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CHAPTER XX—(Continued.)

“Well, perhaps,” answered Madam Ross]
pursing-her ‘lips, “but for the present 1
prefer to say nothing.”

Annie made. up her mind that for her
part she also would say nothing. Some
day her step-mother might find out for
herself who this secret friend had been,
and then be sorry for what she had just
iﬂid';' and if not, it did not matter. " She
istened - silently while Madam Ross con-
tinped to' talk about their late experi-
ences, through: nearly everything she said
an - undercurrent of complaint running
that’' Annie should have been safe in Lon-
don while the:favorite Catherine was un-
dergoing- danger and hardship in Russia.
Several times she referred to their “secret
Ifriend who had ‘thelped. them so power-
full.”” She declared -théir very lives were
‘due to his’ efforts, and she: spoke of-him
with+a gratitude the fervor of which really
‘astonished Anmie. But it was these ex-
pressions of thankfulness which, as she
heard them, reconciled her to the sort of
grumbling discortent Madam Ross showed
ithat she should have escaped what the
weat .of them had endured.

“Really, mother,” Annie did say once,

*‘you talk as if you were sorry I had been
in safety at all!”
" @PDon’t twist my words, please,” request-
ed ‘Madam Ross angrily. “You  kftow
iperfectly well I mean nothing of the kind,
‘but you always were the lucky one; you
always escape where my poor Catherine
has to suffer. And I must confess it did
geem sometimes that you safe and at your
ease 'in England might have been able to
Mo somet’;hing. Your father sent you a
m y"
“I received it,” said Annie,
my best—what I could.”

““One did not:notice much
jperved Madam Ross. :

Annie’ flushed, and was about to make
& hot reply when the door opened and her
half-sister Catherine entered. Bhe did not
ecem much changed, and merely greeted
{Annie with an’indifferent nod and hand
shake, ‘remarking-in- her: first  breath how
Jucky she had beén to be out of it all.

“Tt-is"all they think of,” said Annie to
herself, bitterly,,and then -she asked again
if;she could notisee her father, if only for
B minute. 3

‘Madam_Ross was still unwilling, but
finally consented'when Annie continued to
urge the point.

“All the same, he will not know you,”
ghe - declared. “And remember, quietness
is‘essential—even if he does recognise you,
you must eay nothing in the least disturb-

“and Y.did
result,” ob-

il“g'pr the sake of entire quietness, Mr.
Ross had been given a somewhat small
yoom at the back of the hotel and high
up, and there her step-mother now con-
ducted Annie. As Madam Ross had pre-
phesied, he did not seem to kmow her
again, though Annie fancied there was
some faint sign of recognition when she
knelt down with her cheek pressed against
his. And seeing how ill and worn the old
man - looked, and remembering what he
had endured, and picturing to herself his
grey hairs in dust and blood when they
had thrown him on the ground and beaten
him, and threatened him with death in
the Moscow police-yard, she could not. feel
she regretted what she had done, though
the cost had been so great and the situa-
tion into which it had let her had been
as -frightful as unforeseen. She felt she
could, have adopted no other course, even
though she now admitted that her second-
ary motive of clearing Fred’s path for Him
was both wrong and mistaken. Even had
she been an obstacle to his success, sHe
mow felt her action as wrong and unfair
towards him, but that she had not shrunk
from the call upon her to save her father,
rejoiced her. But for her intervention he
anust have died; and suddenly Annie rea-
Jised with a kind of secret satisfaction and
even amusement that Madam Ross was
again talking of their “secret friend” in
terms of enthusiastic gratitude.

cAnnie was not allowed to stay long with
ther fatheér, and as soon as she left him she
went away. She was intensely pleased - to
be able to listen to all the praise and
thankfulness offered to this *“‘secret friend”
whom she knew to be herself, and this
knowledge seemed a kind of revenge, for
the colduess Madam Ross had shown her
and the undeserved reproaches she had
addressed to her. None the less, her mood
8% 'she returned from the hotel was melan-
choly enough. Mr. Ross, never a strong
vman, either in body or in will, would now
be ‘less able than ever to resist his wife

nd daughter, who, Annie was convinced,
meant to pursue their former tactics

separating him from herself. . It was
or .them she had saved. her father, for
hem she had lost Fred’s love, and her
feeling of loneliness and desertion increas-

d . every moment.

On the steps of the hotel as she was
lJeaving it, she had a. momentary impres-
gion that someone she knew was watching
her, and glancing round hastily she notic
ed a well-dressed man whose face seemed
wy. once familiar and strange. But he
turned away quickly so that she had only
8 passing glimpse of him, and . dismissing
the incident from her mind, she walked
on. Almost immediately she saw the tall
form of Nickolas, who was apparently
weaiting for her, and in her -present mood
of loneliness and desertion the sight of
thim -was very welcome,

‘At once he made his way across to her,
and noticing that ehe looked surprised h=
said apologetically—

‘Y thought I would come—I thought

- perhaps——

i -Without finishing his . sentence he
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] as in his youth, his deep set eyes flashing

turned and walked along with her, and
he understood at once though she did not

speak that she was . unhappy and
troubled. Without eaying anything, he
managed to convey to her a sense of his
evmpathy; and this time the feeling of
his devotion that Annie had, seemed to
her to penctrate his heart as well as her
mind. Impulsively, she laid her hapd
upon his arm. :
“But you did not know
should be,” she said. o
“Well, 1 could wait,” he: dnswered
lightly. Jian
She gave him a kind.look. , : ;
‘“‘Almost,” she said, ‘“you make me wish
that what you want were possible.”
*‘Ah,” he eaid, drawing a aeep breath,
“how I have longed 'to hear you say that.
Ngrv even the: impossible 1’ can’ make:pos-
sible.”

how ;limk ¥

CHAPTER XXI.
Almost Yielding.

For the next day or two Annie went

each morning to the hotel to receive
there the same chill and indifferent greet-
ing from her stepmother and half-sister,
and to watch for as long a time as she
was - permitted by the bedside of her
father, her stay with him being strictly
and not unreasonably limited. . Though
still weak, he had improved wonderful-
ly, as if the mere sense of safety were
the chief medicine be had required; and
he was even ‘able to talk a little, though,
of course, all disturbing conversation of
any kind whatever was strictly forbidden.
In part, too, his rapid: recovery was due
to the .skill and experience of Madam
Ross, who was indeed eo expert a nurse
that Annie was even'denied the satisfac-
tion of thinking ehe could" have ' taken
any better care of her father. But she
still had the satisfaction of hearing refer-
ences made continually by ' Madam Ress
and by Catherine to the ‘“unknown
friend,” whose beneficient activities were
dwelt upon till Annie sometimes suspeet-
ed, smiling to herself, that a contrast’ was
intended’ with her own supposed inert-
ness.
" Tt really seemed as if they never. tired
of dwelling on all this “unknown friend”
had done for them; and Annie would
probably have ‘enlightened’ them, ‘but that
they stil continued their grudging, ref-
erences. to her. good fortune in’ having
escaped what they had suffered. Cath-
erine even went so far as to once hint
that it was etrange Annie' should now
make euch a fuss about seeing her father
every day when ehe had béen’ content to
live her ordinary. life in. London ‘while’
he had been in such terrible danger ‘in
Russia. e

“Perhaps you do not know that he was
actually condemned to death,” ehe re
marked, “and but for the exertions of
our unknown friend would certainly have
been shot.” :

“What would you have done if you had
been in my place, Catherine?”’ Annie
asked. -

“Oh,” said Catherine, putting her chin
in ghe air, “it’'s more the feeling than
what one could have actually done. |
don’t say you could really have been
much help—only I could never have been
content just to sit still all*day long. If
it had only been to sit on our Ambas-
sador’s doorstep till he had promised t6
petition the Tsar, I'must have done soms-
thing. Or I would have set off to walk
to Moscow barefoot.” :

“Why barefoot?”’ inquired Annie.

“Oh, I daresay I am very eilly,” re-
torted Catherine, “and we all know how
you pride yourself on your sense. .But
i would have been doing eomething—
people would have known 1 cared.”

“Yes, that is it, eo long as people
know,” said Anmie bitterly, passing over,
though she winched at it, the reference
to her “sense.”’ - Yes, it is easy enough.
so long as people know—it is when people
don’t know, and don’t want to know,
that things are difficult.” L

“Well, you didn’t do a single thing,”
declared Catherine. ;

Annie went away without replying, ‘but
all the same this continual harping, both
on her own supposed inaction, and the
beneficence and power of the - ‘‘secret
friend,” increased that drear feeling of
Joneliness and abandonment which had
succeeded in her mind her temporary first
reckleseness ‘and carelessness. ~ She  feit
that even when they knew the truth, the
fact that they had misjudged her, would
only make them more bitter against her.
She thought once or twice that when
she told her father she would ask him
not to mention it to anyone else.

On two different occasions as ghe was
leaving. the hotel she had again that im-
pression of being watched by " someone
whom she knew. At the same time, who-
ever it was undoubtedly avoided her, ani
as she could conceive nmo reason why any-
one loitering about there &hould know
her, or why anyone knowing her “should
shun her, she came to the conclusion gh2
must be mistaken. ;

Invariably Nickolas was waiting for her,
no matter how soon she came out, or
how long she lingered, he was always
there. Almost always she left the com-
pany of her step-mother and sister i
too chilled and subdued a mood to be
anything but unfeignedly glad to see him.

This continual attendance of his upon
her grew so marked that at last old
Ivanovitch, long grumbling and ' indig-
nant, mustered up sufficient courage to
reproach him with it.

“You. have not been to Poplar for
nearly a week,” he grumbled; “and the
work at the office you leave entirely to
lgnat. Have you deserted us, brother ?”

“Js not the work getting on'all right?
Is it not possible sometimes for something
‘to be done without me?”’ Nickolas re-
turned angrily; “and as for Poplar, what
could I do if I went there?”’

“Do?’ the old man threw his hands |
out. ‘“Why, everything,” he said.

“Evefything is nothing, that is always |
ce ,” smaid Nickolas, emiling; and ad-|
dedg quoting an old Russian proverb as|
hestill smiled: “ ‘Well, God bless you
#d give you the rank of General” When
Bl is well, why disturb yourself so
Buch?”

“Because,” said the old man, straight-
ening his bent form till he stood upright

fire—“because the hour is at hand, and
where is the man? The ship, the Seven
Sisters, is ready, and Count 0—’s yacat
will soon arrive. Then the rifles will be
delivered and the 'barricades will be up;
but who will be leader? Brother, have
you deserted us?” he said again.

“Jg that a question to ask me?”’ thund-
ered Nickolas, with a sudden outburst
of Mrath. “What! am I held to be a
traitor, then?”’ he demanded in a scarcely
subdued tone as the old man went pale
and ehrank away before his anger. “Who
else has done for you the half of what |
have done? Is there one of our leaders
who does not follow me? Strikes, ‘and
open rebellion, and the risings in the
army—have I not guided all? Who is

the man the peasants trust, the man the

peasants kuew from Courlsad dowa to
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Little Russia? Who is it that they
know? And rfmember, till you reach the
peasants, all Jour work is a mere beating
the - surface li%nto froth. And you come
to me—to me, Nickolas Kamffi—and you
ask me if I have betrayed you. A taste
of the trust and fidelity of the people,
1 suppose,” he commented bitterly.

“Now, Nickolas Andreivitch, why are
you eo angry?’ asked old Ivanovitch,
shivering at this unexpected outburst he
had called down on himself. “I never
said you had betrayed us. I know what
you have done; there is nmot one among
ue who does not fully trust you. Why,
it is only because you have done so much
in . the past-that. we expect more from
you now. And that is quite right and
just,” he concluded more boldly, “for
even God. Himseelf expects more from a
saint than from a sinner.”

“Well, now then,” muttered Nickolas,
already half ashamed of his outburst of
rage, for the violence of which he was
at a Joss to account.

“You eee,” Ivanovitch continued, “you
have been so full of energy, you have
been at the heart of everything, your eye
wae everywhere. But now—"

“But. now,” said Nickolas, with less
anger -but more bitterness, “if I dare to
think of myself and my own affairs for
an hour or two, .then all is -different.
‘Well, I deceive no one, and I will tell
you that I am different, too. "I have
found out that a man is always a man.
By Heaven, what is Russia to me, or me
to Russia? Let them look out for their
own _happiness, and I will look after
mine.” _

“Yes, but-that-is just it,” eaid Ivano-
vitch eagerly. - “Why are you eo unrea-
sonable, Nickolas Andreivitch? That is
the very point. This happiness, as you
call it, you cannot grasp it, it is* not
possible.”

“And why?” asked Nickolas.

The old man hesitated and was on the
point of telling the truth. But Nickolas’
tempestuous outbreak of the moment be-
fore had sorely frightened hem, and he
trembled at the idea of evoking the fresh
wrath. Nickolas would certainly show at
discovering that -an essential fact had
been deliberately kept back from him.
The old: man rubbed his hands together
in an embarrassed manner and reflected

ruefully that things had turned out very |,

differently .from his anticipations. . He
had supposed Nickolas would take but
the coldest interest in Annie; would, in
fact, be as indifferent to her as he hz?d
before been to all other women; and it
from any . cause, it.had become necessary
to. tell Nickolas of Annie’s, marriage,
Ivanovitch  had eupposed it would be
possible to -mention it casually as an
almost. unimportant detail that had been
accidently overlooked. But now he re-
alised that to tell Nickolas that Annie
was and always had-been beyond his
reach, would be a task neither pleasaut
nor conspicuously safe.

“Well, why?” Nickolas repeahe_d.. He
had fallen again in that.state of rigid and
suppressed quietude which was with him
always a sign of the most intense emo-
tion.

“Tt - is just this,”
meaning to risk telling the tru_th; and
then - suddenly he caught a glint from
Nickolas’ eye that made him change his
mind ‘hurriedly. “It is just this,” he re-
plied - hastily, “‘ghe will not have you—that
is all.”

Nickolas. emiled. His tense muscles re-
laxed and his eyes grew soft and tender.

“We shall see,” he said; “but every
day my hopes are higher. Listen, Ivan
Ivanovitch, and say nothing. Oply two
days ago ‘she said to me she yns.hed it
were possible—yes, I tell you this in con-
fidence, that is just what she said to
me. When such a girl as she says such
a -thing as that to ‘one openly woolng
har—well, the end is mot far off, I as-
sure you.”

“Oli you quite misunderstood  her,”
cried Ivanovitch in despair. “Don‘t you
see.she meant it was not possible?”

“I will make it possible,” gaid Nickolas.
“Do you suppose 1 love her for nothing?”

“What is the use of words when the
house . is. on fire?” asked Ivanovitch,
shrugging his shoulders. “You may crook
your elbow as much. as you please, but
that ploughs no acres. If she will not
have you, she will not.”

“She is nearly won already,” Nickolas
answered with a really superb confidence;
for, knowing how his love burned in his
heart, he could not conceive that it burnt
there to no  purpose. “How can she
help? She is a woman—a woman cannot
always refuse; a woman always feels shp
is a prize to be won, that iz what it is
to.be a woman. Of course, many wom-
en put so cheap a price on themselves that
a man pays it easily and cares little for
his purchase, and eome women there are
who are foolish and who accept false coin.
But there are other women who ask as
they ought, all for all. Anna Paolovna
is one of these. Most men cannot pay
the price for they are nothing, they are
empty, they have no all. But I can and
will—I will pay it. You see, it is per-
fectly simple.”

“When. you are as old as I am,” grumb-
led Ivanovitch, “you will have learnt more
sense than to suppose that anything to
do with women is ever perfectly simple.”

“Love is always simple,.like everything
else that matters,’ returned Nickolas
quietly; “and I understand Anna Paol-
ovna and how she feels. Listen to me—
just listen now. I tell you my love for
her is so strong that she has not the
power to resist it. ‘That is what it means
to love a woman.”.

“Well, you. are quite mad,” eaid Ivano-
vitch, rising with a troubled eigh; “1 see
that dlearly.”

He went out of the room, feeling very
uneasy, and sought out Annie. He spoke
to her abruptly.

“You know Nickolas Andreivitch is in
love with you?’ he asked.

“He has told me so,” Apnie answered
calmly, almost with indifference.

“Well, it is very perplexing,” said Iv-
anovitch with another sigh, “and I am
sure I do not know what will come of it.”

Annie made mo reply. She was sitting
listlesslv, Zv-3@ @>tbing. her hands resting

began. Ivanovitch,

¥y tions?

in ‘her lap. Ivanovitch sat down and|
drummed with his fingers on the table, |
and ehe yawned as she watched him. Thel
‘gpirit of recklessness and wild defiance she |
had once had seemed to have sunk down
into a profound indifference that nothing
could penctrate.

“You wil send him about his business,
I suppose?”’ Ivanovitch asked presently.
“What do you .want to kmow for
Annie asked.

He ked at her and grumbled eome-

o his throat. Then he eaid aloud:
‘@%u have done your share, and we

P done ours. So far, we have been
iends. Why not answer me a few ques-
Nickolas Andreivitch is making
me very uneasy. I thought he might be
disturbing you also, and then perhaps we
could have consulted. together.”

Annie made no reply, and Ivanovitch re-
sumed his restless, nervous tapping on the
table. Then he said again:

“But you will send him away?”

“If he will-go,” answered Annie.

Ivanovitch jumped up and flung his
arms about wildly.

“QOh, this is too bad,” he cried. “Well,
then, everything must go to the devil
That is all.” :

Annie looked mildly surprised, and was
sorry if she had annoyed him.

“You see, you cannot understand,” she
explained. “It is just like saying ‘no’ to
a river or a mountain. But today I will
tell him I am married.”

Ivanovitch began to look uncomfortable
again.

“Well, be reasonable,” he said. “Don’t
tell him today.”

“Why not?”’ ehe asked.

“Oh, I have a reason,” he replied, not
choosing to explain that it was because
he was afraid, and wished to be safely
out o the way of Nickolas’ anger: “Will
you promise not to tell him until tomor-
row?”’

“Very well, if you like,” she answered
indifferently. .

He went away then, and as soon as he
had gone Nickolas came in.

“That old man has been talking to you
a long time,” he said, smiling at her. “I
know exactly what he has been saying—
the fact is, he is afraid I shall not do so
much for ‘them when I have won you.”

“When,” she repeated with a touch of
haughtiness, roused from the moment from
her previous mood of  indifference, and
she looked full at him.

“Yes—when,” he repeated gently, re-
turning her gaze, however, so strongly
that it was she who looked down first.

“Will you do as he asked you?” Nick-
olas continued. “Of course, I know he
wished you to send me away. Well, I
tell you at once I shall not go.”

“It makes no difference to me,” she said,
but with some uneasiness, for she felt
the burning force of his passion through
his quiet voice and carefully chosen words.

“Oh, yes, it  does,” he said, smiling
again; “for all the time you know I love
you.”

“I have told you not to say that,” she
said, with increasing agitation. ‘There
is a reason——"" she stopped abruptly, re-
membering her recent promise to Ivano-
| vitch.

{ He leaned over to her and epoke in-

tensely. i

“It is teo late for reasons now,” he
said; “reasons do not matter.”” He raised
‘his hand with a slow, almost eolemn ges-
ture. “If there is a reason you should
have told me it before—when it was still
possible to choke my love with reasons.
Now you have forfeited your right to rea-
sons—I do not reason, I only feel.” His
manner had assumed again that strange ri-
gidity of face and form that marked his
intensest feeling, and that had about it
something almost awful in its restraint.
‘Love me,” he said, as if in command.

She rose hurriedly, without knowing
why. She faced him and she could almost
feel his love surround her. An infinite
longing was in_ his eyes, and she was
afraid because he was so still.  Yet had he
moved, she would have screamed. It
came into her mind that if she yielded to
him she would have no longer any need
for thought. or strugglee. And how
was she longer a wife ~when Fred
was gone? Suddenly, all her chilly indif-
ferencz left her, and there swept back
over her a wave of the wild and reckless
sv that she wished to do things only for
the sake of doing them, caring nothing
for the consequences. As in a flash she
saw herself as she might be. She felt that
she could never love Nickolas, but she
felt also that it would bc easy to yield
to him, to abandon the constant effort of
her struggle against him. She had an im-
pression he would never haves left her nor
allowed her to leave him.

*““T'o-morrow.” ehe said. hoarsely, with
one last effort, “I will tell you—to-mor-
row.”

He did not understand, for he thought
that he had conquered, and that it was
only her submission she was putting off
till the next day, her one last attempt
at resistance. He bent suddenly and kis-
sed her hande. She snatched them away
and ran to the door, for his lips were
fiery, and she guessed suddenly that he
believed she had yielded.

999}

to him on the morrow ten times mor:
difficult—perhaps impossible.

- She shuddered. Tt seemed to her le
had indeed won, and that she was lost
unless help came. She thought of Fred
with despair, as she fled up the stairs

her leet this pity and this fear might not
pass into something that would be love
or, at least, submission. She felt more

she pushed open the door, ehe said to
herself that if Fred did not care what
happened to her, certainly she did not.
She entered the room and closed the
door, and, turning again, made out eud-
denly a man’s form by the window half
hidden in the folds of a curtain. He

raised to his lips, and she said with a
low eort of gasping ery:
“Fred—Fred, is it you?”

CHAPTER XXII.
An Unexpected Announcement.

Her first impulse was to shut and hoth
lock and bolt the door, for during these
last days she had so cultivated the virtue
of caution that it had become almoet a
second nature to her. Then she turned
to look at Fred, her heart beating wildlv
as she asked herself why he had come.
The open window showed his means of
entrance, and in the dim light of the
low-turned gas-jet she saw that though
he was still pale, vet it was with a pallor
less ghastly than that he had shown when
she had seen him last. The black circles
remained under hisz eves, however, anl
he still looked very 'ill and worn. He
had both hands thrust deep into his poe-
kete, and he kept his eyes fixed on the
ground so that she could not read what
was in them. She svocd quite motionless,
with her back to the door, against which
she pressed her hand with outstretched
fingers as if to keep it closed, distrusting
bolts and lock.  She waited for him 1o
speak, but when he did not she mur-
mured again:

“Fred.”

Then &he - brcame eflent, having no
words, and after a time he spoke.

“You didn’t expect me, I suppose,” he
mumbled, without, raising his eyes from
the ground.

*“Oh, please don’t be bitter,” she mu:-
mured. ' He looked full at her tor the

If so, she knew |
that would make her task of explgining |

to her bedroom; for she knew now that |
she both pitied Nickolas and feared him,; |
and a kind of terror of herself was on|

lonely than ever, and very weak, and as |

came forward quickly with his fingers,
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they have paid for themselves twice over.
I will show you
trial offers you ever
the only sensible way
poultry for profit. - :

I will even find you a cash buyer for all the poultry you raise——and all the eggs.
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Peerless earn its
whole cost long before-
you pay one cent
for it. :

Whether you have
| ever thought about
raising poultry or not,

i -—whether you know
all about incubators or
you dor’t, I will show -

you,—pay you, personally,

the Peerless is and what it

to get the incubators and

why that beats-all the free
heard, and why my way is
for you to start raising
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first time, and ehe saw that his expres-
sion was less hard. “Fred,” she whis-
Jpered.

“I thought I would come and say good-
bye,” he muttered in the same. indis-
tinct tones, and she saw with panic that
he had risen and was already moving
back towards the still open window.

“Fred,” she said again, feeling as if
she were stifling, ‘“is that all?”

“No,” he answered, turning again.
““You were right when you said that last
time that some day I should ask forgive-
ness from you. .I have been thinking,
and that is why I came,” he muttered,
with his eyes once more upon the floor.

“Oh". .. forgivenecss,” she breathed,
astonished: and again she felt as if she
were suffocating, but this time with hap-
| piness.
| ~ (To be continued.)

'MONCTON MAN
HALE AND HEARTY
| AT 102 YEARS

| Moncton, N. B., April 25.—(Special.)—
Living at the age of one hundred and
two years in excellent health and able to
be about, John McKelvie, who resides
with' Dennis Hannigan, Bridge street,
igives an interesting account of his life.

E The aged gentleman was born in the
| parish of Donaghmore, county of Donegal,
] Ireland in the year 1806. His memory has
somewhat failed him of late and when
| asked what year he came to this country
| he said it was about five years before
| Queen Victoria was crowned which would
be in 1832. McKelvie landed in St. John in
that year where he remained for some
seven years being engaged at ship-building.
| After leaving St. John he went to Fort
Lawrence between Sackville and Amherst,
and. worked on a farm for one summer.
From there he went to Memramecook,
where he spent the greater part of his life
and for sixty years was engaged in the car-
riage making busines there. McKelvie was
married at Memramcook. There was io
| railroad at that time and onec was obliged
|to walk or drive. They generally chose
| the latter but McKelvie told of walking on
several occasions from Memramcook to
Chatham, which 1s a distance of about one
hundred miles. The time usually taken
for this trip was two days.

About eight years ago McKelvie went to
Buctouche where he lived with his daugh-
ter, Mrs.. Andrew Hannigan. He came to
Moncton about three weeks ago. Mrs. Ed-
ward Donahue, of Sunny Brae, is a daugh-
ter, while Mre. Chambers, wife of And-
rew Chambers of the Penitentiary staff at
Dorchester, is another daughter.

The physical condition of Mr. McKelvie;
at such an advanced age,.is wonderful, he
being able to walk about as. well as if he
were many yvears younger. Ile is also able
to converse fluently and enjoys talking of
the old time and relates many interesting
events. e

Mr. McKelvie, while enjoying the dis-
tinction of being one of the very oldest
men in the Dominion probably carries his
great age better than any other Canadian
of his, years. Judging from his physical
condition to-day, he is good for many
years more.

VOTES FOR ST. JOHN
PUBLIC BUILDINGS

- Ottawa, April 25.—(Special).—The votes

{ vinces were . put through the house last
night, including the following:

| St. John Dominion building, improve-

| ments, repairs, etc., $4,000.

St. John military buildings, addition. to
stores building -and wagon and. gunshed,
$6,000.

st. John
feland, to
§2,500-

St." John Quarantine building, Partridgs
Island, site for steam sterilizer, dwelling
for boatman, improvements and repairs,
etc., $5,000.

Tracadie Lazaretto,
tary works, $6,000.

During the discussion Mr. Fowler put
in a plea for a public. building at Hills-
boro, N. B. Mr. Pugsley .observed that
Mr. Osman had made a request for the
erection of this building but he was not
aware that Mr. Fowler had been active in
its producty
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passed.

Quarantine Station, Partridge
complete water service, etc.

laundry and sani-

~ amount, of $228,000 were

for public buildings in the maritime pro-

RIGER  HAGEARD
DISCUSSES ENGLAND
 DRINK- BV

Would Send Inebriates to a Home
Without the Option of a Fine--
Some Caustic Remarks,

London, April 25.—H. Rider Haggard
has written a letter on the liquor ques-
tion, in the course of which he says:—
‘“Perhape in the midst of all the stir
evoked, by the licensing bill space may
still be found for a letter from a person
who for many years has been an active
licensing justice of a district which 'is
said, one other excepted, to boast more
drinking-places in  proportion to popula-
tion than any other in England.

“The loud defiance of the beer lords; the
wail of the wounded shareholder;
babel of the voices of the bishops, who,
as usual, bewilder the mere layman .with

the infinite variety of their opinions; the
roaring of the great publican army; the
water-white banners' of the temperance
hosts floating, somewhat feebly, on every
distant moral peak; the writing on Peck-

' ham’s wall which it needs Daniel to read;

the surge and thunder of the rolling tubs;
the anonymous and pari-colored litera-

this foam and fury, all these sounds
and “omens might well affright a
bolder man. Cleanly the heart of
the people is stirred as it can be

stirred, neither by religion, nor patriot-
ism, nor tariff reform, nor even by Chin-
ese “slavery,” nor by anything but beer.
As a consequence great things are about
to happen! even a government may die,
drowned in drink like Clarence, and from
the main battle non-combatants should
stand aside.

‘I suggest that sobriety can best be pro-
moted not by act of parliament, but by
its instillation into the uncorrupted in-
stinct of the young, and by the adequate
punishment of the lack of it in the case
of the adult offender. Is that punishment
adequate at present? I believe I am
right in saying that the last half-dozen of
‘drunk and disorderly’ cases that I have
helped to try within the past six weeks
or so at the two benches on which I sit
in Norfolk and Suffolk were in almost
every instance aggravatsd by the public
use of language more filthy perhaps than
any that the majority of readers have
ever heard. The penalties, however, were
those consecrated by the practice of most
courts of summary jurisdiction; fines of
from $1.25 to §1.75, the latter if the offend-
er had often been before us, with costs,
another $1.25 or $1.75; or as an alterna-
tive, a week’s imprisonment that in fact
is eeldom undergone, since euch defend-
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ants or their friends generally pay the’
sum: demanded. ‘ ;

“Now: I submit that.in the interests of
the culprit himself and of the public safe-
ty and virtue, for no one will deny that a
very large ‘proportion of the crime, stark
wretchedness,, and degeneracy of the land
has its root in the over-indulgsnce in alws
cohol, there should be a new scale for this
class of misdemeanor, not left ae at- pres
ent to the option of those whose duty it
is to try it, but within certain more or'
less elastic: limits, defined once for all by
statute. ‘Under the existing law any :per-
son. convicted of 'drunkenness more than
three'times in the space of twelve months
may be sent to an inebriate home for .a
term not exceeding three years upon com-
viction for a crime on indictment, .or, with
his own consent, on summary conviction)
I would alter this as follows:—On his first/
conviction the ' defendant -might be dis~
charged with a warning, that is-in cases
of simple drunkenness; on the second, he
might be fined in the usual way; and on,
the third,- committed to jail, or, ' what.
would be far better, to an inebriate home’
for a certain period, without the: option:
of a fine. If, however, the drunkenness
should be complicated with ' violemce: or
with the use of that kind of language 'in
which—for in vino veritas—thousands of
human swine are-wont to feam their own
ghame, then the committal to the inebri-
ate home might be provided for on the
second conviction, since deécent people,
and especially women and’ children, have a
right to be protected from the shouted in-
sult of such- words.. The drawback to any
such plan, of course, is that there are faw,
homes of this kind available, and . confine:-
ment in the common jail often does more
harm than good. Would it not be pe
sible, however, 'to organize in:every pri
a department devoted solely to the
mation of ‘ inordinate drinkers? T}

a question upon which I wish to la

ial -emphasis in the hope that it 1
ceive consideration. Surely what is

ed in reference to the eternal riddle
the drink trade is not any violent or co.
fiscatory measure, but the application of
little unbiassed common sense.”

AMHERST CHILD .
BURNED TO DEATH

Amherst, N.S.,, April 25—(Special).—
While watching some older children buyrn-
ing graes off the lawn yesterday, the cloth-
ing of the three year old son of Joseph
Durant caught fire, and before it o¢uld
be rescued the little one was so badly
burned that it died this morning. Dnrant
belongs to Sackville, N. B.. but has been
living in 'Amherst the past year.

-
NO PERFECT FOOD.
(McClure’s Magazine.)

No single food vet discovered will alone’
sustain human beings . in perfect health
and vigor for any considerable period. On-:
the other hand, no food ever yet invented '
by the wit of man or resorted to. under:
the bitterest necessity but has certain, it
be very modest, virtues and uses of its’
own. :
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