
POETRY.

SLIPPING AWAY.

They are slipping away —these sweet, swift 
years,

Like a leaf on the current cast ;
With never a break in the rapid flow,
We watch them as one by one they go 

Into the beautiful past.
As silent and swift as a weaver’s thread,

Or an arrow’s flying gleam ;
As soft as the languorous breezes hid,
That lift the willow’s long golden lid,

And ripple the glassy stream.
As light as the breath of the thistle down, 

As fond as a lover's dream,
As pure as the flush in the sea shell’s throat, 

. As sweet as the wood-bird’s wooing note, 
So. tender and sweet they seem.

One after another we see them pass 
Down the dim-lighted stair ;

We hear their sound of their tread 
In the steps of the centuries long since dead, 

As beautiful and as fair.
There are only a few years left to love ;

Shall we waste them in idle strife ?
Shall we trample under our ruthless feet 
Those beautiful blossoms, rare and sweet, 

By the dusty ways of life ?
There are only a few swift years — ah, let 

No envious taunts be heard ;
Make life’s fair pattern of rare design,
And fill up the measure with love’s sweet 

wine,
But never an angry word.
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CHAPTER XX.
Believing that she stood on the confines 

of another world, she had possessed her 
soul in patience, waiting for the consum
mation of the sacrifice ; yet at the crisis of 
her fate, that singular, incomprehensible 
influence, long resisted, drew her thoughts 
to him, whom she regarded as the chosen 
puppet of destiny to hurry her into an 
untimely grave. She had fought the bat
tle with him, under fearful odds ; consci
ous of sedition in the heart that defied 
him, warily clutching with one hand the 
throat of rebellion in her citadel, while 
with the other she parried assault.;

Keeping lonely vigil, amid the strewn 
wreck of life and hope, she had waved 
away one persistent thought, that lit up 
the blackness with a sudden glory, that 
came with the face of an angel of light, 
and babbled with the silvery tongue of 
sorcery. As far as her future was con
cerned, this world had practically come to 
S premature end ; but above the roar of 
ruin, and out of the yawning graves of 
slaughtered possibilities, rose and rang the 
challenge : If she had never come south, 
if she could have been allowed the chance 
of happiness that seemed every woman’s 
birthright, if she had met and known Mr. 
Dunbar before he was pledged to another; 
what then ? If she were once more the 
Beryl of old, and he were free? If? What 
necromancy so wonderful as the potential
ity of if? Weighed in that popular bal
ance— appearances, how stood the poor 
friendless prisoner, loaded with suspicion, 
tarnished with obloquy, on the verge of 
an ignominious death, in comparison with 
the fair, proud heiress, dowered with blue 
blood, powerful in patrician influence, rich 
in all that made her the envy of her social 
world ?

In the dazzling zenith of temporal pros
perity, LeoGordon considered the heart 
of her betrothed her most precious pos- 

"'eession ; the one jewel which she would 
gladly have given all else to preserve ; and 
yet fate tore it from her grasp, and laid it 
at the feet, nay thrust it into the white 
hand of the woman who must die for a 
fiendish crime. A latter day seer tells us, 
that in all realms, “ Between laws there is 
no analogy, there is Continuity” ; then in 
the universe of ethical sociology, who 
shall trace the illimitable ramifications of 
the law of compensation ?

Up and down, back and forth, slowly, 
wearily walked the prisoner ; and when 
the town clock struck eight, she mechani
cally counted each stroke. As in drown
ing men, the landmarks of a lifetime rise, 
huddle, almost press upon the glazing 
eyes, so the phantasmagoria of Beryl’s past 
seemed projected in strange luminousness 
upon the pall of the present, like profiles 
in silvery flame cast on a black curtain.

Holding her father’s hand, she walked 
in the Odenwald; sitting beside her mother 
on a carpet of purple vetches, she stem
med strawberries in a garden near Pistoja; 
clinging to Bertie’s jacket, she followed 
him across dimpling sands to dip her feet 
in the blue Mediterranean waves, that 
broke in laughter, showing teeth of foam, 
where dying sunsets reddened all the 
beach. Through sunny arcades, flushed 
with pomegranate, glowing with orange, 
silvered with lemon blossoms, came the 
tinkling music of contadini bells, the 
bleating of kids, the twittering of happy 
birds, the distant chime of an Angelus ; 
all the subtle harmony, the fragmentary 
melody that flickers through an im
promptu of Chopin or Schubert. She saw 
the simulacrum of her former self, the 
proud, happy Beryl of old, singing from 
the score of the “ Messiah," in the organ 
loft of a marble church ; she heard the 
rich tenor voice of her handsome brother, 
as he thrilled a barcarole one night, cross
ing the Atlantic ; she smelled the tube
roses at Mentone, the faint breath of lilies 
her father had loved so well, and then, 
blotting all else, there rose, clear as some 
line of Morghen’s, that attic room ; the 
invalid’s bed, the low chair heside it, the 
wasted figure, the suffering, fever-flushed 
face of the beloved mother, as she saw her 
fast, with the Grand Duke jasmine fasten
ed at her throat .

The door was thrown open, and the offi
cer beckoned her to follow him. Back 
into the crowded court room, where people 
pressed into the window sills for standing 
room, where Judge and counsel sat grave
ly expectant, where the stillness of death 
had suddenly fallen. The officer conduct
ed her to the bar, then drew back, and 
Mr. Dunbar came and stood at her side, 
resting his hand on the back of her chair.

In that solemn hush, the measured 
tramp- of the jury advancing, and filing 
into their box, had the mournful, meas
ured beat as of pall bearers, keeping step 
to a dismal dirge ; and when the foreman 
laid upon the table the fatal brass unicorn, 
the muffled sound seemed ominous as a 
grating of a coffin lowered upon the cross 
bars of a gaping grave. As the roll was 
called, each man rose, and answered in a 
low but distinct tone. Then the clerk of 
the court asked:—

“ Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed 
upon your verdict? ”

“ We have,” replied the foreman.
“ What say you? Guilty, or not guilty?”
Beryl had risen, and the gaslight shin

ing full upon her pale, Phidian face, show
ed no trace of trepidation. Only the 
pathetic patience of a sublime surrender 
was visible on her frozen features. The 
eyes, preternaturaliy large and luminous, 
were raised far above the sea of heads, 
and their strained gaze might almost have 
been fixed updn the unveiled face of the 
God she trusted. Her hands were folded

over her mother’s ring, her noble head 
thrown proudly back.

“ We, the jury, in the case of the state 
against Beryl Brentano, find defendant 
not guilty as charged in the indictment, 
but guilty of manslaughter in the first de
gree ; and we do earnestly commend her 
to the mercy of the court.”

The girl staggered slightly, as if recoil
ing from a blow, and Mr. Dunbar caught 
her arm, steadied her. The long pent tide 
of popular feeling broke its barriers, and 
the gates of Pandemonium seemed to 
swing open. Women sobbed ; men groan
ed. In vain the Judge thundered “Sil
ence ! “ Order ! ’’ and not until an officer 
advanced to obey the command to clear 
the court room was there any perceptible 
lull in the storm of indignation.

Turning to the Judge, Mr. Dunbar 
said : —

“ In behalf of the prisoner, I most re
spectfully beg that the court will end her 
suspense, and render her return to this 
bar unnecessary by promptly pronouncing 
sentence.”

“ Is it the wish of the prisoner that 
sentence should not be delayed ? ”

“ She wishes to know her fate.”
She had uttered no sound, but the lashes 

trembled, fell over the tired, aching, 
strained eyes; and lifting her locked 
hands, she bowed her chin upon them.

Some moments elapsed before Judge 
Parkman spoke ; then his voice was low 
and solemn.

“ Beryl Brentano, you have been indict
ed for the deliberated and premeditated 
murder of your grandfather, Robert Luke 
Barrington. Twelve men, selected for 
their intelligence and impartiality, have 
patiently and attentively listened to the 
evidence in this case, and have, under 
oath, endeavored to discover the truth of 
this charge. You have had the benefit of 
a fair trial by unbiased judges, and finally, 
the jury, in the conscientious discharge of 
their duty, have convicted you of man
slaughter in the first degree, and com
mended you to the mercy of the court. 
In consideration of your youth, of the 
peculiar circumstances surrounding you, 
and, especially, in deference to the wishes 
and recommendation of the jury — whose 
verdict the court approves — I therefore 
pronounce upon you the slightest penalty 
which the law affixes to the crime of man
slaughter, of which you stand convicted ; 
which sentence is — that you be taken 
hence to the state penitentiary, and there 
be kept securely for the term of five years."

With a swift movement Mr. Dunbar 
drew- the crape veil over her face, put her 
arm through his, and led her into the 
corridor. Hurriedly he exchanged some 
words in an undertone with the two offi
cers, who accompanied him to the rear 
entrance of the court house ; and then, in 
answer to a shrill whistle, a close carriage 
drawn by two horses drew up to the door, 
followed by the dismal equipage set apart 
for the transportation of prisoners. The 
deputy sheriff stepped forward, trying to 
shield the girl from the driving rain, and 
assisted her into the carriage. Mr. Dunbar 
sprang in and seated himself opposite. 
The officer closed the door, ordered the 
coach to drive on, and then entering the 
gloomy black box, followed closely, keep
ing always in sight of the vehicle in ad
vance.

The clock striking ten sounded through 
the muffling storm a knell as mouri f 1 as 
some tolling bell, while into that wild, 
moaning Friday night went the desolate 
woman, wearing henceforth the brand of 
Cain — remanded to the convict’s home.

She had thrown back her veil to ease 
the stifling sensation in her throat, and 
Mr. Dunbar could see now and then, as 
they dashed past a street lamp, that she 
sat upright, still as stone.

At last she said, in a tone peculiarly 
calm, like that of one talking in sleep:—

“ What did it mean — that verdict? ”
“ That you went back to Elm Bluff with 

no intention of attacking Gen’l Darring- 
ton.”

“ That I went there deliberately to steal, 
and then, to avoid detection, killed him ? 
That was the verdict of the jury ? ”

She waited a moment.
“ Answer me. That was the meaning ? 

That was the most merciful verdict they 
could give to the world ? ”

Only the hissing sound of the rain upon 
the glass pane of the carriage made reply.

They had reached the bridge, when a 
hysterical laugh startled the man, who 
leaned back on the front seat, with his 
arms crossed tightly over a heart throb
bing with almost unendurable pain.

“ To steal, to rob, to plunder. Branded 
for all time a thief, a rogue, a murderess. 
I !-----I------”

A passionate wail told the strain was 
broken : “ I, my father’s darling ! my 
father’s Beryl ! Hurled into a .living 
tomb, herded with convicts, with the vil
est outcasts that disgrace the earth — this 
is worse than a thousand deaths! It would 
have been so merciful to crush out the life 
they mangled ; but to doom me to the 
slow torture of the loathsome grave, where 
death brings no release ! To die is so easy, 
so blessed ; but to live — a convicted felon! 
Oh, my God ! my God ! Hast thou indeed 
forsaken me ? ”

In the appalling realization of her fate, 
she rocked to and fro for a moment only, 
fiercely shaken by the horror of a future 
never before contemplated. Then the 
proud soul stifled its shudderingsigh, lifted 
its burden of shame, silently struggled up 
its awful Via Cruris. Mute and still, she 
leaned back in the corner of the carriage.

“ I could have saved you, but you would 
not accept deliverance. You thwarted 
every effort, tied the hands that might 
have set you free, and, by your own pre
meditated course throughout the trial, de
liberately dragged this doom down upon 
your head. You counted the cost, and 
you elected, chose of your own free will 
to offer yourself as a sacrifice to the law, 
for the crime of another. You are your 
own merciful fate, decreeing self-immola
tion. You were willing to die in order to 
save that man’s life ; and you can certain
ly summon fortitude to endure five years’ 
deprivation of his society, sustained by 
the hope of having thereby purchased his 
security, you may yet reap the reward 
your heart demands, reunion with its 
worthless, degraded idol. I have watch
ed, weighed, studied you ; searched every 
stray record of your fair young life, found 
the clear pages all pure ; and I have doubt
ed, marvelled that you, lily-hearted, lily- 
souled, lily-handed, could east the pearl 
of your love down in the mire, to be 
trampled by swinish feet.”

The darkness of the city of Dis, that 
seemed to brood under the wings of the 
stormy night, veiled Beryl’s face ; and her 
silence goaded him beyond the limits of 
prudence which he had warily surveyed 
for himself.

“ Day and night I hear the maddening 
echo of your accusing cry, ‘You have 
ruined my life ! ’ God knows you have as 
effectually ruined mine. You have your 
revenge — if it comfort you to know it ; 
but I am incapable of your sublime re
nunciation. I am no patient martyr ; I 
am, instead, an intensely selfish man. 
You choose to hug the ashes of desolation; 
I purpose to sweep away the wreck, to re
build on the foundation of one hope, which 
all the legions in hell cannot shake. Be
tween you and me the battle has only be
gun, and nothing but your death or my 
victory will end it .You have your re
venge ; I intend to enjoy mine. Though 
he burrow as a mole, or skulk in some 
fastness of Alaska, I will track and seize 
that cowardly miscreant, and when the

law receives its guilty victim, you shall be 
freed from suspicion, freed from prison, 
and, most precious of all boons, you shall 
be freed for ever from the vile contamina
tion of his polluting touch. For the pangs 
you have inflicted on me, I will have my 
revenge : you shall never be profaned by 
the name of wife.”

Up the rocky hill toiled the horses, 
arching their necks as they stooped their 
faces to avoid the blinding rain ; and soon 
the huge blot of prison walls, like a crouch
ing monster ambushed in surrounding 
gloom, barred the way.

In two windows of the second story 
burned lights that borrowed lurid rays in 
their passage through the mist, and seem
ed to glow angrily, like the red eyes of a 
sullen of prey. The carri&ge stopped. A 
moment after, the deputy sheriff sprang 
from his wagon and rang the bell close to 
the great gate. Two dogs bayed hoarsely, 
and somewhere in the building an answer
ing bell sounded.

Beryl leaned forward.
“ Mr. Dunbar, there is one last favor I 

ask at your hands. I want my — my — I 
want that pipe that was shown in court. 
Will you ask that it may be given to me ? 
Will you send it to me ?”

A half strangled, scarcely audible oath 
was his only reply.

She put out her hand, laid it on his,—
“ You have caused me so much suffer

ing ; surely you will not deny me this only 
recompense I shall ever ask.”

His hand closed over hers.
“ If I bring it to you, will you confess 

who smoked it last ? ”
“ After to-night, sir, I think it best I 

should never see your face again.”
The officer opened the carriage door, the 

warden approached, carrying a lantern in 
one hand and an umbrella in the other. 
Mr. Dunbar stepped from the carriage, and 
turning, stretched out his arms, suddenly 
snatched the girl for an instant close to 
his heart, and lifted her to the ground.

The warden opened the gate, swinging 
his lantern high to light the way, and by 
his flickering rays Lennox Dunbar saw 
the beautiful white face, the wonderful sad 
eyes, the wan lips contracted by a spasm 
of pain.

She turned and followed the warden ; 
the lights wavered : the great iron gate 
swung back in its groove, the bolt fell with 
a sullen clang ; the massive key rattled, a 
chain clanked, and all was darkness as 
she was locked irrevocably into her living 
tomb.

CHAPTER XXI.
BROKEN OFF.

The annual resurrection had begun ; the 
pulse of nature quickened, rose, throbbed 
under the vernal summons ; pale, tender 
grass blades peeped above the mould, 
houstonias lifted their blue disks to the 
March sun, and while the world of birds 
commenced their preludes where silly 
young leaves shyly fluttered, earth and 
sky were wrapped in that silvery haze 
with which coy springtime half veils her 
radiant face. The vivid verdure of wheat 
and oat fields, the cooler aqua marina of 
long stretches of rye, served as mere 
groundwork for displaying in bold relief 
the snowy tufts of plum, the creamy 
clusters of pear, and the glowing pink of 
peach orchards that clothed the hillsides, 
and brimmed the valleys with fragrant 
prophecies of fruitful plenty.

Dimmed by distance to fine lines of 
steel, wavered the flocks of wild geese fly
ing from steaming bayous to icy lakes in 
the far north, and now and then as the 
ranks dipped, a white flash lit the vig
nettes traced against the misty, pearl-grey 
sky.

Spring sunshine had kissed the lips of 
death, and universal life sprang palpitating 
to begin anew the appointed yearly cycle; 
yet amid the flush and stir of mother 
earth, there lay hopelessly still and cold 
some human hopes, which no Divine 
“ come forth ” would ever revivify.

Into the face of Leo Gordon had crept 
that strange and indescribable change, 
which is analogous to the peculiar aspect 
of the clear heavens when dark clouds 
just faintly rim the horizon, below which 
they heap their sombre, sullen masses, 
projecting upward weird shadows.

Apparently the sun of prosperity burn
ed in the zenith and gilded her path with 
happiness, but analysed by the prism of 
her consciousness, the brightness faded, 
the colors paled, and grim menace crossed 
all, like the dark lines of Fraunhofer. To 
be chosen,loved,wooed and won exclusive
ly for herself, irrespective of all extran
eous appurtenances and advantages, is the 
supreme hope innate in every woman 
and the dread that her wealth might in
vest her with charms not intrinsic, had 
made Leo unusually distrustful of the 
motives of her numerous suitors. That 
Leighton Douglas loved the woman, not 
the heiress, she knew beyond the possi
bility of cavil or doubt, and when, after 
mature deliberation, she promised her 
hand to Mr. Dunbar, she had felt equally 
sure that no mercenary consideration 
biased his choice or inspired his profes
sions of attachment.

For a nature so proudly poised, so averse 
to all impulsive manifestations of emotion, 
her affections were surprisingly warm and 
clinging, and she loved him with all the 
depth and fervor of her tender, generous 
heart; hence the slow torture of her 
humiliation in the hour of disenchant
ment. To women who love is given a 
sixth sense, a subtle instinct whereby, as 
in an occult alembic, they discern the 
poison that steals into their wine of joy ; 
so Leo was not long in ignorance that her 
coveted kingdom belonged by right of 
conquest to another, and that she reigned 
only nominally and by courtesy.

The evil we must aibhor generally espies 
us afar off, chases tirelessly, crouches at 
our feet, grimacing triumphantly at our 
impotence to escape its loathsome clutches; 
and Leo’s pride bled sorely in the real
ization that she had sold her hand and 
heart for base counterfeit equivalents. In 
a crisis of keen disappointment, only very 
noble natures can remain strictly just ; yet 
in arraigning her lover for disloyalty, this 
sorrowing woman abstained from casting 
all the blame upon him. He had not in
tentionally deceived her, had not deliber
ately betrayed her trust ; he was the un
willing victim of an inexplicable fascina
tion, against which sbe felt assured he had 
struggled sullenly and persistently ; and 
which, in destroying the beautiful edifice 
of their mutual hopes, offered him nothing 
but humiliation in exchange.

Standing to-day beside the pyramid of 
scarlet geraniums, and vel vety, gold power
ed begonias in the centre of the octagonal 
room, where the warm spring sun shone

down through the dome, falling aslant on 
the great snowy owl and the rose-colored 
cockatoo, smoothing their plumes on the 
top of the glittering brass cages, Leo con
trasted the luxurious and elegant details 
of her lovely home with the grim and 
bleak cell where, in shame and ignominy, 
dwelt the young stranger who had stolen 
her throne. A beggar by the roadside 
had filched from the queen in her palace 
her crown and sceptre, and the pomp and 
splendor of royal surroundings only mock
ed and emphasized an empty sham. 
Merely a trifle paler than usual, and some
what heavy eyed from acquaintance with 
midnight vigils, she proudly bore her new 
burden of grief with her wonted easy 
grace ; but the pretty mouth was com
pressed into harder, narrower lines, and 
the delicate nose dilated in a haughtier 
curve. Sooner or later we all learn the 
wisdom of the unwelcome admonition : 
“ Fortune sells what we believe she gives.”

For two months Leo’s relations with 
Mr. Dunbar had been distinctly strained, 
and while both carefully avoided any 
verbal attempt at explanation, her man
ner had grown more distant, his more scru
pulously courteous, but pre-occupied, 
guarded and cold. Knowing that abdica
tion was inevitable, sbe slowly revolved 
the best method of release which promised 
the least sacrifice of womanly dignity, and 
the greatest economy of unpleasantness 
on the part of her betrothed.

During the week of the trial, she had 
seen him but twice, and immediately after 
he had been summoned to attend some 
suit in New Orleans, and had hurriedly 
bidden her adieu in the presence of others. 
With punctilious regularly he wrote stud
iedly polished, graceful, yet merely friend
ly letters, and like ice morsels they slowly 
widened the gtacier creeping between the 
two.

To her counsel she admitted only her 
bruised pride, her bleeding heart, her re
lentless incorruptible conscience ; and over 
the conclusion, she shed no tears, made no 
moan, allowed no margin for pity. Early 
on that spring morning, she had received 
a glowing sheaf of La France and Duchess 
de Brabant roses, accompanied by a brief 
note announcing Mr. Dunbar’s return, and 
requesting an interview at noon. The 
tone of her reply was markedly cordial, 
and after offering congratulations upon his 
birthday, she begged his acceptance of a 
souvenir made for the occasion by her own 
hands, a dainty “ bit of embroidery which 
she flattered herself he would, value for 
the sake of the doner."

Who doubts that Vashti made a most 
elaborate toilette on that day of humili
ation, when, discarded and discrowned, 
she trailed her royal robes for the last 
time across the marble courts of Shushan, 
going forth to make room for Queen Es
ther? Amid the loops of lace at her 
throat, and into the jewelled clasp of her 
belt, Leo had fastened the exquisite roses, 
r iting the perfect harmony of her cos
tume, as she smoothed the folds of the 
sapphire velvet robe which she knew that 
Mr. Dunbar particularly admired. The 
lofty, beautiful room was aglow with rich 
color from oriental rugs strewn about the 
marble floor, from masses of hyacinths 
and crimson camellias in stands, baskets, 
vases ; from brilliant tropical birds flitting 
to and fro ; and through the gilt wire vista 
of the aviary, the fountain in the peristyle 
beyond threw up its silvery hand to ar
rest attention, and softly beat time to the 
music of the gold and green canaries. The 
large white owl with wide, prescient beryl
line eyes, rose suddenly, and on slow wings 
circled round and round, flying gradually 
to the ceiling of the dome, then swooped 
back to its perch ; and the Siberian hound, 
a hûge, dun-hued creature, lifted his head 
from the velvet rug and rubbed it against 
his mistress’ dress.

As the sound of a step she knew so well 
rang in the vestibule, the blood leaped to 
Leo’s cheeks, but she walked quickly for
ward, and met her visitor just beneath 
the “ Salve” in the scroll of olives, put
ting out her hand across the onyx table 
with its red and black bowl of violets. 
Thus, at arm’s length, she held him a mo
ment.

“ I am very glad to see you ; and I wish 
you a happy birthday, hoping your new 
year may be as bright as the sun that us
hers it in ; and as full of fragrance as these 
lovely roses which I wear in honor of the 
day.”

Hand in hand, she smiled up into his 
handsome face, and certainly he had never 
looked more kingly, more worthy of her 
homage.

“ Thank you, dear Leo. The light and 
sweetness of my future can be blotted out 
only by losing you. You must be the ful
filment of your own kind wishes.”

He raised her left hand, kissed it lightly, 
and as she withdrew her fingers and re
sumed her seat in front of an ottoman 
ablaze with a tangled mass of brilliant 
Berlin wool, he sat down at her side.

Ere she was aware of his intention, he 
pushed the ottoman beyond her reach, 
and dexterously catching her hand, took 
the gold thimble from her finger and 
dropped it into his vest pocket.

“Perish the fetich of needlework, crochet 
and knitting ! To-day at least it shall not 
come between us ; and I claim your eyes, 
your undivided attention. Now tell me 
how many of my rivals, how many audac
ious suitors you have held at bay by these 
gay Penelope webs woven in my absence?”

“ Has Ulysses the right to be curious? 
Should not memories of Calypso incline 
him to unlock the fetters of Penelope? ”

“ Did she ever for one instant deem the 
silken cords she hugged to her loyal, ten
der heart, fetters ? Sweet, patient incar
nation of unquestioning fidelity, she stands 
the eternal antithesis of Mrs. Caudle. 
From Kittie’s fetter I inferred you were 
not well ; but certainly, my dear Leo, I 
never saw you look more lovely than to
day.”

“Just now Kittie’s perceptions are away, 
dazzled by the rose light that wraps the 
world. Has Prince arrived ? ”

“ Yes, he came yesterday, and my little 
sister is entirely and overwhelmingly 
happy, for he is literally her Prince. Phy
sically, he is much improved ; has de
veloped surprisingly, but has the shy, taci
turn manner of a student, and is, I fear, 
a hopeless bookworm.”

“ Why should his literary taste disquiet 
you ? He went to Germany to foster his 
scholarly inclination.”

“ Why ? Why should a man apprentice 
himself to a carpenter and become an ex
pert joiner, when he can never obtain the 
tools requisite to enable him to work suc
cessfully ? His aspirations run along the 
grooves of science ; and after dear little 
Kittie, his favorite goddess is Biology. 
Trained in the laboratory of a German 
scientist, where every imaginable facility 
for researches in vivisection, and for the 
investigation of certain biological pro
blems was offered him, he lands in 
America empty-handed, and behold my 
carpenter, minus tools.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

INTENSE SUFFERING!
Mr. William Buchanan, 24 years engineer in the Cunard 

Steamship Company’s service, 8 St. John’s Road, Kirkdale, 
Liverpool, Eng., writes : “ I suffered two years ofagony from an 
affection in the head which six physicians pronounced incurable.

They were divided in opinion as to 
whether it was acute neuralgia of the 
head or rheumatic affection ofthe brain, 
but all agreed that I could never recover. 
In my paroxysms of pain it needed two 
and sometimes three men to hold me 
down in bed. When at death’s door,

ST. JACOBS OIL
was applied to my head. It acted like magic. It saved my life. 
I am well and hearty, and have had no return of the trouble.”

“ALL RIGHT! 6T. JACOBS OIL DID IT."

Mbs. Winslow’s Soothing Stbup has been 
nsed by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 
send at once and get a bottle of “Mrs. 
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for Children 
Teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 
mothers, there is no mstake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins
low’s Soothing Sybup.

Miss Eater (after the theatre) — What a 
splendid dinner table that was on the 
stage. It made me feel hungry myself. 
Mr. Munneyless—I felt that way, too; 
but I have since lost my appetite.

SAFE, SURE AND PAINLESS.
What a world of meaning this statement 

embodies. Just what you are looking for, 
is it not? Putnam’s Painless Com Ex
tractor — the great sure-pop corn cure — 
acts in this way. It makes no sore spots ; 
safe, acts speedily and with certainty; 
sure and mildly, without inflaming the 
parts; painlessly. Do not be imposed 
upon by imitations or substitutes.

“Freddy,” asked his teacher, “what 
does leap year mean ? ” “ One day extra 
of school,” answered Freddy, sadly.

AT HOME AND ABROAD.
Physicians, travellers, pioneers, settlers, 

invalids and all classes of people of every 
degree, testify to the medicinal and tonic 
virtues of Burdock Blood Bitters, the 
most popular and effective medicine ex
tant. It cures all diseases of the stomach, 
liver, bowels and blood.

The turfman who has named a span of 
horses Annie Rooney and McGinty, ber 
cause they are chestnuts, seems to have a 
fine sense of the fitness of things.

DR. T, A. SLOCUM'S
Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 
Oil. If you are Feeble and Emaciated — 
Use it. For sale by all druggists. 35 
cents per bottle.

Rimer (entering the editorial sanctum)— 
I have written a poem on the grip, sir. 
Editor (who is just over a severe attack of 
the malady) — Well, it deserves it.

“ How delicious is the winning 
Of a kiss, at love’s beginning,”— 

sings the poet, and his statement is true 
with one possible exception. If either 
party has the catarrh, even love's kiss 
loses its sweetness. Dr. Sage’s Catarrh 
Remedy is a sure cure for this repulsive 
and distressing affliction. By its mild, 
soothing, antiseptic, cleansing and heal
ing properties, it cures the worst cases. 
$500 reward offered for an incurable case.

There are two kinds of dogs, the good 
kind which belongs to yourself and the 
worthless cur that is kept by your neigh
bor. _____________

DR. T. A, SLOCUM’S
Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 
Oil. If you have a cold—Use it. For 
ale by all druggists. 35 cents per bottle.

Why is an alligator the most deceitful 
of all animals ? Because he takes you in 
with an open countenance.

COLD WEATHER TRIALS.
Dear Sirs,— This fell and winter I suf

fered from neuralgia in my face and had 
the best medical advice without avail. I 
at last thought of trying B. B. B., and 
after using one bottle have not felt any 
symptoms of neuralgia since. I regard it 
as a fine femily medicine. J. T. Dhost, 
Heaslip, Man.

Suitor — “I come to ask you for your 
daughter’s hand.” Her Father — “ She is 
my only daughter.” Suitor — “ Well, sir, 
one is all I want.”

DR. T. A. SLOCUM’S 
Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 
Oil. If you have Catarrh—Use it. For 
sale by all druggists. 35 cents per bottle.

Clubable.— Bouttown : Do you belong 
to the Actor’s Club ?

New Acquaintance — No ; I’m an actor. 
I belong to the Press Club.

“Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment takes 
the lead; there is none better,” says a 
Boston druggist.

Throw a tin man out of the window 
and he will come down plump.
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powder

PUREST,

'STRONGEST, 
BEST,

A Day.
A GAIN OF A POUND A DAY IN THE 

CASE OF A MAN WHO HAS BECOME “ALL 
RUN DOWN,” AND HAS BEGUN TO TAKE 
THAT REMARKABLE FLESH PRODUCER,

SCOTT’S
EMULSION

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL WITH
Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda
IS NOTHING UNUSUAL. TlIIS FEAT 
HAS BEEN PERFORMED OVER AND OVER
again. Palatable as milk. En
dorsed by Physicians. Scott’s 
Emulsion is put up only in Salmon
COLOR WRAPPERS. SOLD BY ALL DRUG
GISTS AT SOC. AND $1.00

SCOTTâf BOWNE, Belleville.

CONSUMPTION.
I have a positive remedy for the above disease ; 

by its use thousands of oases of the worst kind and 
of long standing have been cured. Indeed so strong 
is my faith in its efficacy, that I will send TWO 
BOTTLES FREE, with a VALUABLE TREATISE 
on this disease to any sufferer who wUl send me 
their EXPRESS and P. O. address.

T. A. SLOCUM, M. C„ 186 ADELAIDE St 
WEST TORONTO, OKI.
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Mr. Lorenzo F. Sleeper is very 
well known to the citizens of Apple- 
ton, Me., and neighborhood. He 
says: “ Eight years ago Iwastakèn 
“ sick, and suffered as no one but a 
“ dyspeptic can. I then began tak- 
* ‘ ing August Flower. At that time 
“I was a great sufferer. Every- 
“ thing I ate distressed me so that I 
“had to throw it up. Then in a 
“ few moments that horrid distress 
“ would come on and I would have 

‘‘to eat and suffer 
Forthat “again. Itooka
„ .. “ little of your med-
Horrld “ icine, and feltmuch
Stomach “better, and after

“ taking a little more 
Feeling. “August Flower my

“Dyspepsia disap- 
“peared, and since that time I 
“ have never had the first sign of it. 
“lean eat anything without the 
“least fear of distress. I wish all 
“ that are afflicted with that terrible 
“disease or the troubles caused by 
“ it would try August Flower, as I 
“ am satisfied there is no medicine 
“equal to it.” «

BURDOCK
Regulates the Stomach, 

Liver andBowels, unlocks 
theSecretions.Puriflesthe 
Blood and removes all Im
purities from a Pimple to 
the worst Scrofulous Sore.

BLOOD

BITTERS

-$• CURELS
DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS. 
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE 
SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA. 
HEARTBURN. SOUR STOMACH 
DIZZINESS. DROPSY 
RHEUMATISM. SKIN DISEASES

NOTARY SEALS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

STATE SEALS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

OFFICIAL SEALS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

SEALING WAX, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

PAPER FASTENERS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

PAPER FILES, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

CUPS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

MORTGAGES, DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE, etc.

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

"Tiext/door to Davis, Staples & Co.

R. C. MCREADIE,
Plumber, Gas Fitter,

AND

TLN SMITH,
WOULD Inform the people of Freder 

icton and vicinity that he has re 
sumed business on Queen Street,

OPP CODNTY COURT HOUSE,
where he Is prepared to till an orders In 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

PECTACLES — .

THE

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.56 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Moulding Nails.
JÜ8T RECEIVED :

3Z1A8E8 Moulding Nails, in one pound parers 
V Ï £ i # 1 1Î 1£ inches ; 10 Kegs in If 2 
2£ 2§ and 3 inches long. Well finished bright

And for sale by
B. CHESTNUT & BONS.

Bells. Bells.
JÜ8T RECEIVED :

QC TXOZEN Team Bells. Straps to suit. Chimes 
-L* for Shafts. Gongs for Back Biddies.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip* 

tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

WM. WILSON,
Agent.

Skates. Skates.
JUST RECEIVED $

A FULL line of Acme Skates. Long Reach and 
Boys Skates. Straps, Gimlets and Skate 

Screws.
B. CHESTNUT & SONS,

AND >
gYEGLASSES^

25, 60 and 75 cts.
PER PAIR.

No More Fancy Prices

I have just received 500 pairs of 
Spectacles and Eyeglasses, which I will 
sell from 25 to 75 cts. per pair and 
guarantee a perfect fit in every case. 
These are not cheap, shoddy goods, such
as are sold by peddlers, but a good reliable 
article.

Call and Examine At

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS.

FREDERICTON.

GRAND SALE

MCMURRAY & CO. will offer on MONDAY next, March 21st, over

,ooa BOOJ

Having purchased the stock in trade of Mr. E. B. Nixon, at a very low price, consisting of

Fine Bronzes, Gilts and Plain Papers,
Together with the balance of our own stock we will sell at PRICES lower than 

ever offered in this city. The stock must be sold to make room 
for our NEW PAPERS to arrive in a few days.

McMURRAY & CO.
P. S.—On hand a large stock of Window Shades, Plain and Fancy, at lowest prices.

MCMURRAY & Co.

-A -

BOTTLE.

USE IT FOR

Difficulty of Breaking 
Tightness of the Cnest 
Waiting Away of Flesh 
Throa!t Troubles 
Consumption 
Bronchitis, Weak Lungs 
Asthma, Coughs 
Catarrh, Colds

DR. T. A.

SLOCUMS
Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure

COD LIVER OIL
TASTELESS

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS.
LABORATORY, TORONTO, ONT.
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