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elected literature.
Special Reductions. Genuine Bargains.

A fine assortment of all-Wool Tweeds, at 47c.
Canadian Homespun, Extra Heavy, 39c. 

Fine Canadian Tweeds, from 55c. (all-wool).
Men’s Shirts and Drawers, from 56c., the suit. 

Men’s all-Wool Shirts and Drawers, from SI.10 the Suit.
Men’s Country Socks, 20c., Cardigansy85c. 

Swansdowns, 8c. 9c. 11c. 13c., splendid value.
Grey Flannels from 18c., Homespun Shirtings from 20c. 

28 in. all-Wool Grey Flannel, 2Sc„ a job lot A 1 value.
A special lot of fine Union Flannels, at ^2c.

Scarlet Flannels, 18c., White do., 25c.
Tickings from 14c., Striped Osnaburg, lHc.

Dress Meltons from 10c. 13c. 18c. 23c. -
Fancy Check do. now selling at 17c.

Ulster Cloths from 55c., double width.
Nap Cloths from 87c.

Ladies’ Cloth Jackets reduced in price.
Ladies Shawls.

Tam O’Shanters, 30c.
Bed Comfortables, 90c., White Blankets, $2.2o. 

All Goods reduced in price. "^£33
P. S. I am not retiring from the retail trade, nor have I any rub

bish to offer at auction.

CURES

HEALS

PAINS — External and 
Internal.

T3T?T T17VI7C Swelling.,AXUiJulUj V JCjO Contraction.
of the Muscle*, Stiffness of the Joint», Sprain», 
Strains.

Bruises, Scalds, Burns, 
Cracks, Scratches and

B. FAIREY,
Newcastle.

Newcastle, Nov. 7,1887.

Law and Collection Office

Barrister & Attorney at Law,
Solicitor in Bankruptcy, Convey

ancer, Nota-v Public, etc,

Real Estate 4 Fire 
Agent.

Insurance

gg- CLAIMS collected 4a all parts ol me 
Dominion.
Offlcet-NEWCASTLE, N.B.

L. J. TWEEDIE, 
attorney a barrister 

AT LAW.
.-TOTABT- PUBLIC,

CONVEYANCER, &c.,

Chatham, N. B.

OFFICE Old Bank Montreal.

J D. PHINNEY.
Barrister A Attorney at Law,

SOI AH Y PUBLIC, Ac., 

KICHIBtTOTO. 2sr- B- 
OvFtcn—Coukt House Square.

May 6,1684.

PHOENIX Fire Insurance Co’y.,

OF LONDON. 

SSTABLISHBD 1782.

LOSSES. PAIB over $75,000.000,
BURAHOKB EFKBCTSO AT RràSONABLE RATES.

IiOSSES Prompt,T Paid.

W. A. PARK, - Agent-
Newcastle, 10th Dec. 188$. lyr*

F. L. PEDOltN, M. D.7
PHYSICIAN and Sl'IUHION.

NEWCASTLE, KT- B.
OFFICE at house formerly occupied by M. 

0. Thompson,
Newcastle, June II, 1887.

CANADA HOUSE.
Chatham, Hew Bruswi.

Will. JOHN8TON, Proprietor

Considerable outlay has been made on the 
bouse to make it a first class Hotel and travellers 
still find it a desirable temporary residence 
both as regards location £tiid comfort. It is 
situated within two minutes walk of Steamboat 
landing and Telegraph and Post Offices.

The pi oprieto: returns thanks to the Public 
for tl-e encouragement given him in the past, 
«nd will endeavor by courtesy and attention to 
rrerit the same in the future.

GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS
For Commercial Trave'iers and SYuhling oil the 
pj fit isec.

Oct. 12, 1885.

HOTEL BRUNSWICK,
MONCTON, NEW BRUNSWICK,

t BO. Me* WEENY, 

Proprietor.

CEO. D. FJCH,

F. GLEMENTSON & GO.
OUR STOCK OF

CROCKERY,
CHINA,

and CLASS, 
LAMPS and LAMP GOODS,
is now complete for the coming spring. We 
invite
_ COUNTRY TRADERS
visiting St John to call and see onr unusually 
varied stock, which we are offering at lowest 
possible prices.

CBATSS
suitable for country stores always in stock.

F. GLEMENTSON * Co.
Dock Street,

St John.
St John N. B., April 27, ’87. lyr.

Cats.

5M Stable Remedy in tie World!™
/^TyT^ fJ'CJ Rheumatism, Neural 

U JaTjO gia, Hoarseness, Sore 
Throat, Croup, Diphtheria and all kindred af. 
flictions.

LARGE BOTTLE!
POWERFUL REMEDY I 

MOST ECONOMICAL!
AS IT COSTS BUT

35 Cents.
Druggists and Dealers pronounce it the best 

selling medicine they have.
BEWAREOF IMITATIONS,

v of which there are several on the market. 
'The genuine only prepaied by and bearing 

1he i-ame of

0. 0. RICHARDS & CO.,
YARMOUTH, N. S.

TESTIMONIAL.
Messrs. C. C. Richards k Co.

Dear Sins.—I was formel ly A re.ident of 
Port La Tour, N. S., and there received much 
benefit from Mixabd’s Liniment especially in 
diphtheria. Please tell me how I can obtain 
it here, as I cannot do without it in the house.

JOSEPH A. SNOW,
Norway, Maine.

Esitj’s Cci Liter Oil Cream,
-------WITH THE-------

Hypophosphites of Lime 8s Soda.
Warranted to contain 50 per cent, of the purest 

Norwegian Cod Liver Oil. The most Pal
atable, Digestible and Efficacious 

preparation, of Cod Liver Oil 
on the market.

8S" Children will take it and ask for more.
Endorsed by Physicians and prescribed by 

them.
What they say : “ I have no hesitation in 

stating that it is the most perfect Emulsion of 
Cod Liver Oil I ever saw.” Another says—“ I 
hare prescribed it extensively during t»e past 
three years and am prepared to state that no 
other preparation of the kind has met with 
equal acceptance at the hands of my patients. ” 

Prepared only by E. M. ESTEY, Pharmacist 
Sold by druggists everywhere, 

fy Price 50 cents per bottle. TE*
Sold in Newcastle by

E. LEE STREET, 
Druggist.

Oct. 31, 1887.

Willis, Mott & Co.
GOLDEN GROVE WOOLEN MILLS.

Manufacturers of
Tweeds, Homespuns, Blanketsipii

Flunnels, Yarns, etc.
Carding, Spinning and Weaving done to 

order or on «lunes.
Fleeoe Wool bought foi Cash or taken in ex- 

change for Good,.
MILLS, GOLDEN GROVE, St. John Coun

ty. Warehouse and Salesroom, 195 Union 
Street, 2nd door East from Charlotte, St. John, 
N. B.

ALEXANDER WILLIS.
T. PARTELOW MOTT.

St. John, Oct. 22, 1887.

o. J. MacCULLY, M.A., M. D..
Mean. BOT. cot. 8CB0., LONDON,

SPECIALIST,

DISEASES OF EYE, EAR It THROAT, 
Office : Cor. Shurch and Main St., Moncton. 
Moncton, Nov. 12, 88,

TUNING ai B1PAÏRING.
J. O. Biedermann, PIANOFORTE and OR

GAN TUNER,
Repairing a Specialty.
ular vwife inade to the Northern Counties, of 

jeh dne notice will b^ given-' 
jVders for tuning» etc., can be sent to the 

Advocate Office, Newcastle.
J. O. BIEDERMANN. 

St John, May 6. 1887.

KEARY HOUSE
(Formerly WILBUR’S HOTEL.)

BATHURST, - - - H.B. 
THUS. F. KBiRY - Proprietor.

This Hotel has bïsën entirely refitted and re
furnished throughout. Stage connects with gll 
trains.' Livery connectai >itb thé Hotel. 
Yachting Facilitigs. Some of the best trout 
a' d salmon pools within eight miles. Excellent 
si.lt water bathing. Goon Sample Rooms for 
commercial men.
TERMS $1.90 per day; 
j Rooms $1.75.
! Bathurst, Oct. X, ’86.

CEO. STABLES,
Auctioneer 8 Commission Merchant,

NEWCASTLE,m N.B.
’ all kinds handled on Commission
IseS-Orda made.

__ ad to Auctions in Town and Country
a sa.Jsfactory manner.

{ Kewoastie, -A”g. 11, ’Sf.

Clifton Honso,
Pnaeess $g4 143 Germain Street. 

§T. JOHN, 1$. B.

RS^ PROPRIETOR,
_____  Futeam throughout Prdmpt at

tentionand moderate charges. Telephone "com- 
mmiicstion with all parts of the city.

April 620, ’8.

with Simile

I, I. W
Heated

SKUTWBB’S
Carpet Warehouse,

5S KING STREET.

My Spring Stock is now complete in every 
Department, and customers can rely on getting 
the best assortment ever offered in this market.
125 Designs BRUSSELS;
100 “ TAPESTRY;
50 “ WOOL CARPET;
25 “ LINOLEUM.

mtAINS AND POLES IN ENDLESS TAB1ETT
All Direct from the Manufacturers.

A. 0. SKINNER. 
St. John, April 26,1886.

CÜ-PAKTJNEHSBIP SOTICE.
The Subscriber, grateful for the liberal pat- 

ionage heretofore accorded to him in his basi 
ness of Undertaker, hereby gives notice that he 
has this day taken his son, R. L. Maltby, into 
partnership, under firm ofThos. Malt))y A Son
• . .. qiflOS. MAtT^Y.

Newcastle, Sept. 8, 1887*.
Referring to the above the Subscribers give 

notice that they will continue above business 
in all its branches, and promptly conduct the 
same in the first class style heretofore conduct
ed by the said Thos. Maltby, (who has been 
for over fifty years in the business,) and solicit 
a continuance of the same liberal patronage ac
corded to, him.

Newcastle, Sept,8, 1887.

\ T.HOS. MALTBY.! ft. il MA LTBY.

SAUSAGES.
CELERY, CAULIFLOWERS. 

tS" Wholesale and Retail. Ta

JOHN HOPKINS,
Engl'sh Sausage and Meat Shops,

188 UNION STREET, St. JOHN.
Oct. 24th, 1887-1

Okas. R. ESTEY.
Pharmacist and Chemist. 

Medical Hall - - Campbellton.

The Subscriber is Dealer in
FUSE DK(T«S and CHEMICALS, 

Chamois Skins, Sponges, 
Toilet .irtlcl«8. 

■BXPEBET’8 HOUIBOPATHIO MEDICINES, Etc.
AW Phtsiojans PevecRirnoNS a Speciality 

CHAS. ESTEY. 
Campbellton. Sept. 25, 1886.

1,800 CORDS
-OF—

White Birch Wanted.
Tenders will be received or contacts made 

for the supplying of 1,800 Cord. White

BIRCH SPOOL WOOD
in quantities from 50 Cords and upwards by- 
ihe undersigned, and from whom full particu 
lars can be obtained.

JOHN FEBGD80X.
Newcastle.v

Newcastle, Oct. 5, 1887.

1887. 1881,

I

1 will pay the highest prices in cash for any 
of the following RAW FUBS ;—Otter, Beaver, 
Bear, Mink, Martin, Lynx, Fox,Rat.

JAMES BROWN. 
Newcastle, Oct. 12, 1887.

THIS PAPER _ be Sound pq 
file ax Gao. P, 
Bowbll * Go's 

per Advertising Bureau (10 Sprues 
Street).whereadver- us— as Ufaaat, iNEW YORK.

castoria
fop Infants and Children»

* “Cssteria is so well adapted to children that 
[ recommend it as superior to any preacriptio» 
known to me.” JL A. Asobtr, m. D„

ill So. Oxford St, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Castoria ernes Colic, Constipation,
Sou, Stomach, Diarrhoea, Eructation,
Kills Worms, give* sleep, and promotes dj. 

gestion,
Without injurious medication.

Tne Centaur Coupant, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

THE HUNDREDTH MAN.

* Now, aee litre my friend,’ said John 
Proctor, liia honert eyes looking gravely 
into the tramp’s fice, as he balanced a 
dime on the tip of Ilia finger. * I’m not 
going to read you a homily on the eubjFct 
of labor, but I want to present to you a 
little matter of statistics. You know, as 
well as I, that the territory is swarming 
with men of your class. No less than six, 
begging for money, have stopped me on 
the street to-day, while down thereat the 
yard’—indicating with hit hand a row of 
tall 1 millier piles surrounding a building 
in the distance—1 we haven’t had three 
applications for work in a month.’

‘Try me.’
1 Do you imagine you would work if 

you had the chance ? I have had a little 
experience with fellows of your sort. 
You have such remarkable appetites. 
He addressed him generally, as ths re
presentative of a race. 11 on work half 
an hour, then come around with ths plea 
that you can’t woik on an empty stomach, 
draw an advance of half a dollar on your 
wages, and that is the last wc ever see of 
you.’

The man retorted so sharply, that one 
could almost have fancied the poor rem
nant of spirit still abiding in him, stirred 
him to something resembling wrath.

‘ Thrt’s always the way^ lie muttered.
‘ Say we won’t work ; then won’t give us 
a show. I know ws’re a pretty low-down 
lot, but some of us start out square 
enough. If a man gets down there is no 
getting up again.’

There was something almost pathetic 
in his very snllenness, as he shuffled 
away, hit rags flapping in the strong 
breeze, and ill-mated shoes chattering an 
accompaniment to his gait.

1 Come back here, will you 1’
John Proctot’s voice was stern and de

cisive. The tramp halted, hesitated, look
ed away, then shuffled back again.

‘ Come down to the yard this afternoon, 
and I’ll give you a job. But take this 
half-dollar and get filled up fint.’

He had exchanged the dune for a 
larger coin, an! held it in liis outstretch
ed hand.

The man did not immediately extend 
liis hand to take it. In the moment or 
two that elapsed, the young lumberman 
thought he detected a trace of something 
allied to resentful pride, in his bearing. 
But the illusion vanished as a grimy 
hand closed greedily upon the silver, and 
the fellow disappeared without even 
troubling himself to make any formal ex
pression of his gratitude.

John Proctor looked after him with a 
quizzical smile. Five minutes later he 
knew liis own name would be the toast 
of a drunken crowd of loafers in the sa 
loon around the corner. To be sur* it 
wouldn’t help to advance a certain 

Quixotic reputation which had attached 
itself to him since his first advent in this 
little New Mexican town. But he steadi
ly adhered to liis creed : Grant that 
ninety-nine out of a hundred of this 
population were thieves and mendicants, 
he was wont to say, he preferred to be 
victimized by the ninety and nine, rather 
than miss that hundredth man.

Arrived at the Park, a strip of land 
running through the heart of the place, 
the title to which was in dispute between 
the railroad company, a handful of de
termined squatters, and the government, 
John brought down the wire fence this 
noon with one vigorous kick. Kicking 
down this wire fence was one of the legit
imate pastimes of the inliabitante, who 
could not afford to make a detour of a 
mile or more to reach their place of busi
ness, nor yet hazard garments by scaling 
it. These encroachments on the part of 
the citizens had once been resitted with 
warlike demonstrations; but now, as 
Proctor stepped through the gap, a patient 
looking, round-shouldered little man ad
vanced, trundling a wheel-barrow laden 
with a huge coil of barb wire, and polite
ly greeting the trespasser, set about re
pairing the tence. Parsons was in the 
employ of the road, and scrupulously 
obeyed liis instructions, but a gleam of 
humor in liis eye told that he sympathiz
ed with the transgressors.

As John Proctor took his way down 
through the Park in the direction of his 
office, lie seemed to throw off the unpleas 
ant reflections which had been annoying 
him, with one shrug of his powerful 
shoulders. The young man’s eyes fell 
cheerily upon the somewhat incongruous 
array of buildings that constituted the 
town. He gloried in the homely little 
edifices, squatting over the ground in 
various directions. Had not every foot 
of lumber been supplied from his own 
lumber-yard ? And did nof thie ava
lanche of trade mean—Annie i Nothing 
coiild be mean or poor, which brought 
these weary years of waiting to an end.
He was a practical man, little given tfl 
enthusiasm of any sorq b\it for hyr sn|tP

gi'he look fid with glowing vision upon the 
turreted mountain tops in the distance, 
with their purple shadows and golden 
lights. How sfofi would rejoice oyer 
them, that r^uiet little denizen of Western 
prairies, wtio foac! lived among the mono
tonous levels of central IlHuoie all her 
life ’

The thought lent cheerful energy to 
his voice, as he entered the yard and gave 
some directions to Maxon, hie hard-work
ed book-keeper and general factotum. 
Proctor was dseply engrossed in making

ing lumber, when a shadow darkened the 
door, and the tramp stood before him. 
He could not repress an exchimatmir'fil 
surprise. The vagaliond ohserveiKit, and 
liis face lowered as he asserted himself 
defiantly.

1 Ye», I’ve come,’ lie said. ‘ What are 
you going to give me to do ?’

John Proctor put on liis hat and went 
with him into the yard, where an empty 
car was waiting to be filled on an older 
from a neighboring town. He showed 
the man a small slip of paper tacked on 
the end, and was about to explain where 
he would find the material designated, 
when the fellow threw off his coat and 
deftly attacked a pile of scantling, which 
happened to l>e the first item that was 
on the list.

‘ Hulloo !’ said Proctor, gazing at him 
in surprise. ‘You seem to know some
thing about this business.’

‘A little,’ returned the men shortly. 
The young lumberman took hie way 

back to the office. A little later the 
ruddy visage of Maxon looked in at the 
door, as he returned from dinner.

‘ Oh, by the way, Maxon, I have a new 
man at work out in the yard. You might 
keep an eye on him.’

‘Now, Mr. Proctor !’ exclaimed Maxon 
in holies* protest. ‘ Is it another of 
them fellows V

‘ Well, you see, lie declared he was 
willing to work, and it seems only fair to 
give a man a chance.’

The broad-shouldered young proprietor 
was avowedly on the defensive.

‘ So far as I am concerned, ol course, 
it’s nothing to me,’ observed Maxon de
jectedly. . ‘ But it puts me out to have 
you made a laughing stock all over town. 
It’s a shame—well, it’s no use talking. 
Yes, you may depend upon me to keep 
an eye‘on him, sir ! Those fellows will 
bear watching ! I say, though, Mr. 
Proctor, haven’t you got mighty close up 
to that hundred ?’

Half an hour later Maxon looked in 
again, liia face lit up with a mischievous 
smile.

‘ Don’t you want to lake a look at your 
new hand, now, Mr. Proctor|? He ie just 
like the reel of them ; sitting on a lumber-
pile, all doubled up with a pain in---- *

A flyiag Spanish conversation book 
checked further intelligence, and Maxon 
dodged around the corner.to escape other 
missiles. At six o’clock, when the hands 
came up te receive pay for their day’s 
labor, John Proctor saw liia protege stand
ing off a little distance. The man made 
no demand for wages, and hia employer 
took no notice of him. A* the men filed 
out the agent of the Plumbago City train, 
a personal friend of Proctor’s, came run
ning into the office with a package in hie 
hand.

‘ Here, Proctor, run them over,quickly, 
and sign this receipt. It’s the $5,000 
from Jaurez & Signor. I haven’t a mo
ment to spare.’

The lumberman hastily counted the 
notes, signed hie name to the receipt in 
a bold, dashing hand, and the agentliur- 
ried off.

Left alone, Proctor drew from his 
pocket a long, Russian leather pocket- 
book, and laid the notes carefully inside. 
As lie thrust this into his breast pocket, 
he chanced to glance toward the window, 
and encountered the hungry eyes of the 
tramp, following all hie movements from 
withoat. As the man saw that he was 
deteeted, lie paused, seemed about to j 
speak, then changed his mind, and saunt
ered away, carelessly. A vague anxiety 
assailed John Proctor. It was long after 
banking hours ; there was no help for it ; 
he must be the custodian of his treasure 
until morning.

He sat tip late that night. The pay
ment of this sum was all that was neces
sary to make the trip a definite and 
tangible matter. There was a pile of 
correspondence to be turned off, and a 
letter to be despatched to that little 
woman in Illinois, telling her to dis
charge her music-pupils and make ready 
for his coining. When he had finished 
his letters, he sat quietly for a while in 
hie big arm-chair. It was very late 
when he roee, and, locking doors and 
windows, proceeded to the little inner 
room where he slept. He drew off his 
coat, and, folding it carefully, placed it 
beneath his pillow. Then lie examined 
the barrels of an English bull-dog pistol, 
which hung upon a hook beside his bed. 
Reassured by this precaution, he sank in
to a heavy sleep.

Several hours before, a man had crawl
ed upon a low pile of planks, flanked by 
two others of towering heights. As lie 
stretched himself at full length, with a 
bundle of shakes for a pillow, he philo
sophically reflected that such fbed was not 
to be despised. He was not ill-qualified 
to judge, for hi* experience had been wide 
.nd çliversitied, and he had learned to 

weigh the most delicate points of variance 
with the fine diecrifliin^tion 0fa connois
seur.

fle had travelled half way across the 
continent without once knowing the shel
ter of a civilized roof. He had tented be
neath the fragrant shades of orange 
groves in Southern California, and in 
waving fields of golden grain some ter
rible July nights on the Colorado desert, 
where the mercury marks 110 degrees at 
midnight, parching for water, and chok
ing with the hot dust of the arid waste, 
waking at daylight to find the delusive 
mirage mocking him in the distance. He 
had sunk down exhausted on the barren 
plains of Arizona, and rouse.f tu wild him
self stabbed ib a thousand places by the

malicious breeze ; ever lured on by the 
• weet face of a child who had smiled 
farewell through a mist of tears.

The quiet of the place, the gentle stir
ring air, odorous with the fragrance of the 
pine woods, and the sleepy twinkle of the 
stars overhead, and the weariness of 
muscles unaccustomed to labor, 
lullèd him into slumber.

A little later two glowing sparks of fire 
seejned to glide down the railroad trar.kj 

around the office and disappeareal
within the long drying shed at it* rear. 
During their progress these sparks of tire 

Vccasionally described magnificent curves 
in the air, in the accentuation of certain 
rythmical utterances in the corrupted 
Spanish of the Mexican tongue. The 
lowest Mexican peon, who, all hie life 
goes half-clothed, half-fed, and unshelter
ed, handle! liis cigar or cigarette with the 
fine pomposity and careless grace of the 
proudest hidalgo.

John Proctor awoke that night to find 
himself assailed by a foe mightier than 
hie feeble imagination had pictured. He 
tried to rise but found himself unable to 
oppressed by a terrible sense of suffoca
tion from dense volumes of smoke which 
filled the air, through which vast sheets 
of flame darted their forked tongues to 
wards him. Suddenly the wall of flame 
and smoke was parted and the face of 
the tramp bent over him. He was 
roughly shaken, pulled off the bed, half 
dragged, half carried through the little 
private office and dragged into the larg
er room beyond, where the fire had be
gun its woik of devastation. Then voice 
end memory came back, and he shouted ;
‘ My notes ! In my coat-pocket—under 
the pillow—let me go !’

For an «newer lie wae violently pro
pelled ferward into the arms of some 
men, eagerly crowding through'the flam
ing doorway.. He fought with them, 
cursed them, end finally broke down and 
cried like a child. Maxou’s fierce tones 
recalled him to himself.

‘ Why, man, do yoa think we would 
let you go into that fiery furnace again ? 
See ! There goes the roof now)

With a gentle waving motion, the roof 
seemed to slowly vibrate to and fro, then 
eank down with a sudden crash, and a 
flying column of sparks celebrated its 
downfall.

With half-dazed senses John Proctor 
stared about him, and hit gaze wandered 
to the sky above, where an angry, crim
son glow had blotted ont the stars and 
rested on the distant mountain chains, 
weirdly reflecting from their seamed 
fronts and craggy peaks the glare of the 
unrighteous flames. Would she admire 
them now ?

Surely it was a spectacle to enchant 
the eye of unprejudiced spectator*, whose 
whole possessions were not being sacri
ficed to the effect. He turned to the 
scene before him. There was still some
thing to be done. The cream of the 
stock had been destroyed, but unless 
some piles of lumber to the right of the 
building were speedily removed, the fire 
would communicate with the whole out
side stock, stretched for several hundred 
yards along the railroad track. He turn
ed to the crowd of men who stood there, 
inactive, gazing upon the scene :

Come on and let us save the lum
ber !’

A couple of dozen of men came 
promptly forward. The lumberman saw 
to hia surprise that the volunteers were 
almost exclusively composed of the so- 
called professional men of the town. 
The local officialsÿf the railroad, a well- 
dressed set of fellows, commonly viewed 
with contemptuous eyes by the hard
working portion of the population, pre
sented themselves to a man. The tall 
form of Judge Cheeseman, a stiff and 
somewhat aristocratic legal luminary, 
loomed up in their midst. A quiet-look
ing little real-estate agent leaped upon a 
pile of shingles and began to fling the 
bunches down to a German chemist be
low. The two rival editors (for the least 
of New Mexican villages usually boasts 
its miniature newspaperdom), who had 
exchanged shots on Gold avenue the 
previous day, glared cordially at each 
other along the lengths of timbers they 
undertook to transport to a place of safe
ty. The labeling population offered 
scarcely a representative, save in the per
son of a few contractors and mechanics 
who had learned to know and like the 
pleassat young lumberman.

The men worked like heroes. Their 
energy never waned until a faint light in 
the east began to rival the red glare 
which the flames, through the medium 
of the high, rare atmosphere, cast over 
the dcseit-plains for miles around, and 
every piece of lumber was removed to a 
sale distance.

Worn and wearied, John Proctor sat 
down to rest upon the wheel of hie own 
copying press. A gradual change had 
taken place in the ranks of the loungers. 
Many of the spectators of the night had 
gone home to refresh themselves with a 
nap, and the remainder were re-inforced 
by a straggling corps of msn who had 
slept all through the turmoil and excite
ment. One of these, a stout fellow with 
a diamond blazing in his shirt bosom and 
a mimic beer-bottle suspended from his 
massive watch chain, was recounting his 
experience, as all people revel in detail
ing their individual impressions on t\m 
occasion of a fire.

‘ Y°Vi Vt) I was sleeping like a log 
when Lizzie caught hold of my shoulder,1 
and she says : ‘ Bob, Bob, wake up, I

must be an eclipse !’ I reached 
see if my pocket-book was safe’—

The words brought to John Proctor a 
reuse of the loss he had sustained. At 
that moment Maxon strolled up, flushed 
with exertion. He had just administer 
ed a sound kicking to a couple of young 
Mexicans, whom he had detected making 
off with a keg of building hardware.

‘ Maxon,’ lie said, abruptly, ‘ did that 
fellow who got me out last night come 
ont safely himself V 

‘ Now I think of it,’ returned Maxon ; 
‘ he went back a minute ; but he got out 
all right—just as the roof fell in. 
thought at the moihent a piece of falling 
timber hit him, but he scrambled off fast 
enough.’

A dread suspicion assailed John Proc
tor’s honest heart, but he repelled it 
sturdily. Yet all day long, as he wan
dered about, answered a thousand idle 
questions, or fishing from the ruins vari 
ous mementoes of the wreck, there would 
constantly intrude upon him the memory 
of two greedy, devouring eyes, peering 
through the window, a strange retreat 
into a burning building and disappear
ance into the shadows. When night 
came, it was necessary for some one to 
stay and guard the ruins, for if the wind 
should rise, some smouldering piles of 
lumber might be fanned into a blaze, and 
the remainder of the stock swept away, 
Maxon wearied and hollow-eyed, offered 
his services.

‘ Not a bit of it, Maxon. Go home to 
your wife and babiee. I have engaged a 
man.’

Proctor did not add that the watchman 
he had engaged was no other than him
self, but whtn the rest had gone home, he 
remained there alone. Separated as it 
were from the rest of the town, by night 
it wae dreary eolitnde. A fiery spark, 
miles away over the level plain, 'develop-, 
ed into the headlight of the locomotive of 
the evening train, which thundered past 
on ite way to the depot below. The 
moon came up and threw into weird re- 
lief the blackened ruins.

John Proctor, who had been slowly 
pacing to and fro, sat down upon a hunch 
of shingles and buried his face in his 
hands. He knew, what not even Maxon 
had guessed, that this disaster had 
wrought his irreparable ruin. It would 
require every cent of his insurance money 
to settle his outstanding liabilities, for he 
had done business on the rushing western 
plan, and had carried a stock out of all 
proportion to his capital. If he could 
only have saved that $5,000, or if he had 
not been so ambitious. Annie had been 
ready—poor little girl. She had even 
proposed bringing her piano to’this raw 
southern town, and eking out their in
come with the result of their own labors. 
On one point he was resolved. Wlien- 
evstr lie got square with the world again 
he would put his pride in his pocket, and 
humbly presenting himself before the 
little woman, ask her to share his for
tunes, for better or worse. Oh ! how 
long would it be ? A sharp groan es
caped him.

Suddenly he rose and stood erect. Hia 
quick ear had caught the sound of some 
heavy body slowly moving over the 
ground.

‘ Who is there ?’
' Only me. Is ^lat you, boss V 
John Proctor bent forward and per

ceived a man slowly crawling along the 
shadow of a pile of joists. As the figure 
emerged into the moonlight, he saw that 
the fellow dragged oae leg helplessly after 
him. Hie suspicions melted away be
neath hia natural warmth of heart.

‘ Arc you hurt ?’
‘ Only a falling timber, boss, but the 

fire got into my eyes and I can’t see very 
well.'

He had drawn himself to Proctor’s feet 
and stopped, turning a little upon his side, 
his head propped up with his hand.

‘ You see, when I came' through the 
door something fell against me, and not 
seeing you, and not being able to get about 
very well, there were so many of those 
au sied Mexican thieves about, I was afraid 
they might make off with this’—holding 
out a flat leather-book which John Proc
tor seized with a glad exclamation. The 
man went on talking in an absent way.

‘ I wouldn’t have liked to have you 
think ill of me. You’re the first man 
who gave me a chance since I got down.
I wasn’t always a loafer, sir. You spoke 
of my knowing something about the busi
ness, and to be sure I eught, if fifteen 
years as a ‘ sorter’ in the Wisconsin lum
ber regions can teach a man anything of 
lumber. But when my wife died I struck 
off *e»t. It’s been hard luck ever since— 
and my little girl—back there with her 
grandparents—’

His voice seemed to fail for weakness.
‘ What have you eaten to-day V askid 

the other, sharply.
The man answered reluctantly and al

most in a tone of apology.
‘ You see, sir—down there among the 

lumber piles—how could IV 
John Proctor was a man given more to 

action than speech. He addressed the 
man now in clear, decided tones.

‘ Do you think you could hold on to my

the uncouth figure on his back. A gargle 
of laughter ran through the crowd. The 
majority fancied the young lvmlierman’e 
brain had been turned by his recent 
losses, and that his dementia had taken 
the form of a violent development of the 
weakness wilh which he had hitherto 
been accredited. The laughter suddenly 
ceased when the young man went straight 
to the clerk saying, in clear, ringing 
tones ;

‘Give me the best room yon have. 
This man, who saved my life last night, 
is badly hurt. Some of you,1 turning to 
the idler*, ‘ go at once for the surgeon on 
thé Atchison road.'

A dozen men sprang forward to relieve 
him of1 his burden, to help him carry the 
poor fellow to a comfortable room, where 
he was gently laid upon the bed. The 
sufferer received these attention» in sil
ence. Hie dim eyes stared incredulously 
about the room, and into the kindly faces 
bending over him. That anything like 
thie should happen to him ! How long 
would it last ? Would they let him have 
one good night’s rest before turning him 
out again 1 When once more on the 
desolate plain, wandering through sage
brush, mosquito and soap weed, it would 
seem like some strange dream. But who 
was thie 1 The stalwart young lumber
man speaking huskily to the dector :—

‘ And mind, McLean, do your beet. I 
owe him mere than I can tell you. Put 
him in good trim to take the foremanehip 
of my yard when I get stocked up.’

This silly old vagrant buried hi* face 
in bis pillow and wept.

-k.
ldvel !’

while I carried you down to the

It wouldn’t be fit.'
Put your anus around my

bi
I hi

‘ Why, sir 1
* Shut up ! 

neck.’
TfUe office and liar-room of the hotel, a 

pietentious edifice of Eastlake architec
ture, held its usual quota of respectable 
loafers, when John Proctor entered with

out an order for several carloads of finish- cactus needles, cast upon him by the tell you. The sky is all afire, ami there Children Cry for

WHY HE STOPPED DRINKING

‘ No, I won’t drink with you to-day, 
boys,’ said a drummer to several others, 
as they settled down in a smoking car 
and passed the bottle.

‘ The fact is, boys, I have quit drink
ing ; I’ve sworn eff.’

His words were greeted with shouts of 
laughter by the jolly crowd around him ; 
they put the bottle under his nose and 
indulged in many jokes at his expense, 
but he refused to drink, and he was 
rather serious about’ it.

‘ What is the matter with you, old 
boy !’ sang out one. ‘ If you have sworn 
off drinking, something ie up ; tell us 
what it is V

‘ Well boys, I will, although I know 
you’ll laugh at me. But I’ll tell you, all 
the same. I have been a drinking man 
all my life, ever since I wae married ; a* 
you all know, I love whisky—it’s as 
sweet in my month as »ug*r—and God 
only knows how I’ll quit it. For seven 
years not a day has passed over my head 
that I didn’t have at least one drink. 
But I aui dene. Yesterday I was in 
Chicago. On South Clark street a cus
tomer of mine keeps a pawnshop in con
nection with his other branches of business. 
Well, I called on him, and while I was 
there, a young man of not more than 
twenty-five, wearing threadbare clothes, 
and looking as hard as if he hadn’t seen 
a sober day for a month, came in with a 
little package in hie hand. Tremblingly 
he unwrapped it and handed the article 
to the pawnbroker, laying :

‘ Give me ten cents.’
* And, boye, what do yon suppose that 

it was ? A pair of baby shoes, little 
things, with the buttons only a trifle 
soiled, as if they had been worn only 
once or twice.”

‘ Where did you get these V asked the 
pawnbroker.

‘ Got ’em at home,’ replied the man 
who had an intelligent face and the 
manner of a gentleman, despite his sad 
condition. ‘ My—my wife bought them 
for our baby. Give me ten cents for ’em 
—I want a drink.’ I

You had better take the shoes back 
to your wife ; the baby will need them,” 
said the pawnbroker.

‘ No, s-she won’t, becaase—because 
she’» Jead.X She’* lying at home now— 
died last night'

‘ As he said this the poor fellow broke 
down, bowed his head on the show ease 
and cried like a child.

‘Boys,’ said the drummer, “you can 
laugh if you please, but I—I have a baby 
of my own at home, and I swear I’ll 
never drink another drop.

Then he got up and went into another 
car. Hie companions glanced at each 
other in silence; no one laughed; the 
bottle disappeared, and soon each one 
was sitting in a seat by himself, reading 
a newspaper.

A WHISKEY ORATOR SILENCED.

A friend, a few day* since, told us of a 
prominent liquor dealer who went to a 
certain town in Kentucky to make a 
speech against local option. He was met 
by a respectable, well-to do, but out
raged parent, who showed determination 
in every gesture and a fearful earnest
ness in liis voice. He said:‘Mr.----- , a
merchant in this town, bought a barrel 
of whiskey that had your brand on it. 
A yonng man drank of it; a young lady- 
drink of it. That young lady was ac
complished and respected in the com
munity; she was an adored daughter. 
That young man ruined her when both 
were under the influence of your whiskey. 
I furnished that daughter; you furnish
ed the whiskey. I killed the man that 
seduced her, and will kill any man that 
makes a whiskey speech here to-day.’

Mr.----- made no speech, but retreated
in good order, and the town was carried 
for local option.—Southern Journal.

Pitcher’s Castoria.
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