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LITERATURE.

Dick Hftlliday’s Wife.
BT NOBA PKBRT.

• O Hienard, I »m so glad yon 
hare come ! Where have you been ? '

Richard laughs a small laugh—not 
of pleasure, as one might suppose, 
at these warm words of greeting from 
an uncommonly pretty woman, hut 
a queer Tittle laugh, perfectly good 
nature*!—Richard Halliday is seldom 
moved from this easy good nature of 
hi»—perfectly good natured, but the 
kind of laugh that falls from a per
son's lips in involuntary recognition 
of a.peculiarity.

‘ Well, you need not laugh, Rich
ard, for I have been so nervous about 
you ! ’

* I only laughed at your question, 
Lizzie, * Where have you been ? ’ It 
reminded mo of a similar question in 
Dow’s Flat, ‘ Where hev you been ?’

But if Mr. Richard Halliday thinks 
to turn his wife’s attention from the 
point—her point—by this very flimsy 
remark, he is mistaken.

• I did not say, ‘Where hev vou 
been,’ Richard ; I am not so careless 
of my pronounciaiion as that, I do 
hope ; ’ and Mrs. Richard tosses her 
head a little, entirely oblivions of 
her husband’s humor. 1 But where 
have you been, Richard I ’ she still 
persista.

* I have hern to the Mountain of 
the Moon, mv dear ; and. as I made 
a call at each of the smaller planets 
on my wav home. I am a little late '

As, Mr. Halliday delivers himself 
of this rionaense with great gravity, 
he stoops tor a moment to unbuckle 
his overshoe, that movement bring
ing bis head on a nearer level with 
Mrs. Halliday, who is rather of dim
inutive stature. .

‘ Richard !’—sniff, sniff—iff smell ’ 
—sniff, sniff—1 I smell brandy or 
whiskey, or some dreadful stuff I O 
Richard vou have been with those 
horrid Raymonds at that hateful 
club ! '

11 told you, my dear, I had been 
to the Mountains of the Moon. They 
are always extremely hospitable and 
social up there, specially on cold 
nights—and it’s uncommonly nasty 
out to-night.’

Mrs. Halliday remembers the story 
of the husband who returned one 
night somewhere in the small hours 
sufficiently a, naihle of hie libations 
to endeavor to conceal hie breath- 
betrayal by a generous use of cloves, 
but he betrayed his wandering wits 
at the last by replying to the ques 
tion of his wife concerning such an 
extraordinary pungency of odor, that 
he had been to the Spice Islands. 
Remembering this. Mr. Halliday, 
who is quicker to take a suspicion 
than a joke, immediately fits the case 
of wandering wits to Mr. Halliday; 
whose wits never wandered under 
any conditions. As this new suspi
cion enters her mind, she starts back 
with the peach bloom fast fading 
from her cheeks, and utters one ex, 
clamation : • O Richard !

There is such a depth of pain In 
this exclamation that her husband, 
for the first time since he entered 
the room, looks at her seriously. 
His first impulse is to laugh, but he 
checks the impulse, and for a mo
ment is silent : then, as he seats him
self before the fire, he puts out his 
band.

4 Lizzie, come here.’ Lizzie obeys, 
and allows herself to be drawn, with 
a little half-resentful protest, to her 
husband’s knee. ‘ Mv dear child, 
did you ever see a man in his cups— 
I mean a little drunk—before to
night? ’

4 No, never—that is, not near 
enough to tell.’

The laugh that Richard Halliday 
has restrained now breaks out. Mrs. 
Halliday reddens with a conscious 
ness of being ridiculed. She has not 
the faintest sense of the situation.’

4 Never near enough to tell, eh? I 
thought so, my dear, else you would 
have known that you had yet to make 
acquaintance with that interesting 
phenomenon—a man a little drunk.’ 
The clear eyes that look Into her 
eyes, the cool hand that hold her 
hand, and, more than all, a certain 
dry tone of the usually pleasant, 
voice—a caustic note which is not 
pain or anger, but a tone of asser
tion-quiet but derisive—all these 
indications suddenly disclose to Mrs. 
Halliday the very foolish blunder she 
baa made. Perhaps she never ad
mises her easy going husband so 
much as when he rouses himself suf- 
flciently to assert himself in this 
masculine fashion. In a moment, 

. then, she droops her small, bristling 
I wings and is at his feet, in spirit— 
^ in reality, she hides her ashamed face 

against hie waistcoat. Presently the 
waistcoat-wearer says :

4 Where is the evening paper, Liz- 
1 glef 1 will look at It a moment, and 
, then we will have a game of chess ; 
it is early yet, only half past nine.'

Only half past nine] Mrs. Halli
day reddens again, But this time out 
of ahsme-facednese ; and this shame- 
Jgacedness keeps her silent. The 

iBnestlon of4 Where have you been, 
Mttchard?’ is not put again. The 
little lady sees she has made a fool
ish mess of it—that is, she sees that 
Richard thinks so, and, half angry, 
not exactly at herself, hot at the 
world In general, and with a great 
■ense of self-pietv, she longs to weep 
a little weep upon her Jiusbsnd’s 
«boulder, to say her smJH say of 
sorrow at her mistake, to promise all 
manner of lovely things for the 
future, while she wedges In a plain 
live excuse for herself.

But Mr. Halliday has bad so many 
4little weeps’ on his shoulder, has
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heard so many promises of lovely 
things for the (hture, which the 
Mure never Milled, that it is not 
strange, I suppose, that he should 
fail to encourage further, demonstra
tion of this kind.

So the 4 little weep ’ goes off io a 
few long drawn sighs against the 
waistcoat, and then waist-coat wear
er is left to read his paper,, which Is 
never a very long operation with him 
and then the game of chess follows. 
In the midst of this Mr. Halliday 
suddenly says : ‘ImetKattito-day, 
and she wanted to know wfljpvye had 
not been around lately. I told her 
we woo Id sirop in to-morrow night, 
perhaps.’

If Dick Halliday had been looking 
at his wife's face he would have seen 
a ripple on its smooth surface. For 
teif days Mrs. Richard has been in 
the undisturbed, the unshared pos
session of her husband's society. The 
ripple which passes over her face 
says, very plainly :

4 Why should Dick want other so
ciety than mine? I do not want 
other society than hie.’ But after a 
minute she replies :

‘Of course, Dick dear, if you 
would like to go, we will go.’

It is, doubtless, impossible for 
Mrs. Richard to conceal the fact that 
she is simply acquiescing in'ber hue- 
band’s request from a sense of duty 
merely ; hut Mr. Richard, either wise 
or unobservant, makes no comment, 
and the subject drops without any of 
that dangerous discussion which 
might have taken place if Mr. Rich 
ard bad been of the same manner of 
mind as Mrs. Richard. To explain 
a little : the Kate ot whom Dick 
speaks so familiarly is the wife of hia 
cousin Tom—Tom Halliday. Before 
there was any Mrs. Dink, or Mrs. 
Tom—when it was Lizzie Harrison 
and Kate Lane—there bad been a 
uood deal of girlish iutfmacy ; but 
since the two had become united a 
little closer by marriage, the inti
macy, instead of becoming closer, 
had rather subsided. People said 
that Mrs. Dick was very domestic, 
and that Mrs. Tom was more given 
to the gayeties of life. Perhaps this 
was the reason of their seeing less of 
each other. Mrs.. Dick had been 
heard to say several times since her 
marriage that she was afraid Kate 
was beginning wrong, that her ideas 
of a home were not the right ideas ; 
which goes to show that, doubtless, 
there were very decided reasons on 
one side at least for the gradual de
cline of the intimacy. Going in the 
next evening to Mrs. Tom’s parlor, 
Mrs. Dick’ domestic sense received 
a fresh shock. Instead of the gas 
being turned on to a head in an up
per burner and only the drop-light in 
operation, as «aras her own economi
cal plan, two or three upper burners 
were in full blast both in front and 
hack parlor, and Kale and Tom 
were enjoying themselves in their 
different wavs : Kate at the piano 
practising one of Robert Franz's 
songs with a young gentleman who 
was not her husband, and the young 
gentleman who was her husband 
smoking bis pipe over the newspaper 
This was not Mrs Dick's way. Her 
way was to devote herself to Dick, to 
sit near him with some light evening 
work, while he read the news—to her 
as well as to himself. And, after
ward. it was generally her plan to 
play two or three pieces on the piano ; 
Kate Halliday, who was a genius at 
music, denominated them 4 little 
tunes,' like those of Jack's wife in 
Miss Thackeray’s story. And strict 
truth compels me to say that Dick 
usually went to sleep during this do 
mestic music. They bsd beên mar
ried now about five veers. In the 
first year or two this little domestic 
programme was quite closely adher
ed to, but since that time Dick's 
business-calls had become so much 
more absorbing that the evenings 
had been very often intrenched upon 
to such an extent that both the news
paper-reading and the music had be
come very hurried matters. But, to 
return lo Mrs Tom and her different 
ways : She springs up, as she sees 
Mrs. Dick, with sn outstretched hand 
and a cordial 4 How-de-do?’ and the 
young man who is nut her husband 
turns about and discloses the face of 
one of those Raymonds of Lizzie's 
detestation. Tom rises a little less 
alertly than Kate, great fellow that 
be is, and comes forward, pipe in 
hand. Hia wife slips behind her 
visitors, and goes to making frantic 
and mysterious signs to her husband. 
But Tom is notoriously the dullest 
fellow in the world to take hints, 
however broad, and therefore over
whelms his wife with confusion pre
sently, by saying :

‘What are you winking at me so 
lor, Kate—is anything the matter 
with my clothes ? ’

4 Stupid I ’ cries Kate at this, red 
and laughing and exasperated, as 
she runs up to him and seizes the 
great pipe that is smoking like a 
chimney.

And Tom, suddenly remembering, 
shouts out :

4 Bless my soul, it is the pipe 1—I 
always forget you do not like a pipe, 
Lizzie. And Kate read me a lecture 
not two hours ago on the subject.

Mind,’ she said,4 you pul your pipe 
out when Lizzie omre.’ And, I de
clare, I forget all about It ! '

Lizzie, of course, begs him not to 
put himself or hia pipe out for her 
and other civil speeches follow—po
lite lies de tociete, which end, of 
couise, in the pipe’s banishment.

4 Does tobacco make you sick, Mrs. 
Halliday?’ asks Jack Raymond, in 
his pleasant, interested way, at this 
crisis.

4 Oh, no, not at all ; It Is disagree
able to me, I suppose, because I do 
not approve of it, ’ Lizzie answers,

with the air of a missionary enlight
ening the heathen.

Raymond looks at her a moment 
with purzled expression, as if a con
undrum had been proposed, and, a 
moment after, he moved over to Mrs. 
Tom, as if he gave It op.

After this, the talk gets into di
vided channels, the gentlemen falling 
into politics, and the ladies soaring 
into the region of feminine high art 
—dress—which is the only region, 
Kate bas been heard to declare, 
where Mrs. Dick does not carry her 
principles, though Mrs. Dick, with
out doubt, would stoutly deny t*ls 
charge, and perhaps be able to prove 
that careless Mrs. Tom entirely mis
taken. But, however i’ may be, the 
talk goes on with animation until 
Jack Raymond breaks up the 
poftical discussion by taking his de
parture. Mrs. Tom laments this 
going greatly, and launches forth in 
to voluble praises of the depaited as 
the door closes.

4 Nicest fellows in the world, those 
Raymond boys,, both of them,’ de
clares Tom, heartily.

4 Are not they rather—fast V asks 
Mrs. Dick.

41 don’t know—are they, Tom?’ 
responds Kate—a response that 
shows a hardened indifference to 
morality, which is appalling to Mrs. 
Dick.

And then Tom :
4 Fast ! no, not what I call fast. 

They are bright boys, invited every
where. and spend a good deal of 
money ; but thev are honorable, up
right fellows, gentlemen always, and 
with a good deal ot judgement to 
keep the balance, I should say.’

4 They are very nice, anyway,’ re
marks Mrs. Tom here, with that 
careless optimism which distinguish
ed her.

• Mr. Marsh need to speak of them 
as fast,’ Mrs. Dick returns, with an 
air of one playing « trump card.

4 Marsh !’ejaculates Tom Halliday. 
with gaeat contempt. 4 Marsh is a 
prig, continually setting tip his 
notions of propriety or morality as a 
standard.’

4 You do not know the Raymonds,’ 
interposes Mrs. Tom, pleasantly :4 if 
you did you would be sure to like 
them.’ The scale of Mrs. Tom's 
judgement is generally a scale of 
more or less agreeability. Then, as 
if suddenly etruck by a very bright 
thought—a suggestion which In the 
following out will settle the whole 
vexed question : 4 I will invite you 
all round to dinner together some 
day; there’s nothing like a social 
dinner for making people better ac
quainted.’

4 Thank you, I do not care to be 
better acquainted—I don't like men 
who belong to clubs.’ retorts Mrs. 
Richard, with calm decision. A 
very queer look passes over Tom 
Hslliday’s face.

Kate is*beginning. hastily :4 Why, 
Lizzie, how ran you say so, when ’— 
but is suddenly arrested from further 
niieech by a warning glance from her 
husband All this time Dick Halli
day sits imperturbable, with the 
blandest expression of indifference 
to the whole subject upon hie im
passive countenance. And Mrs. 
Dick, who has caught neither the 
queer glance nor the warning glance 
pleases herself with ibe thought that 
her last remark has told. It has, 
Indeed, but in a different direption 
from that which she so complacently 
suspects. Conversation flags after 
this, and, in the lull, the two visitors 
depart. Alone with her husband, 
Kate Halliday flings up her bands in 
expressive pantomime. Tom langhs.

Well, Kate, that was what I call 
a pretty close shave. I never knew 
you blunder like that before.’

4 And I never knew myselfblunder 
like that before ; hut the idea of her 
not knowing that Dirk is a club-man. 
It did not occur to me that she was 
ignorant ; I thought her little speech 
was a snap at Dick. I should think 
Dick would be the last person to 
conceal anything. I must say, Tom, 
it looks rather cowardly in him.’

41 think any man would be just 
such a coward then. He does not 
want to he preached at all the t ime.’

4 How she does nag him I’ * tried 
Kate, half laughing.

4 Nag him ! I should think so. 
Kate, if you were like that worn an, I 
would get a divorce.’

41 bare no doubt you would, sir ; 
you bave not the easy temper of your 
cousin Dick. How you did fly at 
her about the Raymonds I’

4 Fly at her ! The little canting 
pusy-cat quoting that fool of a 
Marsh.’

4 Tut Lizzie is very good—really, 
Tom. Don’t you remember how 
kind she was to me when I was sick, 
and bow she nursed Dick through 
the varioloid last winter?'

4 Yes, I remember ; and I am very 
much obliged to her, but if I were in 
Dick's place I should not be ; I 
should a great deal rather trust my 
chancy in the next world than be 
nursed back to pass my life with fcer.’

4 But you are not Dick, sir.'
4 No—thank Heaven !
While this talk is going on, 

Lizzie Halliday la quletiy com (rata- 
laliug herself on the stand she was 
taken. Ami, as the season pro
gresses, and she hears of dance- 
parties, euchre-dubs, and music- 
matinees, at the town-hall, with 
such men as the Raymonds 
for the principal figures, she 
congratulates herself still more 
upon her 4 stand.’ And this stand 
la that of avoiding all this emptiness 
ami folly, as she calls it, and the 
substitution of something solid and 
substantial, something that is in
telligent and elevating—pleasure

profit combined. In pursuance much, accosts her.
f this plan, As organizes a Shake

speare Society and a reading society. 
At the latter, the subject for dis
cussion was given out at each meet
ing for the coming meeting, so that 
each person might be prepared. 
Tom Halliday hears of these enjoy
ments, when the winter is nearly1 
over, from one of the 4 members ’— 
a young girl rather of bis wife's pros 
dlvitiee, but who has been pressed 
into Mrs. Dick Halliday’s4 evenings ’ 
by an aunt who is of Mrs, Dick 
Halliday'» mental and moral kith 
and kin.

And is Dick a regular attendant 
at these intellectual treats? asks 
Tom.

4 He comes in at the latter part of 
the evening. His business be says, 
does not allow him the pleasure of 
coming earlier.’

4 His business ?’
■Yes; Mrs. Halliday says he is 

very much devoted to bis business ;’ 
and little Sally McClane turns up to 
Tom Halliday’s face a very bright 
pair of eves with a keen expression 
In them.

4 What does he do when he it 
there ?’ asks Tom.

Do ! Why, what do you suppose 
he does? Hé behaves himself like a 
gentleman as he is.’

‘Oh! Does he read In the plays— 
Shakespeare, you know?’ presists 
Toro.

'I've never heard him.’
4 Does he talk in that conver

sation-bout?’
4 Well, yes, he talks a little.’
4 Oh. he does I W hat are some of 

the subjects, Sally?1
4 4 The Pre-Adamite World ’ and 

The Mission of Man’ are all I re
member now.’

Sally, do you mean lo tell roc 
that Dick Halliday talks to those 
people about ‘The Pre-Adamite 
World ’ and 4 The Mission of Man?’

4 No, certainly not. I never said 
he talked to those people ’

4 Whom does he talk to then ?'
4 Well, he talks—to me.’
4 Oh, he talks to you V—and Tom 

laughs so loud (he is on the street, 
walking with Sally) that the passers 
turn and look at him. 4 And what 
are my cousin Dick’s views on those 
abstruse subjects,Miss McClane?’

Sally laughs now, and then re
peats certain witty and humorous re
marks of Dick’s in such good imi
tation of Dick Halliday’s quiet 
manner that Tom laughs another 
lond laugh ; and, going home, he 
tells Kate the whole story.

I have not seen you for an age to 
speak with you, though I’ve seen 
you driving with Mrs. Claymer late
ly sevesal times, and I thought then 
that yon might get time to return 
my call.’

4 Driving with Mrs. Claymer 1 
You are mistaken Mrs. Deane.’

4 Well, now, I declare ! Do you 
mean to tell me that I did not meet 
yon last niglyt—and, let me see. 
Wednesday night, too? You did 
not ace me, but Mr. Halliday did, 
and raised his bat to me.”

4 What I Dick?’
4 Why, of course ; and you had on 

that very peculiar gray-and-wbite 
shawl. Oh, I know it was you, my 
dear, by your light hair, though you 
are so vain as to cover your" com
plexion from these east winds by a 
blue veil. I told Louisa that I did 
not know whether you meant to cut 
me or not.’

41 am sure I did not see you, Mrs. 
Deane,’ answers Lizzie, with great 
presence of mind, though the floor 
of t lie car seer.ia to rise before her. 
Fortunately, Mrs. Deane arrives at 
this crisis at her destination, and 
Lizzie is left alone to face the situa
tion. Dick—her husband—driving 
with Mrs. Claymer, and another lady 
who is not hia wife, despite the gray- 
and-wblle striped shawl !

Mrs. Claymer is a fashionable wo
man, with a background of family 
and a prestige of wealth. She was 
one of Dick Halliday'a bachelor ac
quaintance, and had exchanged calls 
once with bis wife. Lizzie always 
speaks of her as 44 that very worldly 
Mrs. Claymer.’

But the other person in the gray- 
and white-striped shawl?

Going on and on in the car, Lizzie 
puzzles over the enigma in a little 
fire and fury of jealousy anil morti
fication.

4 What can it mean ? Who can it 
be?' she queries.

All at once her mind clears. Kate 
Halliday has the duplicate to her 
gray and white striped shawl ; has. 
too, light curling hair like her own ! 
That Kate, a few months back, did 
not know Mrs. Claymer, was nothing; 
Kate was always making new ac. 
quaintances. With this conclusion, 
which to Lizzie is a revelation, 
everything in the past seems to come 
hagk to her with a new meaning. 
She recalls all Dick’s admiration of 
Kate. She recalls, too, the business 
engagements which this recreant has 
beaded for the last six months. And
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4 The little cat !’ cries Kate. 4 All as hour by hour goes by, as in the
the while she has been refusing our 
Invitations, she has been engineer
ing these headachy talks and things, 
and never gave ns a chance at them I 
Why. Tom, she must consider ns 
hopeless cases. But only to think 
of Dick there ! Do you suppose, 
Tom. she is bringing him to like 
such things ?"
'4 Well, I should say, my dear, that 

there was about as mucii chance of 
bringing me round ; but, lord ! you 
never can tell what a woman will do 
with a man,’ Toro winds up, in a dis
gusted manner.

4 And about the business, Tom, 
which absorbs him so?’

I should say that was one of 
Dick’s ways —one of his white lies.’

Dick, though, may enj iv himself 
more than we think. He has an 
enormous amount of humor, and the 
way he goes on to that little Mo- 
Clane girl shows that he is getting, 
what he can ont of it.’

But, I wonder if that is all he has? 
Where do they go? We scarcely 
ever see them at the theatre, and 
never in our old seats at parties.’

He is with me a good deal, I 
fancy. Oh. Dick will manage to 
arouse himself somehow, never fear,’ 
answers Tom, carelessly.

And all the time Mrf. Dick is con
gratulating herself on the success of 
her plans. She is curing Dick of 
his idle, friviolons tastes by offering 
him something better. His business 
habits, too, are improving »o much. 
She does feel a good deal disap
pointed that he cannot have the 
benefit of her 4 evenings ;’ business 
before pleasure—that is as it should 
be with a rising man,’ is her sage 
little conclusion. And so in this 
apparently satisfactory state things 
go on for the rest of the winter. 
Mrs. Tom Halliday, coming home 
one day from her spring shopping, 
speaks her mind about this state of 
satisfaction :

You never saw anything like it. 
Tom ! that small woman think*, I 
verily believe, that she has suc
ceeded io plucking Dick, like a brand 
from the burning, and has Inducted 
him into the straight anil narrow 
paths of virtue—to wit. the company 
of that fossil old set where the dis
cussion of the pre-Adamite world 
is considered a great deal safer oc
cupation of the nineteenth-centarv 
man, who has to do wilh the world 
and the fleeb—to aav nothing of the 
deyil. Just fancy Dick being led 
iqto such very narrow ways V

4 Some other woman ought to pay 
her out. somehow !’ exclaims Tom, 
viciously, as lie wrestles with a new 
tie before the mirror.

4 Had not I better get np a smart 
little flirtation with Dick for that 
laudable purpose ?’ cries Kate laugh
ing lightly.

And, Tom responding lo bis care- 
less, jovial way, they make merry 
over the matter after a fashion. Only 
a few months later with what dif
ferent emotion do they both recall 
these Jesting words I

This is March. At the end of 
May, as Lizzie Halliday la riding 
down-town in a horse car, one of 
those garrulous women, who diskes 
nil the mischief In the world pretty

4 How do you do, Mrs. Halliday?

solitude of her own room she goes 
into every detail of the ose, the 
dumb pain and confusion that at first 
assailed her give place to indigna
tion and a desire to take swift 
reprisals.

While this turbulent csuldron of 
trouble is brewing at. the Dick Halli
day», at the Tom Hallidavs the state 
of the atmosphere seems to bo in its 
usual serene condition. Mrs. Tom. 
tired of her new novel, has dropped 
it in her accustomed careless fashion 
upon the floor, and stands at the 
window singing a little air, and wait
ing for Tom lo come in to dinner ; 
and, waiting for Tom, she sees Cou
sin Dick going by. It is a warm 
night in the latter part of May, anil 
the window at which she stands is 
wide open. Dick stops a moment to 
chat.

4 You bad better come in,' urges 
Kate ; 4 we shall dine in two minutes 
—and sucli a salad ! I made it my
self.'

Dick laughs, confesses the salad Is 
a great temptation, hut declines.. At 
that point Tom comes swinging 
round the corner.

4 Ah, there you are!' cries Mis. 
Kate ; 4 and here is Dick dying to 
taste my salad. Make him come In, 
Tom ; he baa not been here for age.’

Dick, beginning to yield, says 
something about going home.

But it Is not your dinner-hour, 
and liai fan hour later will do as well,' 
urges Tom, who also vows it Is an 
age since Dick bad crossed their 
threshold.

The result is foreseen. Dick 
weakly yields, and enters the house, 
while .his host innocently and trust
ingly gives him over to Mrs. Kate, 
and limps up stairs to relieve his 
feet of a pair of tight boot».

It is at this moment that the ser
vant ushers in another visitor.

* Such a bother ! ' begins Kate ; 
the soup will be epoiled.’ But the 

next moment she recognizes this 
visitor.

Lizzie ! How fortunate Here 
we have Just beguiled Dick in to eat 
a most wonderful salad of my mak
ing, and you are just in time to juin 
us. It is age since either of you 
have been here.-^Now, you need not 
say a word. You are going to take 
off your bonnet and stay and, on 
hospitable thought intent, Mrs. Tom 
steps forward to assist in the remov
al of the bonnet. But Lizzie Halli- 
day'e hand, Lizzie Halliday’a voice, 
arrest this hospitality at once.

Kate looks at her with an expres
sion of puzzled astonishment. What 
is that she I» saying about Mrs. 
Claymer and a striped shawl? And 
who is it that baa been a treacherous 
friend ? From the wife Kate glances 
to the husband. She is startled at 
the change In Diek Halliday’a placid 
face. The eyes that naturally droop 
a little on ordinary occasions are 
wide open enough now, and the plea
sant tempered, handsome mouth has 
got a straight, bard line in lieu of its 
usual smiling -curves ; and on hie 
cheeks there la a spot ot red that 
s.ems to concentrate and make more 
vivid the fire of the eye, and to em
phasize the compression of the mouth 
There I» a little pause ae L zzie 
Halliday eoooledea her rash speech ;

((MAwal o*/«»rM jMgr.)

A. E. OULTON, 

BARRISTER-AT-LAW, SOLICITOR, 
Mary Public, Conveyancer, Me.

Imc,■ - - A. L. Palmer's Building,

Dorchester, It, B.

L. WESTERGAARD * CO.,
Ship Agents A Ship Brokers,

(Consulate of the Netherlands,) 
(Consulate of Austria and Hungary,)

We. 127 WALNUT STREET,
> Philadelphia.
I july 24

L. WESTKRQAARD, 
OEO. B. TOWNSHBHD,

ff.f. COWMAN, M.D..M.B.C.S. ENG.
Oculist and Aurist to St. John Gen- 

eral Publi£ Hospital.

Practice limited to diseases of the Eye 
and Ear.
Officb—82 GERMAIS STREET, corner 

North Market Street,
SAINT JOHN, » - N. B.

Hours: 11 to Land 2 to 6.

W. TREMAINE ÛARD,
Bollsmiil ail Mmlacinriu Jeweller,

78 Germain Street, a few doors South 
of King Street,

ST.JOHN, N. B.

WATCHES, Clocks, Spectacles, Jet 
Goods, Precious Stones and Fine 

Gold and Silve- Jewelry just received for 
the Christmas and v New Year Trade, 
marked at very lowest cash prices to suit 
the times.

Please call and examine.
Solid Gold and Silver Jewelry, ftc., 

made to order. Orders from the country 
promptly attended to. W..T. G.

BEFORE buying or renting a 
Cabinet or Parlor Organ, be 

sure to send for our latest Cata
logues an£ Circulars with now 
Styles aiçf reduced prices. It 
contains much information. Sent 
free. MASON ft HAMLIN OR
GAN CO., Boston, New York, 
<nd Chicago ; or, G. C. FAW
CETT, Upper Sackville, N. B., 
sole and exclusive Agent for West
morland County.

MILL SUPPLIES.
THE attention of Mill owners is direct

ed to our Stock of
RUBBER BELTING. LEATHER BELTING,

LUBRICATING OILS,
Bisilci'i celebrate! Gang amt Circular Saws,

Silk Bolting Cloth,
Files, Lacing Leather, Emery Wheels, 

Steam Packing and Steam Fittings, 
House ft Yard Pumps—a specialty.

ESTEY, ALLWOOD & CO.
Successors to Z. G. Gabel,

Prince VVm. St., - - - St. John, N. B. 
marl2 Sin

STIMPSON, WALLACE * CO.,
MANUFACTURERS OF THR

Improved New Dominion

ORGANS.
ST. JOHN - - - - N. B.
This is the most popular Organ manu

factured in Canada.
Sales have doubled in six months.

Manufacture six per week. * 

féÿ**Send for Circular and Price List.

MARBLE

AND

FREESTONE

WORKS.

H. J. McGHATH, 
Dorchester, N. B.

TT AVING purchased the entire Stock in 
El Trade of Mr. Pbtbr Haoan. and 

with hie previously large Stock ot

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND 
RUTLAND MARBLES.

the Subscriber has now one of the largest 
and best selected stock of monumental 
Marbles to be found in the country. All 
Stock is guaranteèd.
yy Prices twenty per cent, lower than 

any other Establishment in the Provinces.

NEW HARNESS SHOP
I HAVE OPENED, in connection with 

the old stands a

Retail and Repair Shop,
InCHIGNECTO HALL, Lower Sackville, 
where all my customers will be att nded 
to promptly and at cheap rates,—Mr. O. 
B. Estabrooks in charge.

STEPHEN AYER.

H
three months, Cheaper than at any 

in the Provinces.

ARNESSE8 at either establishment 
will be sold for prompt pay or cash at

other establishment 
Call and obtain prices.

BUSINES! AND VISITING

NEATLY PRINTED

ClBDg

-AuT THIS OFFIOE

DORCHESTER, N. I.
T. W. BELL. - - - Proprietor.

Salisbury House
Opposite Railway Station, 

Rallatrary, - - - N. 1 
A. F. McDonald, Pbofbibtob.

lyPerttoaneRt and Transient Boarders 
ace 3modeled with first-class fare on reas
onable terms. Stabling on the premises.

Waverley House,
ACADIA MINES, N. S.

James H, Blgney, - - - Proprietor.

PASSENGERS conveyed to and from 
Lomjaaiderry Station.

Guests Maying at this Hotel will receive 
every attnption. A careful Hostler al
ways in attendance. febl8

UNIT’S HOTEL
AMHERST, N. 8.

Renovated and Befcrnished Throughout. 
DAVIS 4 CALHOW, PROPRIETORS.

THIS popular Hotel has been recently 
opened under a new management, 

and has been refitted, refurnished, and 
otherwise Improved.

It is situated in the centre of the busi
ness part Of the town, is provided with all 
the modem conveniences, and is first-class 
in every particular.

The best, attention shown to guests, and 
charges moderates.

Free C*ach to and from all Express 
trains. Special attention given to Com 
mercial Travellers. aprlO

AYER’S

Oil Tanned Larratins.
Sole Agent» for Nova Scotia i

Amherst Boot A Shoe A Tanning Oo.
d'ecüô

T. W. BELL & Co.
Soap Mawfactortrs, - - Sieiiac, N. B.

The best and cheapest Soap in the 
Market.

<=J
ÜO

O

S. 11. FOSTER & SON,
manufacturers ok

CUT NAILS AND SPIKES,
ffftttr

i Nails, ta C KS ul Bnl8’HHnui
Horse Shoes, Horse Sails,

Clinch and Pressed Nails.
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory:

George» Street,

ST. JOHEJST, 3ST. B.

NOTICE.
mllE CO-PARTNERS 11 II* BUSINESS 
A which existed between the Subscriber 
and his late father, Thomas Baird, Esq., 
is now continued by the Subscriber John 
Milton Baird alone under the old style 
of Firm ot

THOMAS BAIRD 4 SONS,
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s 
Will.

JOHN MILTON BAIRD. 
Sackville, Oct. 22ud, 1877.

CARD OF THANKS.

THE Subscriber begs to return thanks 
to his friends and the public for the 

very liberal patronage he has received 
during the past season, and to intimate 
that he will continue the business the 
coming season, and is now prepared to 
receive orders for

Fresh Meats
of the BEST QUALITY and at'the most 
reasonable prices.

EDWAUD READ, 
Upper Sackville.

h Pd * -FRESH FISH constantly on 
mar!2 8m

A. B. Osborne. Q. A. Morsb.

AMHERST

Music Store.
THE Subscribers have in Stock a large 

lot of

PIANO-FORTES AND ORGANS,
By the best known Manufactura Also,

Sheet Musifc, Instruction Books, Music 
Books, Piano end Organ Stools 

and Covers, Violins, Sc.

Pianos and Pipe and Reed Organs 
timed by the year. All orders by mail 
promptly attended to.

OSBORNE a MORSE,
JkIO Amherst, V. 8.

Order, for Tuneing and Repairing, left 
at Mr. Geo. K. Ford's Store, Sackville, 
will receive prompt attention.

Cards.

CABBIMt FACTORY
DORCHESTER, N. B.

THE Subscribers have this day entered 
into Co-Partnership in tbe

tortue BciltUc ni Blictultoi
business, which they will carry on at the 
stand heretofore occupied by Mr. Allan 
McDonald. They respectfully solicit a 
share of public patronage, and guarantee 
that orders left with them will be executed 
in the most workmanlike manner, at Nr 
sonable prices and with despatch.

Now on hand, for tale cheap,

Truck Wagon, A Light Carriage*.
ALLAN MCDONALD. 
DOUGLAS BUCHANAN. 

Dorchester, April 8, 1879.

SACKVILLE HADE

FURNITURE
VERSUS

American Importations!

MY FACTORY, now in ftill operation, 
is fitted up with ^11 kinds of 

Machines calculated to do work in a quick 
and substantial way, thus enabling me to 
manufacture as CHEAP as the CHEAP
EST, and for cash to sell 20 per cent. 
LOWER than .he same article can be sold 
for when imported.

A call at my Establishment will prove 
this. I am also fitted up for the manu
facture of

BLINDS, SASHES, DOORS, SHUT
TERS, OUTSIDE WINDOWS, ftc.

Pictures Framed lower than ever.
Bring along your orders. Satisfaction

guaranteed.
J. W. DOULL.

Sackville, Nov. 16, 1878.

NEW REMEDIES
AT THE

Sackville Drug Store.
CARBOLINE—the new Hair Restorer ;, 

Nandford’a Radical Cure for Catarrh ; 
Phosphozone—the new Nervine Tonic ; 

Johnston’s Fluid Beef;
Hanington’s Quinine Wine and Iron ; 
Dr. Pierce’s Medical Discovery and 

Pierce’s Favorite Prescription -, 
Empress Relief ;
Clarke Johnson's Indian Blood Syrup; 
Essence Jamaica Ginger; .
Gray's Specific Medicine;
Green’s August Flower.

ALSO JUST RECEIVED:

6 dozen Robinson’s Emulsion 
12 “ Johnson’s Liniment 
12 44 Ecleotric Oil;
2 “ Shoshonee’s Remedy ;
1 “ Campbell’s Quinine Wine ;
1 44 Pure Norway Cod Liver Oil ;
3 “ Chemical Food;

44 Peristaltic Lozenges.3

Capsicum and Belladonna Porous Plas
ters, Shoulder Braces, Lung Protec

tors, Fluid Magnesia, Honey, 
Tamarinds," Flavoring Ex

tracts, ftc., ftc., ftc.

Oir tonal Stock of Toilet Articles, k
Oranges, Lemons,

Confectionery, &c.

py* Prescriptions carefully filled.

febis A. DIXON.

Despatch of Mails
At Post Office, Sackville.

MAILS for Nova Scotia close daily at 
1.26 p. m. Mails for Halifax close 

daily at 7,20 p. m.
Mails for Rockport, Monday* and Fri

days at 1.25 p m.
Mails for Westmorland, at 1.25 p m. 
Mail* for Midglc and Sheroogue. Thun] 

days, at 8.80 p m.
Mails for St. John and United States, at 

2.40 and 7.20 p m.
Mails for North Shore, Ontario and Que

bec. at 7.20pm.
Mails to Port Elgin, daily, at 1.25 p m. 
Mails to Botsford, via Port Elgin, tri

weekly, at 1,25 p m.
Mails to Wood Point, Tuesdays and 

Fridays, at 3.80 p ro.
Mails to Second Weatcock, Fridays, at 

3.40 pm.
Mails to Upper Sackville, daily, «18.80

9 *1- JOS. DIXON.
Much 12,1*7». Pou-Maater.

E
English —all.

NQLISH MAIL clow, at till» 08ce 
to-morrow (Friday,) at 1.28 p m.

JOS. DIXON, 
Foat-kaater.

NOTICE.

LL persons having claims against the 
, Estate of the late William E. Moore 

of Dorchester, will present the same duly 
attested within two months from date, and 
all persona indebted to the Estate are re

tted to make immediate payment to 
andmigaad.

Dated tkia 17th day of April, A. D-, 
1*7».

HAST JANE KEILLOR,
. .

z

ilotrd of ITofto


