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;the boss seen me drop him. Isaid I'd

I never hit a man agin arter that, unless

{he made me do it, to keep from bein’

: |licked, PBut I don't covet no foreman’'s

MECHANIC; job, sir. It wiil be g trial. Il be

thinkin’ all the time of poor Dave Jenk-

oR, ins, as I laid out,

;, He dlo't vorfor |
FROM THE BOTTOM TO THE TOP |thrée weeks, sir, and it took all

savin’s to keep his fam'ly goin.’

John noticed, all the while he was
talking, that Birch’s face at the window
grew more and more - malignant, but the
man seemed to be waiting with intense
aasiety for the reply of the superintend-
ent.

Armstrong and Barker had never seen.| Handy had listezed to this story with
anything of the kind before, and went |a singular expression of watchfulness, as
to their work with an uneasy feeling that | if mentallv appraising John, and when
something bad was going to come of it ; | the man finished, he answered :
but a marvelous change had comeover |  ‘Then you're just the man I want, Mr.
the riyeters when Mr. Handy disappear- | Armstrong. I make you foreman of the
ed. They flew at their work with such | riveters, Begin to-morrow merning,
zeal and energy that John could sce they | Come to the office and get your day's
were all capable ¢nough, while Birch put | work mapped out. The old men will try
more men on the boiler over which so |to shirk all they can, and nead a tight
much trouble had arisen, and, before|hand over thew. You can cow them
night came, had made such progress that | down. That's what they want. You'll
he observed, in a tone of relief : iqet thirty dollars a week for the job, and

‘Guess it will blow over, boys. OIld |if you do well in it, I'll have promotion
Ilike your face very well.
I've a few letters to
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Gimlet’s sharp ; but he's like a fire crack- | for you.
er. Big noise, and then it's all over. | Good evening now.
Phew ! that's something like work. ‘She'll | write.’
be ready in time.’ {  And he wheeled round in his chaic,
Then, as the men were washimg up |turning his back with a discourtesy
from their work, Mr. Handy came down | which he had often studied to effect, and
again, in his rapid,nervous way, and call- | plunged iuto writing with an intentness
ed out : | that awed Steve Barker to silence, while
‘Where are those new men !’ Birch's face vanished,
The others looked at each other, while| Not till they were outside did the
a hush came over the party; but as | Englishman whisper to John : s
Handy impatiently repeated the question, | ‘E’s a sharp 'un he be. By crickey,
John and Steve stepped out, and John | he's"got it in the back of his head. But
said, quietly : !say, lad, hang it all, I'm glad o’ your
‘Here we be, sir.’ | luck, and, by crikey, you're well deserv-
The manager scanued him from head [in’ of it. The old woman ’ill be right
to foot, and asked him : { well pleased wi’ 1t.’
‘Where have you worked before :' | Which proved to be thecase when they
‘Springfield Arsenal, Colt’s Factory, | cot home, where John was accommodat-
Excelsior Works,’ returned John, ghort- | ed with a bed—no great luxury in a ten-
ly. | ement-home, but better than the street
‘Show me your work and your mate’s | —and where they all had a rejoicing that
for the day,” continued Handy, in the ‘ night.
same quick, imperious way. Next morning, on going to the works,
John promptly did as requested, and |[there was Mr. Handy, who said to the
Handy went on: | riveters in his imperious way :
‘How many men were on this boiler| ‘Boys, thisis your new fcreman, Mr,
this afternoon 7’ Armstrong,
John pursed up his mouth, he's the Lest workman amongst the lot.
‘Twarn't my business to look, sir.’
Mr. Handy gave an almost impercep- reason why.
tible start, and twitched his lips; then |go by three o'clock, Mr. Armstrong.’
he wheeled on Birch, asking :

‘Well, you, then—how mafly men were ' leaving the men staring at Avmstrong in |
’ 3 g g

sn that boiler this afternoon 7’

‘Six, sir. I thought yon were in a
wurry, so I took them oft’

*Other work, of course,’” sternly inter- |
rupted the maneger. ‘Show me the
work of the other four,’ | NOT DOWN YET.

This Birch was unalle to do without | Mr. Abel Handy proved to be a good
calling the men up, and Mr. Handy,who | judge of human nature, for his short ad-
had become very eilent and watchful, at | dress to the men worked wonders in
last interrupted the wianglirg that |favor of Armstrong. No reputationwins
threatened by saying : for itself among workmen in America so

‘That’ll do. I understand. Mr. Dirch, | much respect as that of heing a quiet
report to thevuflice to-morrow mmning. {man but a dangerous ﬁ.(lltel': and‘ the
at seven, before going to work.’ | very men who would have bothered our

Then with the same abrupt, haughty | hero the most had not heard of his prow-
way he always put on in the shop, un | ess, jumped nervously to obey his slight-
purpose to overawe the men, he said to | est order, and worked as they had never
the rest ;  |done before in the Vulcan Company’s

‘You've just saved your bacen, this|shop—as well as they did at the Excel-
afternoon, my lade. You can Jwork if15' r Works, in fact,
you've a mind, and I'll see you do, or n the evening Mr. Handy came round
Tl know the reasun why. That'sall.” | to inspect things,and nodded as one well

The men turned away with sly glances | pleased at the riveters’ department,
at each other and sundry winks, while | from which he straightway went over to
Handy said to John Armstrong, ina very | the filers, and proceeded to blew up their
different tone : foreman sky high, holding up the exam-

*If you and your na‘e here are not in | ple of Armstrong, much to the poor fel-
a hurry t go to supper, I want to sce  low’s confusion, for he knew the jealousy
you in the office.  You'll not be sorry that would ensue.
for it.’ Then, when the mercurial manager had

Then he nedded and strode away to ' done all he could to set the two depart-
the quarter or the ftilers, where they saw | ments by the ears, he vanished, with a
him picking np castings and throwing ‘threat to discharge all the filers if next

gurprise,
|

CHAPTER VIL

them down, flittingg from one object to ' day was nct better, and Armstrong saw |

another like an inquisitive crow, whist-_| that war was declared between him and

ling a low tune and glancing all over the ! the other foreman—a big man with a fine

shop without seeming to do so. | black beard and a good opinion of his
‘He's a sharp 'un,” observed Steve, in  own powers in every respect.

a whisper. ‘T'll bet a pound he's swuny Hostilities oroke out as soon as the

a sledge afore this, though he looks so ! manager vanished, by the filers, in loud |

smooth. What does he want wi' us, I | tones, calling out :
wonder '
John hesitated, and said, very low :
‘I'm kinder feared he wants one of us | whole shop by the ears. I say they'd
to boss the riveters, "Steve They're' better go back where they came from.
mighty slack round here, and this here We don’t want no country bosscs here.’
lockin’ round by fits and starts ain’t like
Mr. Stryker's way of ‘doin’ things. They  went on with his washing with a calm-
wants good men for foreman here. ness that nothing disturbed, and put on
You'll have to take it, ‘cause you're the his ecoat to go home without noticing the
oldest hand.’ other, who took couraze at Lis silence,
Steve shook his head with a sigh. thinking him afraid, and treated him to
‘No, lad, no—"tis your place. Idon’t a volley of indirect abuse, to which Arm-
know how to read. Icwuldnt take it—I strong vave no word of answer till the
couldn't. TI'il rivet agin any man; but filer cried :.
as foreman, 'tis a step above me. There, ‘Here. you, foreman sneaker — you
boss is gone tothe office.s Go you and riveter foreman, [ mean—what's your
take your luck.’ name !
They went slowly to the office, and Armstrony tarned round with 2 smile
found Handy, sitting back in bis turninz that was perfsctly easy, saying :
chair, with an air of velief on his face, ‘My name 7 Jolin Avmstrong, What's
smoking a cizr.  He nodded and smiled | yours, friend /'
to them with a genial, if rather patroniz-; My name's Fightin' Mike Hennessey,’
ing air, that contrasted with his previous eried the other,
behavior, producing in John's mind a | you out of your skin, you dirty sneaker,

Then he wheeled about and went off, |

‘Darned.if I like these suckers—get- |
ting round old Gimlet, and setting a |

ble with ye. We're fellow workers in
the same shop, and I've told ye I aint on
the firght now. I were onsat, and sorry
[ gm fur it. My facher were shot
thfough the lungs at Gettysburg, and he

ws a pension furit. Kin you say as

uch for yourn 7'

The 4uestion seeed, forsome reason,
to irritate Hennessy, fur ho'snarled :

‘Go and find out, I'll smash you in
the jaw, I will, if yousay any more about
my father.’

John drew back a little, with a start.

‘No, no,’ he said earnestly. ‘Don’t
mistake me. I'love my poor old dad too
much to speak ill of any other man's
father. ’'Taint that, Hennessy — taint
that.’

‘I don't care what it is,” the other in-
terrupted, brutally, taking the country-
man’s scruple for a sign of yielding.
‘You're a consearned coward, thit's what
you are, and you've got to take the
name. Wait tlll I ketch you outside.
I'll get square with you for sucking round
the boss. I'll tan your hide for ye.’

And so saying, with a triumphant
laugh, he walked away, leaving John
standing by an anvil alone with his old
chum, Steve Barker, whilea sneer was
on every face, and one said, audibly :

‘Figtting Mike's cowed -him, by
George !’

Armstrong started as if a bee had
stung him, and looked round’ at Steve
with a face like ashes, tears in his eyes.

‘By heavens! he cried out, with a
roar like a wounded lion, ‘Tcan’t, I can't
stand it! Hev I got to fight agin to-
night 7'

There came a jeering laugh from the
men at the door, and a voice called
back :

‘Fight ! Oh, you aint worth shucks
to ftight, no more nor yer coward old
daddy.’

Armstrong knew the voice of of the
black bearded Fighting Mike Hennessy,
and he picked up his coat from the anvil
where it lay, handing it to Barker, say-
ng :

‘You see. He will have it. I kin
stand anything but that. Come with
me.’

Barkar nodded with a grin, and the
'young workman strode out into the

grip of a giant, and tlung him back
several feet, utterly amazed.

‘Now,’ he said in a whisper, through
white lips, glaring at Hennessy, ‘you’ll
take back what you said about my father,

Hennessy had felt the grip and saw the
face before him, and for the first time
began to realize that he had a dangerous
customer to deal with. He backed away,
crying out :

‘Fair play ! You've got your coat off
—1 hain’'t. I didn't say nothing against
your father, that I know of.’

. You lhie!" Lissed Johin, now at Jast
fairly lushed into frenzy. ‘You cursed
him. You called me the son of a cow-
ard. D'ye take it back ¢

Hennesey began to take his coat off,
and Armstrong fell back a pace to let
him do it. When he had done so, one
might have seen that ‘Fighting Mike’
was rather pale, and that his lips were
trembling.

‘Are ye ready 7" growled Armstrong,
while the men gathered round with anxi-
ous faces. ‘D’ye take it backon no !’

‘Come on,’ answered Hennessy, who
could not retreat now, had he wished.

The words were not out of his lips ere
the countryman advanced witk a sudden
spring like a tfger, and gave him a sin-
gle right hand blow under the chin that
lifted ‘Fighting Mike’ clear off his feet,
and dropped him on the pavement with
s thump. In another moment Arm-
strong was on him as he lay, his eyes
glaring, his white teeth shining, as he
hissed :

‘D'ye take it back ¥ his knuckles deep
in thie other’s throat.

He had calculated the force of his
blow coolly, in all his anger, and knew
that Hennessy was not insensible.

In fact, the other gurgled out :

‘Yes, yes—enough.’

Then Armstrong jumped up in a mo
ment and waved away the workmen.

‘Ye would have 'it,” he said, hoaraely,

| arter this I give ye all notice—any man

The riveters looked at John, but he | that says a word agin my old dad I'll|

{ lay him out 8¢ he'll never do’t again.
Clear out !
{ He was roused at last to the very
| depths of his simple nature—rhis strong,
self-controlled man, who had endured
| patiently so much contumely.
| from which the stoutest workmen shrunk
| back, and he swung throuzh the crowd,
;fullnwul by Steve Barker, who had a
| quiet grinon his face denoting intense
} satisfaction, and who remarked audibly,
as heZlcoked at Hennessy sitting rue-
| fully up :
| ‘He's got his bellyful at last, has he ?
| Tell ye what, lads, these quict chaps be

much. They'll stand spittin’, but ye

oughtn’t ter noticed him at all. He
didn’t mean nothin’.’

And the anger faded out of his face,
to be replaced by a luok of simple sor-
row, as he went on with Steve, saying :

‘I must try to get rid of this temper of
mine, Steve—I must, It's mean. It
ain’t right, ’spach’ly in me, when I know
all the (ightin’ sricks were ever heard
tellon, I'll hey to make it up with pore
Hennessy in the morni::g, I must, He
thought T got the boss to give hima
layin' out, and he were mad. Tl try
and make it up to-morrow.’

And thus he rambled on in his simple,
reat-hearted prattle, till Steve sndaen-
y burst out :

‘Ods, man, arayou a fool or a parson,
or what? If Lwere you, and-had licked
threechaps.likeyon've doneinthreenights
just as easy as kissin’ my 'and, the cit
wouldn't 'old me, 'twouldn’t ! Swear
can’t make you’out, Jack Armstrong.
You are a regular demon one moment,
and a suckin’ baby next. Come along
and 'ave your supper like a sensible man
I'm proud of you.’

And when he took John in to supper,
he burst out to his wife:

‘Oh, missus,what do you think ? Hang-
ed if that Jack Armstrong ain't licked a
man a night every day he's been in this
blessed city ! He's a regular good fight-
er heis. Give him a good supper, lass,
and treat him well, for you are boardin’
the foreman of the gang, and I'll lay five
pound to one he'll end in bein’ ‘ead of
the shop afore he's done, for he ain’t
too much money just now. They won't
‘trouble him again.’

And as Steve had predicted so it came
about. Next day, not only was there no
trouble in the shop, but foreman Hen-
nessy made his appearance, as quiet as
a lamb, and hurried up all the hlers in
their work, so that Manager Handy
nodded his satisfaction at evening,andset
to work to scold the foreman of another
department, with the ultimate result of
hurrying up the whole shop in every
branch of work done there. And so the
week passed over quietly without further
adventures, Saturday night came, and
John received twenty dollars pay for
four days’ work, and said to himself,
with a simile of great thankfuluess, go-

‘T didn't. seek it, heaven knows; but |

There |
was a fierce look in his face, even now, |

I've chosen him because ‘ crowd, throwing the men right and left ‘ ing home :

like so many Kkittens, till he came to|
You'll do as he says, or you'll know the | Hennessy, on whose shoulder le lay .the | mebbe I kin bring him down next week
Have the boiler ready to |

“Fifteen dollars for pour old dad, and

[to live lere. O, glory, how happy I
iam. How'll T send it safest? Wish I
knowed some one in the city as could
tell me whatto do. Pore Steve ain’t no
guide in sich mattera.’

He was meandering along, lcst in his
own_thoughts, wher. he almost fell over
some one, much smaller than himself,and
starting back to apologize, saw that it
was a girl, who looked up archly in his
face, and said :

‘Why, Mr. Armstrong, is it you ? And
you've never been to see mother all this
week.’

Poor John, for a moment, blushed to
his hair, and felt dazed and confused.
He had actually forgotten, in his anxie-
ties and work, all about little Ella Mor-
ton over whom he had just stumbled.

He stammered out :

‘Yes—that is, miss—1 would have
come—but—I've been tired and—but
I'm right glad to see ye,” he pursued, his
countenance gradually warming up, ‘fur
you kin mebbe help me a bit, bein’ used
to city ways like. Kin you tell me
where's the post office, and how I kin
send money safest to my poor old dad up
in Painted Post, miss? I'd take it
mighty kind if ye could tell me.’

Ella pursed up her little mouth as if
considering, and said doubtfully :

‘Well, now, I never had any money to
send through the post office, nor any
other way, but I belicve there is what
they call a money order system’

‘Yes, yes,’ said John, éagerly. ‘I've
heerd tell on it, but I never rightly
knowed what it were. Do you know,
miss ¥

‘Well, not exactly,’ she answered, ‘but
I tell you what I can do.
see mother, as you promised, to-morrow,
in the morring, and she’s sure to know.

Yet somehow he foun 1 himself talking
away to Ella, telling her about Painted
Post aud his invalid father, till she in-
terrupted him with :

‘Here we are, Mr. Armstrong, and I'm
really much indebred to you for your
kindness. We live in the basement, and
wother will be very happy to see you to-
morrow morning. 1 PUppose you go to
church, don't you ¥

‘Yes, miss,’ aniwered Juham, uettlnhs
very bashful again of a sudden. ¥
allers told me how”

And he stopped short.

‘Very -well,’ she said. ‘Our church
opens at a quarter to eleven, and it's
just a block away. If mother's well
enough, we'll all go together. Good-
night, :

Then she disappeared down the steps,
and John went home ina kind of dream,
from which the face of Ella Morton
with its big brown eyes, looked out in a
mist of glory, while he could clearly see
every window of the houss she lived in:

It was a small two-storey house at the
end of a twenty-feet garden, in a retired
street which the metropolis had dropped
aside long ago, in its hurried, march to
the Harlem river—one of those streets
one stumbles on near the North and
East rivers in a day's ramble, to be
charmed by their quiet amid the bustle
and noise elsewhere.

From the next house, which was at the
corner of a still smaller street, one could
see the North river, with the grey line
of the Palisades beyond, and an old
lumber yard and wharf, where a few
barges came every weock without noise,
making work for four or five men at the
most. :

‘Seems to me,’ thought John, ‘I'd
kinder like to live round there. It's
more like home than them barracks
whero Steve and his wife puts up. I
must ax Miss Morton in the mornin’
"bout rents in these parts.’

And when he had had his supper at
Steve’s, he was so unusually quiet and
reticent that Barker remarked it and
rallied him with :

‘Ods, man, what ails you? Looks
like you'd been sparkin’, and were
thinkin’ of a lass, you do. ' Hi, Phabe !
see Jack blush up. Ods, but that's a
good joke ! Jack sparkin’ a lass afore
he's a week in the city. Who says
country lads ain't a match for city lads
any time ! Sparkin’, by crickey !’

Armstrong knew he was very red in
the face, but he tried to answer quietly :

‘You're a-barking up the wrong tree,
Mister Barker. I ain’t denyin’ I seen a
lady this evening’ ; but she’s a real lady,
anl I'd take it kind if you stop bringin’
her in, I would.’

Steve stared at him a moment, and
then gave a wink of intense meaning to
his wife, while he puffed volumes of
smoke from his pipe ere replying :

‘No offence, lad—no offence ! Wern'’t
1 crazed mysel’ 'buct Pheebe there when
I were sparkin’? 'Tis the way o’ the
world, lad. Nooffence. Wish you juy,
I do, and a good wife,”

J:hn turned redder than ever.

‘I tell ye ye're barkin’ up the wrong
tree, Steve. I ain’t sparkin’, nor like to
be, till my pore vle dad’s well again, and
no one knows when that'll be ; which
‘minds me I must write dad a letter at
onst. Wender where I kin doit?

Steve looked puzzled.

‘Don’t no, lad. Don't write mysel’, as
you know. Mebbe Phaebe can tell you.
She used to make pothooks and haugers
in National School, she did, though I
misdoubt if she writesa tidy hand yet.’

Pheebe, thus appealed to, replied :

‘There's the Christian Mission in
Brown-place. Mabbe you can write there.
Heard tell they be kind to workin’ men,
It's seven blocks off.’

And John accordingly repaired to the
place named, which turned out to be a
branch of a Church Mission School, ex-
pressly disigned to help workmen, with
a library and club-room, from which he

A Little Be:ind tfand.
Some people are always a little behind
hand in all undertakings; d:laysare dan-
gerotts, and none mote so than iu ne-
gleoting wnat seems a trifling cold. Pra-
dent people bieak uo the ill effects by
tunely use of Hagyard's Pectoral Balsam
thus preventing seriuus fung troubles. 2
e
Well Rewarded.

A'libers! reward  will be paid to ang

rty who will produgce a ease of Liver,
E‘iduoy or Stomach complaint that Elec-
tric Bitters will not speedily cure. Bring
them along, it will cust you nothing for
the medicine if it fails to curé, and you
will be well rowarded for y®ur trouble
besides, All Blood diseases, Bilious-
ness, Jaundice, Coustipation, and geae-
ral ("ebmty are qnickly eurvd,  Satisfuc-
tion guaranteed or moncy retunded
Price only fifty cents por hottle. For
eale by J. Wilson. 5

McGregor's 8peedy ture,
From the many remarkable cuvas
wrought by using McGregor's Speedy
Cure for Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Consti-
pation and Affection of the Liver, and
from immense sale of it without any ad-
vertising, we have concluded to placs it
extensively on the market, so that those
who suffer may have a parfoct cure. Go
to G. Rhynas’ drug store and get a trial
bottle free, or the regular size at 50 cents

and 81 a

Kram's Fluid Lightning

Needs no advertising when once intro-
duced. Every bottle sold sells hundreds
of others by doing all and more than re-
presented for Neuralgia, Toothache,
Headache, cte. It removes any pain
instantly quick as flish. Try it and yon
will say it is well named Fluid Lightning,
Get a 25 cent bottle at G. Rhynas’ drug
store. b
A
An Answer Wanted.

Can any one bring us  case of Kidney
or Liver Complaint that Electric Bitters
will not speedily ¢nre! We say they
cannct, as thousands of cases already
permanently cured and who are daily re-
commending Electric Bitters, will prove.
Dright's Disease, Diabetes, Weak Back,
or any urinary complaint quickly cured.
They purify the blood, regulate the bow-
els, and acts directly on the diseased
parts. Every bottle guaranteed. For
sale at 50c. a bottle by J. Wilson.  [1]:

Lyss and Galn.

CHAPTER L
I was taken sick a year ago
With bilious fever.”
“My doctor pronounced me cured, but
T got sick again, with terrible pains in
my back and sides, and T got so bad that
] .

Could not move !

I shrunk !

From 228 lbs to 120! I had been
doctoring for my liver, but it did me no
good. 1 did not expect to live more than
three months. I began to use Hop Bit-
ters. Directly my appetils returned, my
pains left me, my entire system seemed
renewed as if by magic, and after usind
several bottles I am not only as sound
as a sovereign, but weich more than I
did before. To Hop Bitters T owe my
life.” R, FrrzpaTrIoK,

Dublin, June 6, '81,

How 10 GET SI1cK.— Expose yours
day and night ; eat voo much without ex-
ercise ; work too hard without rest ; doc-
tor all the time ; take all the vile nost-
rums advertised, and then you will want
to know how'to get well, which is an-
swered in three words—Take Hop Bit-

ers! lmo

PLANING MILL

ESTABLISHED 1855,

You come to | had the happiness that very night to

send to his father at Painted Post a draft
for fifteen dollars, at the same time mak-

My mother knows everything in the |ing the acquaintance of a man who was

Artful Ella !

|
\
\
!
; world, T really believe.’
|
|
|
\

CHAPTER VIIL
THE LADBER OF LOVE.

Actful Ella. and yet so artless ! John
did not exactly know how it was done,
but no more did the girl, for that mat-
ter. It just came about naturally, with-
out apparent intention on the part of
either. She had said, carelessly :

‘I suppose you've forgotten all about
the number of our house 7’

Then he answered :

‘No, indeed, miss, for I put away the
address careful. It be in Ashley-s'rect,
and that's jest five blocks away.’

To which she responded :

‘ Yes ; and its quite a little walk with

and I can easily whip | dangerous when ye work 'em up tco | this heavy bundle.’

i And then John colored erimson, and

to influence his future life very powerful-

y.

This was Mr. Baldwin, teaclier of the
workman himself, and who said to John,
after he assisted him in his business, and

perience :

‘See here, young man,
good a man to stay a common labcrrer.
Why don’t you come to night school and
study mathematics and crammer.’

John stared at him. He was a grey-
haired and bearded man, with a shrewd
kindly face that encourazed an answer,

“Well, sir,” said John, slowly, ‘T don't
"zactly know. What's them, sir?' I've
b'en throngh 'rithmetic up to profit and

arier the four rules.
we didn't use to study upin Painted
Post, 'cep’ teachers,’ *

Mr. Baldwin smiled.

‘I should imagine not,  Well, Tl tell |
you why you ouzht to hflltl)' grammar.

examined him'by the light of a long ex- |

You're too

loss, but T never found wmuch use f'ort, |
Grammar's su'thin’ |

' Buchanan, Lawson 2 Robinson

‘ MANUFACTURERS oF
\Sast, Doors & Blinds

DEALERS IN ALL KINDS OF

| Lumber, Lath, Shingles

and builder’s material of every description.
SCHOOL FURNITURE A SPECIALTY.

| #2r All Orders promptly attended to.

f 1902-1y

Goderich, Aug. 2, 1883,
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sense of insincerity, as of one acting a | undermining better men with the hess— | mustn’t try to rub in. It ain't always| discovered that the ¢irl had a large
part, thouzh Steve was wenderfully im- | d'ye hear ! | safe. Good night’ [ bundle lying on the sidewalk, hidden by
pressed by it. Avmstronz colored slightly, while all | Then he slouched down the street af- | her skirt. so tbut'he had not seen it be-
‘Come in—come in boys,” he said. [the workmen within hearing stopped | ter John, whom we found panting and | fore. ~And he stimmered :
‘Well, how do yeu like the Vualean, now  dressing to stave : but it was with perfect glaring at the walls as he strode on, and | ‘I beg parding, miss, indeed. T didn’t
you've liala day in it? good temper that he replied : who greeted him as he took his coat |seeit.  You'll'let me kerry it for ye, I
‘Werry much, siv.’ Wweturned Steve, | Mebbe you can, Mr. Hennessy, but I | with : { hope, if T ain’t intrudin’ ¥ S
with a respectiul *Couldn’e ax a ! don't se¢ why you showld. I aint on the “I'hankee, Steve, thankee. And Ella fairly laughed at his simple
better place than v if the wages | fight now-a-days.’ Fgood friend—a «ood friend.
be all vi:lit. Been wotting two-seventy- : swd to be, then,” sneered | look bad, aid I
five, s i, apicce, me and my mate,’

vlaybe }'«.11../\
Hennessy, elaborately.  ‘I've heard lots ‘Bad !" echoed Steve, puzzled.
‘A\'" you hay l‘ll‘!,.
sharply. ‘I know riveters

man. Don't tey to fool e,
read and write 7'

Youre a

‘Why, of course, I should be very
“You | much obliged if you'd see me home, for

wages, my fight, till T got at "em.’ lad. Why. whai's amiss? You look | where those youny men board, and they
Can you  John Armstreng smiled slightly. | like one frightencdat something.  What's might’'— }
4 ‘It's a bad hiz, tightin’ Mr. Hennessy," | up ” | John snatched up the bundle like a

‘No sir,” answered Steve, abashed was all he replied. © ‘T don’t want tu! I am—T1 am,” returnel Armstronge, | lt'ilz{lt'l’. and said firmly : :

‘Can you ' asked Haud, turning to fizht.  Good evenin’.’ | with a sort of nervous shiver—‘I am ‘That settles it, miss. TI'll do it, and |
John. Anl e turned his back and walked | afeard of myself, Steve. The minister | "4["';1 of the chance, too, you bet.' ‘
away, wl o Honnessy yelled out : [ told me once, when I were a boy, that if So it happened that they went down,

“Plhat’ it.  Lun, ye coward.  Any one | didn't conquer my temper it would end Ashley-street together, and passed by |
of a gang before 7 can sce you're the son of a coward.’ [ in murder some day. And T fight it i i -{il.v where A\IU[‘IS'UII, Wheeler, and |

At this moment Jolin happened to Armstronz was near the door as the | hard. I fought it to-night as longas T Jim Stryker sat smoking on the steps, |
look over Handy'’s head at the window, I words reached him, and heard a low hiss | could, but it got the best of me at last. il.ll'l Ella Morton got on the outside, _
and saw tho face of Birch, listening.  from the viveters. He stopped short, | Oh, ain't T glad he said h2 took it back 7} l‘“‘f["“'l John between her and the !umso,
He hesitated to answer, and finally re- | wheeled round, and came to Hennessy, | Why, do you know, Steve'— f w_h'”" the young man ‘-_']‘“']L'U‘l menacing-
plied : l'took off Lis coat as he came, but ]lein:" 1y at the three fiiends as he passed, and

|

‘Yes, sir.’
“‘Very well, did you ever have charge

s - . e h Here he stopped, drew a deep breath, ' - s v ;
‘Once, sir—at Hartford.’ Lwithin ten feet of the other. Then amid | o4 continued, With' a futs that bada) '.:~“ ‘.“'llLi' tf”"b\ll tlxur heads the other
. Handy watched him keenly and sml- | dead siience, to said : s el tired sort of look about it,curious to see: | ‘h"‘“'l'_ ll’“‘[.‘:‘::l‘rw] :“'t’t-]' sete_lllma. i

._1 Sli:]I’l\‘, as he asked : My father f'rll_’llf in the wars, slr. el ’ ) | 1( :\FA oce ed to Jo n_\ Hiatterthe
i 5 sl » ‘\\"n'n'Jt ,,‘L”-..,. called a cu\v:\nl' and he! ‘Do you know I am afeored if hc‘ whole thing was over, that it took them
Well, why did youn leave? | “- rran i‘l his life.’ ¢ | hadn’t said ‘enough’ I mout hev takenia lons time to walk from No. 81 to 143

. . I'mever ran in his life. 1 N st : . [ No. 3

John turned crimson, but looked his | x” 1)‘1@4\" e dhed vhaselngly; »| his eyes out. Oh, ain't I desprit wicked? and ttiat during the journey he had done
interrogator straight in the- face, - say- | 5 = " A - ‘_’_‘ Diav: TI'shan’t have no peace till T uit that outer ' more talking than he had believed it
ing : i Fouglit in tha war, C'lll‘)]”-l"t L lx‘U\ r; ' my head, * 8 pose T'd blinded the poor possible he could ever have done to a
i wera dischansod sir,-Tornigh killint =) S2L0m, S}l = te ), 1ere ““s““[s of | eritter 7 He dadiv’t kuow no better. Hel Jady, for he had never had a sister,  and

s mahdhenacond dav: [uicithhave p | Suntes -‘“1’11 hounty-jumpers as tells how | o ., only coaxin’ a fight. Hedidn't Jooked on women in general, especially
temper then, though I'vestr.y’ hard agin they fought, and lie about lt.' | know my pocr old dad, or he Cunu“tuln t i those who spoke in the way that Ella
§t sence that timoe.  He were a-shirkin' | ».]u]l:l had Hu'ne{l very '.v]nte‘l_xmv. and | have said \vh:.u he did — he (‘ul|l|.)|.[, Morton did, as a sott of cresture be
work, and giv’ me some back talk, and I | his eyes were blazing, ashe replied: Why, why, Steve, do you know TU'm/|twcen men and angels; to be worshipperd

hit him. su I hadn’t ortor done it, and Afr. Hennesse, T don't want no trous | afeard T made a fool of myself 7 T aul listened to, not familiarly addressed

Say, did I way of speaking, and replied : J
|

like to be able to speak ¢ .
s ot i ) | & + sSpeak to that lady ina
interrapted Huandy, of "country greenies come here and talk | look like a born fightin’® man—that's all, | you knaw I have to pass that house | manner that would n it perpetually ih..ck

| mar, sir :

{ he wouldn’t be able to learn it

In the first place, don’t you know some

one—we'ill say a lady, )lwr!',:\{'sv--\\‘h::::I { Every Saturda.y From Quebeo. -
vou respect and admire, who speaks a | e SHORTEST SEA PASSAGE,

vers ditforent langiinie Feim What ‘_“u! SPEED, COMFORT AND'SAFETY. .
! (l‘n..l!h? which yor underst:d perfect ‘
i ]) /
| John blushed erimson and said

| “Why, how d'ye know that /'

Mr. Baldwin smiled, ;

Never mind,  Well, would you nut'

|
f‘
[
|
|
\
i
[
1
|
}
|

Sceason 1833,
Peruvian
Sarmatian.
Parisian
Sardinian..
Circassian..
IMelynesian
! Peruvian. ..
hm" fine sense of what is proper lansuace? e L e -2 2'
It is perfectly easy, you know. You r 'Pul?f”m"rs.r"'l"iro toleave Goderich at noon
understand me, don't vou ? i(:ll‘u-ln-lc‘-lrud") W SRAPUARE. (R DR ae
Voo i s v ) .
.\,u' sir. unt — [ Prepaid certificate issued at greatly redueef
But what? rates to persons wishing to bring their friends
Bt T don't -k : e, . |out from the Old Country.
W don i nmf ‘nuth n' 'bout this [ For 'lickets and all information, apply to
1ere fine way o’ talkin’ as you calls gram- H. ARMSTRONG,
and I don’t never hope Hicxet Agent
wolARiEve ot ; ; of Goderich
an’t be able to I'arn it noh w, Goderich, May 17th, 1883 o)
Mr. Baldwin could not help laughing -
' g
‘Well, well—that's a pretty  hard |

speech b yours 0 begin wi u,y.u.l iye, Far and Throat.
DR. RYERSON,

_‘Yes, sir. "Speshlly’ round ‘lection
times. Dad allers said a man orter know | -
Ko ln votos o tiekat = 4 | 317, Church Street, Toronto, Ont.,
v nd read both'sides {1, pp. ¢+ p ' 8. E
b ot | L. B C. P., L. R. C. 8. E., Lecturer on the
Ly \l,l)t.. JEar and Throat, Trinity Medical Col-
ell, suppose you were to read in the | cou '11-.”"""“" and Surgeon to the Mercer Eye
paper that the editor didn’t know | Koyal Ophthaimis” Hosmite. B A stant
about grammar, and didn’t nevar hn;»e | Central London Throat and Kar Hospital, may

-n..yhj,,._{ | Royal Ophthalmic Hospital, Moorflelds, and
| be consnlted at

s wonld wat e mich sitenes | THE WINDSOR HOTEL

John stared STRATFORD,

ﬂ_g Last Saturday of Every Month.

e Sth, 1883, 1895-

., htly
I dov't rightly see your meaning si
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