"In A Second Balcony

BY ELIZABETH MoCRACKEN.

theatre was empty and dimly |
u:l?t:d. Even the doors leading to the
unresarved seats of the second balcony
had not yet been opened. Seton smiled
slightly as he passed’ through the main
entrance and made his way to the se-
cond balcony. He could scarcely do
jess than convict himself of whimsi-
cality, in preparing to spend an emh:e
afternoon in viewing another personu‘
performance from an unreserved seat.,

Seton's own parts were usually
strenuous to such a degree that he gave
but one matinee a week. He had not
often devoted his consequent leisure to
the matinee performances of others;
but latterly his leisure had become of
little value and he gave it freely to the
pursuit of his fancy which promised |

nt diversion.
m;‘rll!‘\edln‘gryn seat in the front row he
dropped into it and took out a news-
paper, but the light was so dim that
after a moment’s straining, he let the
paper fall to the floor. He sighed some-
what fmpatiently, and looked - at hls‘
watch,

Presently the audience began to as-
semble, singly and in small groups; the
lights increased in number, and the
members of the orchestra began tuning

{r instruments.

th;Vhen the crowd poured into the se-
cond balcony, he opened his eyes and
watched with interest its struggle for
geats, The second balcony of a theatre
would seem to possess the power to
awaken, even in persons not usually
addicted to jostling and pushing, that
primitive instinct which would award
the best to him who first can seize it.
Seton looked at the crowd with curious
pleasure and wondered if in any other
part of the theatre such eager anticipa-
tion could be found. He speculated
as to ther easons for the marked en-
thusiasm of the people who rushed past
him and around him, never suspecting
that the faint Bohemianism of the se-
cond bacony has of itself an alluring
charm and incites independently &
youthful hilarity utterly out of the
question in a proscenium box.

“No wonder they call it a rush!” he
said aloud. To his surprise, his neigh-
bor on the left, a middle-aged woman,
with a care-worn face, replied.

“No, it's not a wonder,” she remark-
ed. “Such pushing I never saw—and
they call this a civilized country!”

“The pushing is part of the fun!” he
heard a girl back of him say, with a
laugh, to her companion. Seton smiled
at this revelation. He had been about
to conclude that the fun was the
compensation for the pushing.

The fun was none the less large and
genuine. He had come to look at the
play from the sandpoint of the people
in the second balcony, but he found
himself looking at nothing so much as
the people themselves. They were so0
diverse; they ranged from newsboys
to college instructors, from
not very well-bred schoolgirls to wo-,
men who were even distinctive in ap-
pearance; and they were equally, if as
diversely, interested in the p«-rfm'mj
ance. . {

Seton glanced from the woman on
his left to his neighbor on the right,
who was also a woman. She was in-
tent upon the performance; and Set-
on's glance lengthened almost into a
stare. Her manner of looking at the
play was unlike that of any other per-
gon whom he had seen in the balcony.
She was seeking the causes of its ef-
fects.

To Seton, a member of the profe
sion, this was almost instantly appar- |
ent. When the audience laughed, she
did not laugh; she knitted her brows

and riveted her attention the more
closely upon the stage. When a scene
was interrupted by an involuntary

burst of applause, she leaned forwa
in more interise interest. {

“She is an actress, or a playwright— |
she might be either,” Seton thought.,
He glanced again at her. &

Her utter absorption in the play!
and the varying of her expression as
she watched it alone gave her a cer-|
tain beauty. In addition, her hair|
was soft and dark, and she had blue
Irish eyes. The distance from the line
of her eyes to the tilt of her chin was
artistically short, and her mouth h
a wistful sweetness and charm which
also suggested an Irish ancestry. She
was leaning forward, but Seton guess-
ed that her height was above the av-
erage.

“She looks more like an actress than
a playwright,” he thought, as he con-
templated her. “She is almost beauti-
ful; and she has a most professional
way of looking at a play.” It did not
occur to him that she might inde-
pendently and unprofessionally have
possessed both beauty and that criti-
cal appreciation which would presup-
pose a personal professional interest.

He looked at her very nearly as in-
tently as she looked at the stage. She
appeared so oblivious of anything but
the stage that he forgot to be guarded;
and when she turned unexpectedly and
looked at him he was for an instant
confused. In the same instant, he nb-l
served that the curtain was descend-
ing and that her attention had natur-
ally been taken' from the stage.

There was no shade of annoyance in
her expression as she glanced at him.
To his surprise, she started very
slightly; and her face softened as she
turned it away from him. He sup-
posed that she had recognized him, and
he was thg more convinced that she
belonged to his profession, for he was
aware that very few persons who had
known him only on the stage recog-
nized him when they saw him off it.
He did not know that the girl, who
saw an act of a play with such quick
and clear intentness, had as intently
seen his face and had been startled
and moved by its drawn and haggard |
Unes.

She was younger than her appear-
ance and her keen intentness had sug-:
gested to Seton. At the end of the:
next act, she turned and spoke to him, !
with a singular lack of convention in:
which there was yet no slightest lack
of dignity and breeding. 1If she felt
any need of justification of the uncon- |
vention, other than the man’s face, she |
found it possibly in the fact that she
was in the second balcony. :

“Don’t you think this rather a re-l
markable play?” she said.

Seton could not see in the question
anything which strengthened his the-
ory that she was a member of his pro-
fession or his supposition that she had
recognized him. As most persons re-
garded the particular play as rather
remarkable, he,could, in fact, see no-
thing in her criticism especially indi-
cative.

o

"y,

e sald, “I think it is, a very'
play.” Reton did not add

that he had even negotiated with a
view to producing it himself and had
suddenly abandoned the plan when it
had been more than half completed.

“Yes,” said the girl; and then she
added — and Seton kneWw that she had
not, after all, recognized him — “I
thought Seton would produce it, Don't
you think it is rather his kind of
play?”’

“Perhaps it 1s,” Seton agreed.

“I wonder why he didn’t,” the girl
said thoughtfully, “It is an absurd
fancy of mine — even my husband
says it is — but I have rather thought
his wife’s death was the reason.” She
did not see Seton wince; his wife's
death had been the reason.

The girl continued: “It is a clever
play, but it is so world-wise ind hard.
I saw Mrs. Seton but once. It was not
imore than two months before she died
—but it was easy to see how beauti-
fully simple and good she was. She
wouldn't have liked this play. I re-
member she sald—""

“Did you meet her?" Seton asked in
@ low voice. He knew how little she
would have liked the remarkable play.

“Yes—rather unconventionally,” said
the girl, and she smiled slightly. Pos-
sibly she appreciated that the uncon-
ventionality had been no more than
that in which she was now engaged.

Seton made no rejoinder, and she
continued: *It was at a first night of
one of Seton's plays. I sat just be-
low her. She was in a box. She had
forgotten her w.opera-glasses, and she
cculdn’t see with the ones she got in
the check-room, so I lent her mine. She
seemed even, more eager to see than I
—and@ I don't usually use opera-
glasses.” The girl added the explana-
tory phrase as though she feared her
auditor might think she meant to ex-
alt her own thoughtfulness.

“I often lent them tq people — but
I never have to any one like her, She
was 80 charmingly graceful — and de-
lightful. She told me she was Seton's
wife, and I tqgld her I was about to

marry a membBer of his company.”

The actor started as the girl said
this and quickly glanced at her: but
she did not observe him — she was for
the moment lost in her narrative. She
continued, turning occasionally to Set-
on.

“I had a beautiful time with her,”
she said slowly. “She was so wonder-
fully single-minded. She told me some
things about her husband's career; I
could see how much everything he did

meant to her, and I could
see how  much she must mean
to him. People say he has been

rather wild and reckless since she died.
I should think he would be, wouldn't
you?”

Seton looked at her young face, with
its wistful Irish tenderness. She had
much of the single-mindedness that
she admired.

‘“Yes; oh, yes*' he said hastily.

““My husband said he didn't think
grief 'was any excuse for recklessness
—but he ’s Seton isn’t so reckless as
people say.”

“Does he know him?” the actor ask-
ed quickly.

!'He doesn’t know him very well; he
is younger than Seton. He is his un-
derstudy in the play he has now.”

“Ah!” Seton exclaimed. To him-
self he added, “So that is his wife;
that explains her — somewhat.”

“He has a tiny little part in the play

{ —I suppose an understudy always has
{—and he

probably never will have a
chance to play Seton's part.”

“Does he act pretty well?”’ Seton ask-
ed, although he knew. He wondered {if
the girl could judge an actor's per-
formance as well as she could look at

| a play.

“I don’t quite know,” she said. *“I
think he may, if he has opportunities.

I remember I asked Mrs. Seton—""
ou did, indeed?”
“Yes,” she said. Then, as if in re-

ply to his half-expressed surprise, she
added: ‘‘People sometimes do such im-
pulsive things. Sometimes we remem-
ber for a little while that, after all,
only a very few things count; and we
expect the usual conventions from the
few.”

But for her extreme and simple ser-
fousness, Seton would have accused
her of an attempt to be epigrammati-
cal. He wondered if she suspected her-
self of expecting the usual conventions.
He wondered what his wife had
thought of the girl; he had frequent-
ly laughed, with fond amusement, at
a similar artlessness in his wife, whom
this girl in no other way resembled.

He wondered also what his wife had
said about his understudy’'s ability.
Before he could lead her to disclose it,

the curtain ascended for the next act|

of the play. .

The girl appeared to forget him in
the play. She had talked to him mere-
ly in pitying revolt against his face,
in which she saw such tragic sorrow.
She gave her eager attention, as be-
fore, to the stage; and Seton again
watched her.

He suspected that some friendly im-
pulse had led her to speak to him, as
it had led her to lend her opera-glasses
to his wife. The little characteristic
glimpse of his wife that she had giv-
en him refreshed him and softéned his
loneliness as his arduous attem; at
diverston never had. e hoped, but he
did not expect, that the girl would at
the end of the act resume the conver-
sation.

fhe did not; but after a mom-
ment of silence, he felt warranted in
saying, more guardedly than she

could know, “I must have met your
husband the other day.” He reflected
that the equivocation could do no possi-
bl harm.

“You met Setox's understudy?” she
said, with Immediate interest.

“Yes.” &

“Then you did—meet my husband, I
mean.g He hasn’t much oportunity as
Seton’s understudy,” she repeated.

“No?"

“No; h: probably won't ever have a
chance to play the part.” She sighed
almost imperceptibly, but Seton heard.

“Does he think he can rlay it?” he

" asked.

“Yes, he thinks he can. And I think
80, too; and Mrs. Seton herself sajid—"
“What did she say?’ Seton was so

: eager to know that he interrupted her.

“Seton didn’t have then the play he
has now,” the girl said. “But she
said she thought he had promise—and
a beautiful voice.”

Seton bit his lips. He had so lovad

\in his wife the sweet grace with which

ghe had been at once honest and gentle.

“She was so kind and encouraging$
the girl went on. “I often think of her.
Sometimes my husbapd gets a little
discouraged, because he dosn't advance

dote relating to him and
the grief caused by his wife’s
known to many persons to W
was a stranger. She wondered if a
similar grief made this man sympathet-
ically interested; and she said revert-
ing almost to the beginning of the con-
versation:

“It is no' wonder that her death was
such a shock to him and that it made
him reckless. I suppose he has been
trying to forget his sorrow. I suppose
people do try until they can believe
that what they want is not to learn to
forget but to learn to be strong enough
to remember, Don't you think so?"
she appealed to him.

“Yes—oh yes I do” she said. He had
thought she looked almost too young
to be so strangely wise.

‘“Has your husband been on the stage
long?"” he asked abruptly.

“Long? Oh yes; very long. He
hasn’t done very much yet—not so
much as we hope he may. I am con-
stantly anticipating seeing him do
something really large and fine, e is
young of course and may get oppbrtu-
nities.” She smiled wistfully. “He
will be all ready for them when he does
—and so shall 1.”

Seton smiled. “There is a great deal
in that,” he saide

“Isn’t there?” the girl said. “And In
hoping. I remember Mrs. Seton said
she. cared even more about her hus-
band's success and his profession than
he did himself; and I think I do. One
must care tremendously to care that
much.”

‘“Yes,” Seton said, as he regarded
her beautifully sensitive face. Again
he bit his lips; he was older than his
understudy, but he was young enough
to see his life . stretched before him,
long, and brilllant and solitary. This
girl had said of the play he was seeing
that it was clever and worldly-wise,
and hard; as many people had said to
him. He did not forget that she also
had said of it that he might have pro-
duced it. Still, with a singular keen-
ness, she had seen that the strongest
force in his life had been the tender,
exalted girl who would have turned her
eyes from this play.

Following this reflection,
“Do you like this play?”

“No, I don’t,” she said quickly. “But
I admire it; it is so clever, one must
admire it; and all plays interest me—
but I'm glad my husband isn't under-
study in it.”’

“You prefer Seton’s play?”

“Oh, yes, indeed! I like Seton best in
Shakespearean plays, though,” she
added. “I have a copy of the one he
produced that year that I met Mrs.
Seton; she sent it to me.”

“She did?” Seton asked. He knew
now that his wife must have thought
well of the girl.

“Yes, she did; with her card, thank-

he asked,

ing me—for the opera-glasses, you
know. Wasn't it beautiful in her?
I shall always remember her,"”

she repeated. “She was so uplifted.
I saw her just that little while, in that
unconventional way, but there was
scmething about her that made what is
finest and highest seem naturally most
desirable. She gave one patience, too;
I'm even a little more willing to wait

for my husband's—--"
“Opportunities?”* Seton concluded
fer her.
“*Yes. The wife of a famous and

successful man doesn't—always have
that effect,” the girl said.

“Isn’t it an effect almost as valuable
as an opportunity?”’ Seton observed.

“Almost,” sald the  girl. “Perhaps
the next valuable.” She smiled at him
frankly. “Sometimes Patience gets
tired of her monument.”

As she gave expression to this opin-
ion, the last act of the play began. As
it ended, and before the crowd had be-
gun to rush as precipitately from the
balcony as it had rushed to it, Seton
turned to the girl and smiled. “Don’t
get tired of your monument!' he sald.
Then he lost sight of her in the crowd.
She smiled at his parting advice, as
she made her way down the long
flights of stairs, and then she sighed.
“T'll try not!” she thought. ‘“Poor
man, he looked so unhappy, as though
some awful thing had happened to
him! He ought to know how to give
advice.”

Seton, meanwhlile, went to his hotel,
more cheered than he had supposed
he could ever be again. He had dis-
couraged his friends when they would
have spoken to him of his wife, but
the wife of his understudy had touched
the subject so happily. She had tak-
en his wife as simply and as sweetly
as she had been wont to give herself.
His pleasure in this made him remem-
ber the less impatiently the girl's spe-
culations as to himself. Her relation
to his understudy awoke in him a new
Interest in the man, whom he had long
known so very slightly.

‘When, somewhat later, he went to
the theatre, he more than once look-
ed critically at the husband of the girl
who had been on his right at the se-
cond balcony of the neighboring thea-
tre. “Perhaps opportunities may be
his chief requirements,” he reflected;
“‘usually they are not, though.”

At the end of his play, he observed
to the stage-manager that he was more
than ordinarily fatigued.

“Think you'll be all right tomor-
row?” sald the stage-manager, anxi-
ously.

“Yes—oh, yes, certainly,” Seton said,
not be equal to his performance that
cheerfully; but the next afternoon he
telephoned to the theatre that he would
night.

“What shall we do?” ejaculated the
stage-manager.

“Why, I've got an understudy, have-
n’t 1?7 Seton sald impatiently. “He
can do it; he'll be all right in it.”

“Well, it is the best we can do!"
agreed the stage-manager, dolefully.

“Yes, it is—this season!” said Seton
to himself, as he left the telephone.

He smiled slowly. Then, suddenly,
he turned to the telephone and called
up a dramatic reporter who was one
of his particular friends. ‘“‘Say, Phil-
son! Don't be alarmed if you hear
about my sudden illness. It's nothing
scrious; T'll be able to appear again to-
morrow night, I think.”

“Great Scott!” came from the other
end of the telephone, “aren’t you on
tonight? Your'e sure it's nothing seri-
ous?”’

“Perfectly; it's the beastly weath-
er.”
‘“Who substitutes?”
“My understudy, of course.”
“Is he any »

'| It Must be Dangerous to

‘Walk Out on
Dark Nights in Mexico.
L e—p—

The fall of a great meteorite, a few
days ago, at Cocolapan, where it de-
molished a bronze statue before bury-
ing itself deep In the ground, causing
panic among the people, calls fresh at-
tention to the curlous fact that Mexico
ie the greatest country in the world
for such ‘“fallen stars.”

Ten known meteorites which have
dropped within th> area of the repub-
lic have had a total weight of 95 1-2
tons or an average of over nine tons
aplece, The ten biggest ones found to
date in the United States, together,
welgh less than one-twentieth as much.
And, oddly enough, all of the large
MexiCan meteoric “Irons” have fallen
ineide of a belt 1,000 miles long by 280
miles broad which follews the axis of
the great Central American plateau,
says the Saturday Evening Post,

The largest celestial body that ever
visited the earth, as far as is known,
was recently discovered by Prof. Henry
A. Ward in the state of Sinola, Mexi-
co. It is a mass of solid iron and nic-
kel, 13 feet in length, and weighing
about 50 tons. The existence of this
greatest of meteorites, which is ap-
proached in size by only one other re-
corded specimen, was reported as far
back as 1838; but no scientific man has
ever seen it and the story was suppos-
ed to be a fable. It was located, ac-
cerding to the tale, in the far north-
western part oft he republic, near the
village of Bacubirito.

Prof. Ward, who is an enthusiastic
meteorologist, started to investigate
the story. He was obliged to cross
Mexico by train to the west coast, and
to go by steamboat 600 miles to Altata,
¢n the Guif of California, whence it
was four days’ journey to Bacubirito.
For once popular rumor proved cor-
rect, and he came upon the long-sought
monster a short distance south of the
town. It lay in a cornfield, half bur-
fed—a huge boulder* of black iron shap-
ed like a ham,

Aijded by 28 native laborers, Prof.
Ward dug out the mass, which was lift-
ed on end with levers to be photo-
graphed. With much difficulty, owing
to the hardness of the substance, he
succeeded in detaching a small plece
of 11 pounds weight, which he brought
home with him and deposited in the
Museum of Natural History In New
York City. The length of the meteor-
ite was 13 feet, with a width of 36 feet,
and a thickness of somewhat over five
feet.

Before long the Mexican government
will move the newly discovered mon-
ster to the City of Mexico where it
will be weighed to an ounce. A dozen
years ago $10,000 was spent in fetch-
ing five of the biggest meteorites to
the capital, where they are mounted
on iron pillars at the entrance of the
School of Mines. Prof. Ward obtaine
ed a chemical analysis of a bit of the
fragment which he brought home, and
ascertained that the greatest of all
meteorites was composed of 89 per cent.
iron, seven per cent. nickel, a fifth of
one per cent. cobalt, and a little phos-
phorus, with a trace of sulphur and
silicon. i
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MARY MACLANE

“ROASTS” BOSTON.

Has New Book Ready Called “My
' Friend, Annabel Lee.”

e

Mary Maclane, who stirred the coun-
try a year ago with The History of My
Life, but who has almost been forgot-
ten for several months past, aims to
renew the sensation soon with a se-
cond book, somewhat Illke the first,

When Miss MacLane went from Chi-

When Miss MasLane went from Chi-
cago to the east it was heralded that
it was her purpose to enter Radcliffe
college and add a little culture to her
flery and untamed strenuosity, all of
which was warmly approved by her
Chicago acquaintances.

But it scems from statements made
by her publishers in Chicago, that she
never intended to do anything of the
sort. She went to Boston simply for
inspiration and has spent the last year
in writing this book, which, it is said,
will demonstrate that she does not need
any college education.

The manuscript of My Friend, Anna-
bel Lee was received by the publishers
early last week and it will be issued
late this month.

“It is not a novel,” said a Tepresen-
tative of the publishers, “but it Is a
good deal like her first book. It con-
eists of a series of dialogues, chiefly
located in Boston, betweer. herself and
Annabel Tee, who is a real friend of
hers masquerading as one of Poe's
characters. There is no story in the
beok. It is just a discussion of life
and things in Boston and other cities.

*“The Boston dlalogues are largely
about friendship, that friendship which
the poets call a namé—a charm to lull
to sleep. Miss MacLane is deeply vers-
ed in the philosophy of friendship. Of
course she had to discuss the mysteries
of life and had to express her senti-
ments in regard to death. In fact, she
has touched every cord of the human
heart and taken a shy at every phase
of human ex She is pessimi
tic and aptimistic by turns, but she
has as many moods, you know, as the
moon has phases, and I could not ven-
ture to characterize the vein of the
book as a whole.

“But of course our authoress has to
come down to the earth occasionally,
and when she has done so she has giv-
en a racy description of Chicago, Bos-
ton and Montreal. What she has to
say ahout Boston, about its women,
its newspaper men, its social set, its
manners, its hotels and churches and
its people I could not tell in an inter-
view if I tried.

“I¢ there is anything in the book
that will please it will be her mental
photograph of Boston, from the bosom
of which she sends forth her second li-
terary venture. She tries to prailse
Boston, and the fun of it is when one
reads between the lines. BSo with Mon-
treal, where Miss MacLane has valu-
ed friends of whom she would not for
the world speak a word except in the
view of compliment.

“The newspaper account of Miss Mac-
Lane when she was in Boston did her
great injustice. £he was so original
that the reporters found no end of odd
things ta exuloit, and they worked

loveliness and literary brilllancy. In
ccnelusion, T would say that the ru-
mors of her marriage engagement are
purely ficticious.” s

Engines
Fired with
Wood.

TRURO, Aug. 5.—Rallway men and
many others have sald during the
last few days: “If you have any more
railway history regarding the I. C. R.
let us have it, 'tis very interesting.”
Well, I am glad to say I have a few
more interesting things, some of them
dating back 35 years. Here is an ab-
stract ‘from the annual report (1886)
of the chairman of railway commis-
sioners, Hon, Avard Longley, since de-
ceased. That was before the days of
the I.. C. R, — just about the time
of confederation. The item is headed:
“Mr. Hyde's Wood Contract.” It
says: ‘““What I have to say upon the
subject may be expressed in a few
words; the contract has been the
source of much trouble, and no incon-
siderable loss to the department. Al-
though Mr. Hyde states that great
pains are taken to procure good wood
I am of the opinion that the wood sup-
plied is inferior to that wHt@h was
furnished previous to the date of the
contract. This remark 1{s especially
applicable to soft wood, (one-sixth of
the whole quantity supplied). Some
portion of which is not really worth
half the price paid for it. I have had
some conversation with Mr. Hyde up-
on the subject of modifying the agree-
ment and getting rid of soft wood al-
together; but it is hard to say wheth-
er even this will be found practicable.”

The Mr. Hyde referred to is the
well-known Hiram Hyde, who {is still
hale and hearty, and is now residing
at Wentworth Station. The wood was

used for steaming purposes, coal not
having then come into use, as the
balance of the extract, which reads

as follows, will show: “A great sav-
ing. would be effected by use of coal,
instead of wood. Arrangements will
be made to burn coal on the Windsor
branch at an early day.” From this
it will be seen that coal was first used
in locomotives in Nova Scotia about

1869.
A PROPHECY COME TRUE,

Here is another extract from the
report, which in the light of today, is
a prophecy come true. Mr. Longley
wrote: “Owing to the present stagna-
tion Iin the coal trade, the traffic de-
rived from this source has not been
large, but considerable shipments
have been. made from Pictou Landing
during the season, and a much larger
business will probably " be done the
coming year. At no distant day there
will, without doubt, be an immense
business done in the shipment of this
article, in connection with the rail-
way.' *

Mr. Longley’s prophesy has come
true. In those days the Pictou branch
was the (or part of) the main line
to Montreal and the upper provinces.
The report says: “The travel and
traffic between the province of On-
tario and Quebec, and Quebec and
P. E. Island, via Pictou, has increased
in a very satisfactory manner during
the year, and will doubtless continue
to iIncrease in years to come.” In the
last part of the above Mr. Longley
was far astray, and it seems strange
that with the building of the I. C. R.
then in view, he should have made
the statement.

In the report Mr. Longley confidently
expected to see the Windsor and An-
napolis opened between Annapolis
Royal and Wolfville, a distance of 68
miles, by the end of 1869, and he
anticipated that the opening of that
road would improve the traffic on the
government lines. He referred to the
stations buildings at Richmond in these
words: “TI need scarcely refer to the
station bulldings at Richmond, as
their unsuitable character and condi-
tion are too well known to require
comment.”

FIVE CAUALTIES IN ONE YEAR.

There were flve casualties on the
voad that year, which extended from
Halifax to Pictou Landins, and from
Windsor Junction to Windsor. On
November 4, 1872, Lewis Zarvell, is-
sued a circular announcing the cpen-
ing of the railway from Halifix to St.
John, to be known as the In‘ercolo-
fal Rallway with headqaarters at
Moncton, and declaring that he, Mr.
Carvell, has been appointed gereral
superintendent of the road. The trans-
actions of the Intercolonial began
Monday, November 11, 1872. The total
distance of the road at that tiine was
371 miles, divided as follows: Halifax
to St. John, 276 miles; Windsor Junc-
tion to Windsor, 32 miles; . 'Truro to
Pictou Landing, 52 miles; Painsec to
to Point-du-Chene, 11 miles.

THE OFFICIALS AT THAT TIME

The general officers to reside at
Moncton, in addition to Superintend-
ent Carvell, were: George Taylor,
(Halifax, N. S.) general freight agent;
H. M. Whitney, (Shediac, N. B.) me-

chanical superintendent; Alexander
MacNab, (Halifax, N. 8.) engineer;
Thomas Foote, (Halifax, N. 8.) ac-

countant; J. J. Wallace, (St. John, N.
B.) auditor; iWlliam Saddler, (She-
diac, N. B.) storekeeper; George Ryan,
(Studholm, N. B.) cashier; H. W. Me-
Cann, (Toronto, Ont.) paymaster. The
road was divided as follows: Western,
central and eastern’ divisions. A. Bus-
by, of Halifax. was placed in charge
of the eastern division, with head-
quarters at Truro. Pending the ap-
pointment of a central and western di-
visional superintendent, James Cole-
man, transportation master at St.
John, had charge of that portion of
the road.

Gavin Rainnle was appointed
trackmaster of the western division.
J. Star Trites, of the central, and
Lwdlliam Faulkner, Truro, of the east-
ern. Willlam oJhnson was appointed
mechanieal superintendent at Rich-
mond, while Edward Shaffner, Hali-
fax, was appointed master car builder,
with headquarters at Moncton. David
Pottinger (now general manager of
the road) was appointed station mas-
ter at Halifax; Thomas V. Cooke, at
Pictou Landing, and Rod. McDonald
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IN LIGHTER VEIN

HIAWATHA ON GOLF.

-

—

“I have seen,” said Hiawatha,

“Certain youngsters known as caddles,

carrying quivers full of war clubs,

Hiking o'er the grassy meadows,

Crossing streams and climbing hill-
sides,

Jumping ditches, hurdling fences,

Wading through the swamps and do-
ing

Various other stunts, my children;

Closely followed by gazabos

Springing terms like ‘tee’ and ‘bunker,’

‘Brassie,’ ‘cleek’ and llkewise ‘foozie,’

Smashing balls of gutta percha

Clear into the southwest quarter

Of the south half of the section!

This is golf, the people tell us,

This s what they call amusementl

When I was a social lion.

In the days of Minnehaha

'Lowed that I was all the money,

Golf would hardly have been reckoned

An exciting sort of pastime.

Yet the game somehow reminds me

0Ot a sport we used to follow

Vhen we looked for recreation—

'Twas the pastime known &8 ‘Soakem.’

This, like golf, was played with war
clubs,

Played with clubs both straight and
crooked.

Short and long and light and heavy,

Our opponents’ in the contest

Were another tribe of Injuns,

Whom we loved about like pizen,

To our wigwams WwWe enticed them,

Gave them beads and stacks of wam-
pum,

Let them take a drag, my children,

At the calumet, the peace pipe.

Then our leader, Big Chief Chilblain,

Bellowed out the watchword, ‘Soakem’

And our little old shillelahs

Whistled through the air and landed

On the topknots of our victims!

This, my little dears, was Soakem.

'Twas a game that called .Inr muscle,

Also nerve and some precision.

Unlike gelf, when we had driven

There was no lost ball to search for,

No small sphere of gutta percha

Over which to lose our tempers,

Golf is not a game for warriors—

"Tis a pastime for papooses

You can play it if you want to,

But our Uncle Hiawatha

Much prefers the game of Soakem.
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WHEN I WAS A #0Y,

e
v fept
Up in the attic where 1 s
When I was a boy—a little boy,
In through the lattice the moonlight
crept, .
Bringing a tide of dreams that swep
Over tne low red-trundle bu:, ;
Eathing the tangled curly head,
While moonbeams played at hide and
seek,
With the dimples on eac
cheek—
When 1 was a boy—a little boy.

h sun-browned

And oh, the dreams, the dreams I

dreamed,
When [ was
For the grace that t
streamed
Over my folded eyelills sc:m;d
re the gift of prophec
z?ldh[;‘rfng logm-’ glimpses of times to

a boy—a little boy!
hrough the lattice

be
. L 1
v hood’s clarion seemed to call.
g otest dream of

Ah! that was the swee
all—

When I was a boy—a little boy.

1'd like to sleep where 1 used to sleep
When I was a hoy—a little boy;
For in at the lattice the moon would

peep, ;

Bringing the tide of dreams te sweep

The crosses and griefs of the years
away

From the heart that Is weary and faint
today:

And those dreams should give me back
agiin

The peace I have never known since
then—

I was a boy—a little boy.
- —FEugene Field.
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKEN.

wrhink of it! For three days and
three nights that quartette sat about a
table, shuffiing, dealing and cashing in
jack pots, and when the game was
finally broken up every man had ox':
actly the amount Me had begun with.

at Truro.—Correspondence of Halifax

“Humph! 0dd, the way they came
out even, isn't it 7"—Philadelphia Led-
ger.
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HANDHOLDING IN KANSAS.

S
The Etiquette of the Evening Call LalQ
Down in Emporia,

SR

An important question was up fo®
discussion last night at the regulawy
meeting of the Almalgamated Hande
holders’ union, Rae Witherington, wha
holds a high office in the national or-
ganization, was accused by a certain
west side girl of being ‘‘slow,” that he
had called at her home a few evene
ings ago, and after making a few shy
attempts at holding her hand had giv+
en up and hadn't done a thing buf
talk the remainder of the evening, and
that in her opinion he wasn't a fit or
competent person to hold the place ha
did in the Handholders' union, says
the Emporia Gazette.

The story reached the ears of With«
erington’s enemies in the unlon, and
they at once brought charges of “ine
competency’ before the “Exalted
Strangeholder,” who decided to inves«
tigate the charges. Witherington wag
called before this official and told hig
“side.” He said that he had made g
cinsclentious effort to hold this girl's
hand, and when she refused the sixti¥
time and had threatened to call hes
father, he had desisted, thinking thaf
further effort would be rude and une
gentlemanly.

The west side girl was then called ond
the witness stand and asked to testifye
She said that Rae had tried six times,
but that none of the girls in her crowd
thought of letting a young man hold
her hand under eight trials. She said
she had heard of certain girls that dig
but that she thought no lady who car<
ed anything for her reputation would
do a thing “» that. She admitteq
having threa d to call her father,
but that the young man ought to have
had better sense than to think that sha
meant to do it.

When her testimony was completed
a long discussion arose as to how long
a young man could persist in tryind
to hold a young lady’s hand withous$
being considered rude and ungentlee
manly, and how soon a sgelf-respecte
ing voung lady, could give up withou#
acquiring the reputation of being
“easy.” It ended by the Exalted
Strangeholder giving his opinion that
three attempts were enough and tha#
six was too many and that any girf
with a melting point either above on
below these figures was to be boycots
ted by the union.

The question of how long a young
gentleman should know a young ladw
before he held her hand was alsd
brought up for discussion. After con-
siderable debating and deliberating by
the officials it was decided that a
young man ought to call on a girl at
least two time and not more than fouw
times before he was entitled to sit id
the hammock with her and hold hed
hand.
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MR. FULLER'S HANDSOME AUTO)

LEEE

Eastern Steamship Co.’s President Id

in Town With the Handsomest
Machine Yet Seen Here,

—_——

The handsomest automobile yet to bd
seen in Bangor arrived here Saturdays
This was a blg Pope-Robinson touring
car owned by Ransom D. Fuller, tha
president of the K astern Steamship
Co., and Willlam Wallace, president of
the Boston Insuranc# Co. They were
accompanied by Mrs, Wallace and the
chauffeur, Joseph A. St. George. They
started from Boston, Portsmouth be<
ing the first stop. The road from
there to Porrland was reported as be<
ing in wretched condition. Notwithe
standing this fact, the car had madae
an average of 25 miles and did not
exert {itself then.

This Pope-Robinson car is a hand«
seme olive green vehicle with yellow
running gear and a white canopy tope
It has a gasolene carriage with en«
gines capable of developing 46 horss
power, an energy sufficient to send the
maghine over the road at 50 miles anm
hour if necessary. Two acetylene search
lights ure fitted to the front with pow=
er to send clear light for 300 feet
along the road. This handsome tour-
ing car weighs 3,200 pounds afd coss
$7,500.—Banger Commercial.
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RETRIBUTION.

R
First Mosquito—The experts are trys
ing to murder us
Second Mosquito—Don't fear. We'll
soon put them behind bars.—Judge.




