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Literature.

DISFIGURED.

CHAPTER IL

(Continued from last issue.)

*“You are too graphic, Miss Heath,”
said Lenthall, seeing Joan's ashy face.
“‘Let me tuke you to- 2 seat, Miss Ken-
net.”

“No, no, thank you,” she said, very

decisively. “I would rather hear the
rest.. JIs he—is he dangerously hurt,
Phyllis?’

“When I came to,” she answered, de-
clining to give the conclusion of the story
‘before legitimately reaching it, ‘‘mamma
being in a great fright, and pouring lots
of dreadfully cold water-on me, he was
dowa in the dining-room, -and the doctor
had been- sent ‘for—and his father, old
Mr. Emerson. Papa wanted him to stay
here’so as not to be moved, but Mr. Em.
erson would have him - home at any cost.
I didn’t see him, but I just crept down to
the deur, and oh\dur, it was. 8050 hor-
rid!”

“What was?"" Mrs. Kennet gent]y in.
quired.-

*‘T heard him gruan' It frightened me
80, I van away as hard as I could!” and
she shuddered. 1

““And is that all you know about it,
Miss Heathf” :

“Almost. Papa went to ask how he
was this morning. His head was very.
much hurt, and the horse had kicked him,
but there was no danger. But he will
be wery much disfigured. Isu't it a
pity?”

*“Idon’t know so much about that,”
said Carter Abbott, pulling his long mus-
tache.  ‘‘He was too good-looking be-
fore. No chance for us poor plain fel-
lows.”

“Poor fellow!” sighed Phyllis, with a
pensive air. “His mother is fesrfully
upset. And as for Lottie! Papa said
she had cried herself into a perfect fright.
There, that's all. Now, let us have some
tennis. I see that game is tinished.
Joan, what do you say to Mr. Abbott and
me against you and Mr. Lenthall?”

Joan excused herself and wagwalking
away, when she found Lenthall by ber
side. He was extremelv grave, and cer-
tain lines appeared in his furehead, which
only showed when he was disturbed in
mind. He saw that his companion was
preoccupied, and for a little ‘while he uﬁ
nothing.

But when Joan fonua that they had
strayed to some distance from the rest,
she turned about to go back. And though
she did not know * , Lenthall ‘had alniost
taken this opportlmity to tell her of a

* hope hahaihngw:n.hu

heart. = i
If it hnd not been for her  pallor and

“ill-concealed agitation on hearing of Em-

erson’s accident, he would have spoken
the wordsithat trembled unattered on his
lips. Asit was, he kept fthem back,
afraid to risk the almost certain *‘No.”

An hour later, Mrs. Keunet signed to
her daughter that she wished to take
leave,- but Phyllis caught Joan by the
arm.

**Come up to my room, before you go,”
she wbispered “I have somecthing to
show you.’

The two girls wnlked decorously in at
the open French window, but once out of
sight ran upstairs at fuli speed. Inside
her room, Phyllis quickly locked the
door, and placed a chair for her fiiend.

“Sit down,” she said, '‘‘while I get it
out.”

Joan obeyed, half wondering what was
to come, while Phyllis turned the key in
a drawer and then pulled it open. The
next instant she held up by the brim,
with foretinger and thumb, a battered,
shapeless thing, hardly récogmzably for
what it originally was—a hat!

“Look there!” and she waved it before
Joan’s astonished eyes. ‘I picked it up,
and brought it here, just to look at, and
now'Idon’t know what on earth to do
with it! T daren’t let it be seen—anyone
would think I was in “love with him.
I am—rather. What would you do with
it, if you were me?”’

*T don’t know,” said Joan looking in-
tently at it, without the shadow ofa
smile.

*“Wouldn’t you like it, dear?”

*‘No, thank you: Phyllis, why don’t
you burn it?”

Phyllis shuddered.

¢It could never be any further use,”
Joan continued. *“What a crash he must
have come on his head to make that such
a shape. Ugh! It makes me feel quite

. sick.”

*You are sure you would not like to
have it, Joan? I thought you would want
to treasure it up.”

Joan laughingly declined the offer, and
after the drawer was once more closed
and locked, titey descended the stairs to-
gether.

After this Joan only heard of Emerson
at intervals, sometimes through his sister
Lottie, sometimes from the Heaths. And
now and then she met Fred Lenthall,
whose manner to her was completely al-
tered from the time of his friend’s acci-
dent. :

About this time her mother insisited on
Joan taking iron; and not being satisfied
with the result of a course of that tonic,
tried steel. ‘Joan said nothing, bnt took
her doses with apathetic resignation.

Two months passed, and Mrs. Kennet
had prescribed plenty of open aiy exer-

POOR

DOCUMENT

QUEENS COUNTY GAZETTE. GAGETOWN, N. B., WEDNESDAY, MAY 9, 1900,

cise. Join not unfrequently sent little
noteés to Lottie asking for her company.

One day, in the middle of September,
the latter called for her, and asked her to
accompany her to the village.

Lottie was in rather low spirits.

“Did your brother ever tell you of the
trick he played me here?’ asked Joan,
pausing at the well-remembered ‘spot on
the hill. ‘‘He dressed up as a beggar and
followed me.”

Lottie had heard nothing of the incid-
dent, 8o Joan recounted it for her bene-
fit.

“That makes matters more clear to
me!” said Lottie, slipping her hand
through her friend’s arm. *“You have
not forgiven him, you cruel girl!”

Joan made no reply, but her lips curv-
ed into a smile not easy for Ler friend to
understand,

““The house is so gloomy now,"” sighed
Lottie. * ‘It seems as though Kane would
pever.recover his old light-heartedness,
Mamma is always grieving over his dis:
figurement; and papa is so quiet and seri-
ous now Kane never makes him ' laugh as
heused to. - I do py best, and Fred
comes in very, often and tries to cheer us
all up; but in spite of all we do,.the poor.
boy keeps so thin and dispirited—and’
the doctor says he will never be better.

unless we can get over those dreadful at- |

tacks of depression.”

*Poor little Lottie!” said Joan, tender-
ly, as the girl’s voice became low and
tearful.

“My happmgs is all clonded,” Lottie
went on after a pause.* *I Ghee thought
that if Fred were to ask me to'be his wife
I should be too happy to live. And
things “have turned out so differently!
ALt Joan, T used to be so “jealous of you

‘He used to follow you' everywhere, and

was only civil to me. Everyone used to
run after you. Who would have thought
that both Phyllis and I should be engsg-
ed first!”

“Phyllis engaged!”

“To Mr. Abbott.
perfectly happy.
follow suit?’

Joan was gathering and eating _black-

They, at least, seem
When do you mean to

_berries. = She hooked down a high branch
' with her umbrella, and gathered allthe

ripe fruit from it before she answered,
quietly:

“Not at all!”

Lottie looked at her eagerly.

“Why pot? Joan, you might tell me
whether you have any reason for saying
so—whether there isu’t someone you care

‘for? Yon know it would go no farther.”:

“No farther than Mr. Leuthsll, you
mean,” said Joan, quietly. *‘No, Lottie,

dear, I have no little romance to tell. - I|s

i

huad one once, but 1t is over,—dead and:

buried. There, now you know all there |

is to know.”
She walk om, so sbstracted that it was

-{ some mmubea before she Was aware 'that

Lottie was crymg

He large eyes became llmest round
with surprise.

““What is wrong?” and she passed her
arm round the weeping girl, and drew
her to where the ferny bcnk offered a
tempting seat.

*‘My last hope!” sobbed Lottie, indis-

finctly. “‘Don’t, Joan! Let me alone!
I thought better of you!”
“What do you mean? I don’t under-
stand.” ]

Lottie dashed away her tears, and
drew away from the tenderly encircling
arm. :

“I would not belieye it before. He
said you avoided him eoming from church
but I was sure he was mistaken,—I knew
you-used to care for him. Why, if Fred

were hideous, I should not care. He
would be the same to me. Here, let’s go-

back!” :

**Go back!” Joan repeated, I thought
you wanted me to go into the village with
you?”’

“Not now—not that way!” and Lottie,
looking nervous and excited, caught Joan
by the arm, and tried to drag her back
the way they had come.

‘‘Are there some cows coming?’ Joan
asked, superfluously, for the road here
turned a sharp corner, and it would have
been impossible to have seen anything un-
til is was upon them. ‘‘How absurd you
are! T don’tstir until you tell me why!”

“Because,” stammered Lottie, her
cheeks becoming as red as her eyelids,
“*because—oh, here they are!”

As she spoke Lenthall and Emerson
turned the corner, arm-in-arm.

*“This was a plan, then! Lottie, I'll
never forgive you!” said Joan, in a hasty
whisper.

She shook hands in a eold and distant
way with each of the young men. Len-
thall was unconscious of any stiffness, for
he had seen the wetness of certain eyes
and was all anxiety to learn the cause.

“Emerson, however, instantly shrank
into himself, for he had become painfully
sensitive. morbidly attributing any fan-
cied slight to his changed appeararce.
Scarred, he was, cértainly, but his dark
eyes had not altered, except in expres:
sion. v

““Shall we turn back with them, Kane?”
Lenthall asked, and received a sign of as-
sent. i

There wasno help for it! Lottie and
Fred must be allowed to linger just out
of hearing, and to converse in tender un-
dertone.

Joan felt that she had been trapped,
and suspected Emerson of being in the
plot, though in fact he was under the im-
pression that the meeting was purely ac-
cidential.

“I am glad to. see you are able to go

out again,” said Joan, formally,

*“This is not the first time. IV was at
church last Sunday,” he answered in the

‘ume manner.

“Yes, I saw you,” und Juan tried to’
appear unconscious of his quick glance.

““I thought so—though you would not
speak to mel”

The reproach made Joan feel a little
choky in the throat. How could she tell
him why she had shrunk from the meet-
ing—not trusting her own power to greet
him calmly?

““This is the first time we have met,”

Kane went on, as shie was silent, “‘since I
offended you so bitterly. I hardly
thought you would nurse that offence so
long—after I apologized.”
' “Idid not,” said Joan,” finding a
voice, but rather a harsh one, through the
effort to command it. . I was annoyed
at the time, but that was a

Then her coldness and dlstauce was all
due to his marred face, Kane thought,
and longed 1mpatlently for the interview
to end. :

*“I shall not annoy you in that way
again,” he began, for the sake of saying
ing something. “I thivk when ['fell on my
‘héad T smashed my organ of humor, for
I've always felt sober enough since.”

Joan’s throat ‘was a little troublesome
again. : ? .

“Tt is being out of health,” ‘she said,
after a minute. ' *“That’s all I hgpe.”

**What, den’t you think it.an improve-
ment? T remembering your complmnmg
that I was never serious.’

““And now I wish you were less 50,”
said -Joan, looking ‘Bway from him.
“‘Shall we wait for the others?”

“If you like,” and he looked back to
where the lovers followed slowly far be-
hind.

“I never gave you credtt for so much
vanity, Mr. Emerson,” said Joan, break-
inf the unoonfomble silence.

iﬁv_'ms’-!‘ll 3
- *“What is it but_vanity that makes a
scar or two treuble you so much?’

- It is not the sears, but the difference
I find in my fnendu,” he msweredmoodl
ly.

“You surely don't think such a t'lmg
a8 that would make any Mmmm your

 friends?”’

*We. will take one mamu,” said
Kane, looking her full in the face. **You

“}and I used *o be on good enougﬁinlm

until I offended you. - Youngsyog luve

forgotten thltn&lrmﬁyet
Bennppodoxptmvoly hti Ma.

then added: . ¢ .
~-1mesm-m»-m4w Bln

s Butat,” paid Tdnn" m&. < - 36

mnawm&duﬁxﬁd Twas -5;- .

| ably antpulad

_He did not answer nor lnok n.thm i

Joan paused a minute, then pnm
to impulse, and laid a hand gently on his
arm.

‘‘Please don’t think—-"

Her voice failed, but her swunmmg
eyes said the rest. Emerson gazed . into
them at first in the most genuine sston-
ishment, which gave place to something
very different.

;- “Jom"

Lottie had been watching them all thé
time, only half attending to' Lenthall's
remarks. Again and again she had sigh-
ed to see so much of the road between the

ir.
p‘But now she turned to her oompunon
with a satisfied sniile.

' “Look there, Fred!” said she, archly,
“do you feel jealous?” '

O:chard and Garden.

Cut . grafts. before the buds begin to

swell,

Plant out a few new fruit trees every
spring.

- Wood ashes are especially beneficial to
onions,

Peaches require a high, dry and mod-
erately fertile seil.

Be ready to make some early garden at
the first favorable opportunity.

One advantage in having the ground
well prepared and the places for the trees
staked out is that the planting of the or-
chard can he done in much better season.

‘The best strawberries are Borne on the
thriftiest and most vigorous plants. A

little well rotted manure put around
each plant will aid materially to secure
this condition.

One advantage with thrifty, = vigorous
young trees, with plenty of roots, is that
they will muke a' good start to grow
while older, larger trees are recovering
from the effects of transplanting.

Dont's for the Nursery.

Don’t let a child cry or gob itself to
sleep, Josephine Miller writes in The
American Queen. bEearn the cause.
There usually is a cause for the crying or-
sobbing of a healthy child and remedy it.

Don’t\comb an infant’s hair. Brush it.

Don’t force a child to eat if its food is
distasteful to it. A little rest to the di-
gestive organs is beneficial.

Don’t let the little folks play with do-
mestic pets that are allowed to roam
about the streets. Diphtheria and other
dire ills are sometimes carried into the
home in this way.

Don’t fail to have all the milk and all

the water consumad by the baby boiled.
Builing kills all bacteria.

Don’t shut out fresh air and sunshine
from baby’s living and sleeping rooms.
Sleep is more refreshing at night for the
flood of sunshine and air into the room
during the day.

Don’t feed-a child the moment it cries.
There are other causes of gnef besides
hunger.

Don’t frighten a child or laugh at its
fears. Fear is the result of inexperi-
ence, and childish fears are real.

Don’t decorate the nursecy walls with
pictures. They cannot understand.

Don’t always trust the advice of a wo-
man who has raised a family. A doe-
tor’s advice is sometimes much better.

The Honey Makers.

Bees can endure dry cold,” but not
dampness.

There are no lazy bees.
Dbees build drone comb.

Heat does not damage honey, but
tends toripen and improve it. Damp-
ness and darkness 1o not agree with it.

Honey that remains in the comb for
some time after” being stored is‘always
the best articie when extracted.

In very cold weather bees often die,
and, falling, will clog the entrance. They
must be removed or the bees will smoth-
er.

During the winter care must be taken
in removing dead bees, 80 as not to dis-
turb the hive and arouse them mto ac-
tivity.

1t is not 5o much in understanding the
theory of beekeeping that brings success
as in the capacity for looking after the
details.

If there is too much drone comb in the
hive, .remove it and replace it with work-
er comb. In this way the supply of
drones is easily regulated.

By having and keeping the entrance to
the hives and vicinity clean and con-
venient for the bees to get in and out
méauy bees may be saved in - ‘winter.

When bees receive but little attention
and are allowed to build all of their own
comb, they always have a large amount
of - drone comb, and this results in an
overproduction of drones. —St. Louis
R&public,' 4

Bxtensive System of Dairying.

ntensive system of dairying, an  English
authority fells that  the ' cows should be
‘groomed daily, and in hot weather they
-are all'the better fora cold shower bath
in the wmorning. This can be given
where there'is a supply of water by gravi-
tation, by means of a rubber hose.  The

| cows'are easily kept clean and thrive
‘| well under such treatment.
‘| leave their stalls and when the milk

They never

ymldfnlhbelow eight quarts they are
*sold

~ Got What He Asked For.
“So you' are lo«»ﬁin‘g for = position,”
said the merchant tothe youth with the
high ‘cofar and noisy- necl\tle. *“What

can you do?”
“Oh  anyrhing,” replied the youny
man.  *“Oh course Tdoo't expect the

junior partnership at the start but I
~ant to be sure of an early rise.’

“Very well,” replied the werchant.
Tl mnke you assistant junitor.  You will
rise at 4 o’clock every morning and sweep
the floors.

“Thoy offered a Bible at our church
last year to.the most regular attendant.

“Who got the Bible?

“The sexton.”’

The End is Paralysis.

If the Wasted Nerves avo not restored and
reviialized by Dr. Chase’s
. Nerve Food.

e

“A living mind in a dead body"” is the way
paralysis is sometimes described.© What can be
more horrible than to lose all control of the body
and feel death gradual'y claiming you for its own?

Sleeplessness, nervousness, headache, loss of
energy and vitality, gloomy forebodings, easy
fatigue and weakness of 'the body are symptoms
of the nerve exhaustion which will finally end in
paralysis, nervous prostration or insanity,

‘Whether overwork, worry or irregular habits
were the cause, restoration can be most effectu-
ally brought about by a few months’ treatment
with Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, the great restora-
tive in plll form.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food instils vital energy

gradually but surely builds up the system,
creates new nerve force and permanently cures
all nervous disdrders and weaknesses of men,
women and children,

As a restorative its efficacy is unrivalled by

any preparanon known to scienee. It restores
color to the cheeks, roundress to the form and

elasticity to every movement of the body,

so cents a box, at all dealers, or EDMANSON,
BATEs & Co., Toronto. Book ree, z
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Cook’s Sure

Dongh (e

The best remedy known for
Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness, Croup,
Sore Throat, Consumption, Bron-
chitis, Asthma, and all affections
of the Throat and Lungs.

Relief experienced after the
first dose. One bottle will cure
the worst cases.
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For housc keepers will be sold at
: very low prices

lace Curtains, Carpets,
 Oilcloths, Window Blinds
' and Straw Matting.
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2 yards wide, very heavy only

Tapestry Carpet only

Hemp Carpet 12¢., also
Stair Carpet only

A N e 7

: L0 ‘s ‘e frmgad, Qlﬂy
¥ . ¢ % with lace, only

---------------

Lace Curtains.
-2 yards long taped edges only

extra good value only

= » English | Oilcloths.

Carpets. |

Tapestry Catpet, better qualities, only
%u-pat Patterns

Window Blinds.

¢ i A Linen Blind, springs warranted, only
fancy border, only

Straw Matting.

25 pxeces Stmw Mutung., assorted patterns, only 13c. yd.
" AT ~

B. Myers’,
69}5 Main Street,
. ST. JOHN, - -
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North End.
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33e.
40c.
76e.
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55c. yard.

3bc¢.
650c.
14c

1lec.
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Oxford CLOTH

For 1200 is Handsome, Smooth and Strong.

If you want satisfaction and extra value for your wool this summer, trade
£2 with one of the Oxford Agents.

John Robinson, jr., Nar
Wm. Livingston, Inchby.

It will pay you.
D J. W. Dickie, Gagetown.

rows.

D. Palmer, jr.,, Douglas Harbor. *
Estabrooks & Burpee, Upper Gagetown.

0.

We Carried ;f tie Gold Medal Last Year

<Y at the Great International Exhibition in the West.

the only Gold Medal ever won by any Woolen Mill iri Canada.

We believe this to be

Oxioed Manufaeturing Co. Ltd.

Oxford, N. S.
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The Best Weekly Newspaper in
New Brunswick.

ONLY $1.00 A YEAR.
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