to report if sire 
thing turns up. IIT be back by ‘hall-past one or 
two.,

Dobbin was a middle-aged, seedy individual, of 
ability, but no particular occupation, who loafed 
around the office most of the time, in readiness to

NGE HOTEL, 
ng Street.
ephen INA B 
J. NEILL, Proprietor though that would not be like him. I felt curious 

to know how he bad received the wound on his 
forehead, which, however, I concluded from his 
cool behavior could be nothing serious.

1 took a newspaper, rolled it up into a bunch.

SOU TEA.

n" from London.
Half Cheats good Congo

J. W. STRENT-

and threw it at his head, thinking to startle him.

Horror. J- I- sepmed to go through him, and he 
assist, for n small remuneration, ie apy depart- kept on writing, apparently undisturbed, 
mont that hayponed to be crowded. Ilo frequent-1 I gased at him, spell-boond.
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