
RUBBER GOODS: MTT,T. SUPPLIES: LIFE IN ST. JOHN. supper, but later, when I overtook them 
on the road to town, they looked as de
mure as Sunday school teachers at a pic
nic, They might have a revel in the 
parlor of an hotel, but it would not pay 
to be anything but strictly proper in pub-
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The Fut Set and What They Do. A Fobheb Resident.
[Owing to the length of this part, we 

are obliged to divide it The conclusion 
of our correspondent’s views on St John 
social life will be given next week.—Ed. 
Gazette.]
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It has been said that there is no socie
ty in St John. Such is not the fact One 
has but to live in St John a short time 
to ascertain that the social lines are 
drawn with quite as much distinctness 
in St John as in London. As in all Am
erican cities excepting Halifax the basis 
of society is money, though one who has 
had a grandfather always possesses the 
inside track. In other words the man 
with money and a pedigree is at an ad
vantage over the man possessing money 
alone. But after all St John is a demo
cratic city and if a man has a clean char
acter, good manners and comes well in
troduced the doers of the most exclusive 
houses are soon opened to him.

There is one thing to be said in favor 
of St. John society. It is clean. Scan
dals are of rare occurrence and generally 
of small moment Occasionally one hears 
of an indiscreet girl who by her acts 
makes £her name a byeword in the 
mouths of all the men about town. The 
punishment for indescretion comes swift 
in a community such as that of St John.
It is impossible to lead a double life long 
without discovery. I have heard of a 
married woman whose beauty of form and 
features was greater than her strength of 
character who succeeded in eluding the 
gossips for a few years and lived a double 
life, but she was discovered in the end.
Her husband was devotedly attached to 
her and refused to believe the stories 
told him by friends of his wife’s unfaith
fulness. It was different, however, with 
her lady friends. They refused to return 
her calls and the misguided woman was 
left practically without a friend amongst 
those who before the breath of scandal 
touched her were proud to do her hom
age. Her social downfall was complete, 
but the husband still remained obdurate 
and finding himself and his wife shut 
out from the social life of the city sold 
out his business and removed to one of 
the large cities of the adjoining republic, 
where his wife regained her social pre
eminence without, however, reforming 

■(Tier weaknesses.
St John society is very temperate also 

in its eating and drinking. It is not an 
uncommon thing in large cities to hear 
of the younger men becoming so forgone 
from the effects of the wine cup that they 
have had to be sent home in cabs. Men 
and women too have sometimes got into 
this condition, but of late years the over 
indulgence in the flowing bowl in public 
places has been so greatly discouraged 
that one rarely hears of or sees an ine
briated person at a public gathering.
Indeed at the most prominent public 
balls of the season no wine is obtainable 
excepting at some place outside the sup
per room.

It must not be assumed from what I 
have written that all the men and wo
men in St John aie virtuous. Such is 
not the fact Like all other cities St 
John has its fast set, but the number is 
small They are mostly young men with 
a sprinkling of young women. These 
young people are obliged to keep very 
quiet and when they have any of what 
they call “fun” it is generally out of 
town. I remember some years ago fall
ing in with a party ol gay young girls 
and their escorts at a roadside inn a few 
miles out of town. I had driven out to 
look into some business matters and was 
returning home late in the evening sup
perless. The friendly light of the hotel 
attracted me and I drove up to the door, 
handed my horse over to the tender 
mercy of the hostler and stepped inside.
Supper was over, but a party frem town 
had just arrived and ordered supper. If 
I would wait half an hour I could be 
served. This was what the proprietor told 
me and in the condition I was in at the 
time I would have waited an hour for a 
good supper. For want of a better place 
I lingered in the bar talking with the 
proprietor.

While we were discussing an event of 
considerable importance a waiter enter
ed and got a bottle of champagne leaving 
instructions to have another pint on ice.
This occurrence would not have had 
must interest to me if I had not heard 
the laughter of a couple of girls proceed
ing apparently from the room the waiter 
had just left. My curiosity was aroused, 
but I could not ask mine host any ques
tions as to who his guests were, but the in
formation came^without asking. “See that 
wine ?” the proprietor asked. Well it is 
going te a party of dudes and their girls 
who have come out here for a litte time.
They drink about two bottles of wine 
and have supper and then go home. I 
would just as lief they didn’t come though 
as the papa of one of the interesting 
young ladies sometimes drives out him
self and if they should meet, well, I will The Charlottetown Examiner records 
leave the rest to your imagination. th® death, at Souris, of Mary Mrlntyre, 

Later on l heard the revelsofthe party ^Œaldf ^d^yem^Tht 
in an adjoining room as they took their two deaths occurred on the 24th ult.]
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* iting acquaintances, all of whom have 
more or less information about houses 
and people, and then when the dinner 
dishes have been piled away in the cup
board the lady of the house dresses and 
starts forth on her mission. She knows 
the limit she can afford to go in the way 
of rent, but this does not deter her from 
inspecting houses containing twice the 
number of rooms she wants as well as 
others only half big enough. Besides the 
houses she actually inspects, she enquires 
about dozens of others, and looks at hun
dreds of to lets posted in the windows of 
houses of all dimensions. The result of 
her tour is duly reported to her husband 
and talked over at the supper table. At 
first the good lady rather likes the fun, 
She finds out by personal observation 
that Mrs. So and So whom they thought 
poor lives in a love of a house and has 
beautiful furniture,while Mrs. Somebody- 
else who wears such elegant clothes, 
lives in a very shabbily furnished resi
dence, and she will tell quite confident- 
ally that “the dust on Mrs. B’s parlor 
table was so thick that you could write 
your name in it, and that Mrs, B’s bustle 
which always looks so chic on the street 
is kept hanging up on one of the posts of 
her bedstead.”

It is surprising how much an average 
woman will see while house hunting. 
She will be able to tell all about every
thing in every house she visits, and quite 
capable of valuing all. the goods and 
chattels she sees.' Some houses make 
her smile as she takes in their disorder 
and dirt, others beautifully kept and fill
ed with gew-gaws of every description 
make her fairly grieve with envy.

But the days pass. She continues her 
inspection. Sees hundreds of houses, 
but all of them have faults. The work 
has lost interest for her. She comes 
home cross in the evqnings. A month 
has passed and she has found no house 
to suit her as well as the one she means 
to leave. Then the husband tries his 
hand. He will soon find a home he says, 
and prowls round night after night un
til he becomes so utterly disgusted that 
he scarcely knows whether to commit 
suicide or kill the landlord who has caus
ed him so much mental anguish.

Finally, however, after he has frowned 
and swore for three days he asks his 
wife what it would cost to move anyhow, 
and then they figure out that it would be 
at least double what the increased rent 
would be. The question of an arrange
ment with the landlord is discussed, and 
finally a diplomatic visit is paid him. 
Generally a compromise is arranged by 
fixing a rental for three years, the land
lord agreeing to spend the increased re
venue in decorating the interior of the 
house.

HOUSE HUNTING. Literary men who are engaged in the 
pleasant though expensive pastime of 
enlarging and extra-illustrating famous 
books, will be glad to know that Mr. 
Samuel Hollyer is publishing a set of 
etchings of the leading literary lights of 
the age. There will be twelve portraits 
in each series. The first includes such 
men as Carlyle, Thackeray, Dickens, 
Swinburne and Ruskin.

General D. H. Strother, “Porte Crayon” 
of Charleston, West Va., is dead at the 
age of seventy-one. The magazine read
ers of to-day are not so familiar with his 
nom de plume as were those of a genera
tion ago, when his crayon sketches and 
delightful description of southern life 
were a feature of Harper’s Magazine.

LANCASTER HEIGHTS. walls of the tower are about nine feet 
thick at the base, diminishing to six feet 
at the top, and the bricks used in its 
construction were imported from Eng
land.

During the American 
mounted on the tower and the magazine 
was stocked with all necessary muni
tions; it was also kept in a position to 
assist in the defence of the harbor dur
ing the Fenian troubles that occurred 
few years later.

The view from the tower embraces 
nearly the entire city with the spires of 
Trinity and the Cathedral most promi
nent, Portland and Fort HoWe, the 
wharves of Carleton, the harbor, the bay, 
and id the south, the blue ■ shores of 
Nova Scotia.

WHY PEOPLE OIVR UP OWE HOUSE 
AWD LOOK FOR ANOTHER.

A WALK AWD A TALK.

A Loanee Id «• Fields, and a Word 
About the Mortelle Tower.

war guns were
A Glance at the Dlfflenltlee and Advan

tage» of House Hnntine—What

Such days as these bring out the hiber
nating animals. The woodchuck creeps 
from his hole and casts an eye over Ms 
clover field. He sees little prospect of 
an early dinner, yet he does not despair. 
His eyes are dazzled by the unaccus
tomed sunlight, and he knows how 
quickly his roots will respond to the in
fluence of the hour and send forth their 
crisp and tender leaves. So he retires to 
his hole, and spends a few days in me
ditation, not a whit troubled about the 
future.

We do not hibernate like the wood
chuck, but I presume that many of us 
are as glad as he is when the snow has 
disappeared with the exception of an oc
casional drift in some shaded hollow or 
on the northern side of some fence or 
hedge, aud that we look as eagerly for 
budding orchards and greening fields as 
he looks for his clover.

I believe it is claimed by our copper 
colored brothers that the trees and. all 
kinds of wild animals and fish, in fact 
all the spontaneous products of land and 
water, are common property, the gift of 
the great father of all, to his cMldren, 
from wMch they cannot be alienated by 
human ordinances. In this respect the 
philosophy of the red man is by no 
means fallacious. The philosophy of our 
friend, the woodchuck, is the same ; he 
surrenders Ms clover patch when he sur
renders his life, but under no other con
ditions.

As another has said, this is the time 
of the new furrow. As soon as the frost 
is gone and the ground settled, the 
plough is started upon the hill, and at 
each bout we see its brightened mould- 
board flash in the sun. Where the last 
remnants of the snowdrift lingered yes
terday the plough breaks the sod to-day. 
Line upon line the turf is reversed, until 
there stands out of the neutral landscape 
a ruddy square visible for miles, or until 
the breasts of the broad hills glow like 
the breasts of the robins.

How much more inspiriting is the look 
of the plough that the farmer follows 
than that of the snow plough. The for
mer, or something that answered its 
purpose, was used by Adam, the latter is ' 
an offshoot of modern civilization. This 
suggests the thought that were it not for 
railroads and steamboats populations 
would be more widely scattered, for men 
could not exist in great cities, and the 
world would be much better off. Every 
individual would be a producer, would 
depend upon the soil, in some degree, for 
his existence, and many of the harrass- 
ments that prevail among crowded popu
lations would be obviated.

I strolled over the heights of Lancas
ter a day or two ago, saw a few new fur
rows, a good many children playing at 
gardening, and heard the uncertain note 
of a solitary robin. I sat for a while on 
a boulder near the Martello Tower and 
studied that curious structure. In the 
warfare of to-day It would be hardly less 
useful if made of paper. The science of 
killing men progresses with wonderful 
strides, but the science of curing them of 
their ailments has stood still for thous
ands of years. But the Martello Tower 
has answered its purpose; I believe there 
are but three like it in America, and I 
hope it may yet stand a thousand years.

Our local historians have said but lit
tle concerning the Martello Tower. I 
believe it was built of lime stone quarried 
near the Falls and that its erection was 
commenced in 1813. Two similar towers 
are standing at Quebec anti one at New
port, Rhode Island. Originally admis
sion was had to the tower by a flight of 
wooden steps leading to a door in the 
second story. The apartment reached 
by this door had a vaulted roof of brick 
extending to a central pillar of the same 
material, about five feet in diameter. In 
this apartment were two embrasures 
for cannon and a number of loop holes 
for small arms. The magazine was be
neath with a capacity of twelve hundred 
barrels of powder. From the second 
story a stairway led to the roof where, 
years ago, two three ton guns were 
mounted—long thirty - two pounders. 
These guns could be pointed in any 
direction, while those below were calcu
lated to sweep the entire harbor. The
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At this season of the year when old 

King Sol is rapidly transforming snow in
to slush, and ice into water, and hiAnan- 
ity and horses by mixing the sun’s pro
ducts with mother earth make most de
licious mud, the house-holder turns Ms 
mind to moving. His landlord—the one 
he contemplates leaving—presented him 
with a printed slip of paper on February 
1st morning, notifying him in legal, but 
nevertheless plain language, to quit and 
deliver up on the first day of May next 
the premises etc. now occupied by him, 
ete. etc., and an affectionate foot note to 
the effect that the rent for the ensuing 
year would be ten, twenty, or fifty dollars 
more. I know some landlords who make 
it a practise to raise the rent of their tene
ments every year a tenant remains, and 
tenants who invariably offer to remain if 
the landlord will make the rent a few 
dollars lower for the next year.

When the man of the house gets the 
warning, and the note increasing the 
rent, he generally gets mad, rushes out 
to see the landlord, and tells him he 
wouldn’t live in his house another year 
if he gave him the darned old barn for 
nothing a year and paid the coal bill 
He had caught cold from the draught 
wMch came in under the parlor door, and 
his wife from another that proceeded 
from some mysterious crack in the cell® 
ings. “Give you more rent, indeed,” this 
fiery tenant will say. “Not much, your 
house isn’t worth more, it’s defective in

a
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Publication».

The April issue of Woman is full of en
tertaining and instructive matter. Ed
gar Fawcett’s new novel, “A Demoralis
ing Marriage,” is continued through 
several chapters. Florence Percival con
tributes a lively sketch, entitled “An 
April Fool,” the denouement of which 
leaves one in a condition of delicious 
mystification. “Lesbia’s Fancy Work,”
•by Grace Winthrop, is a graceful love 
story. In “An Island and an Idyl,” 
which is fully illustrated, H. L. Spencer 
relates a romantic episode connected 
with the island of Grand Manan at the 
mouth of the Bay of Fundy. Laura 
Clay discusses “The Responsibility of 
Women to Skiciety.” Anna Olcott Com- 
melin describes some women’s clubs, 
with a retrospective glance at the history 
of clubs from earliest times. Under the 
title of “One Woman’s Idea,” Eleanor 
Corbet imparts apme excellent notions 
relative to tasteful , apparel TJiere is of 
course, the usual amount of use fq( infor
mation in the several “departments” of 
the magazine, which are attracting uni
versal attention by the masterly manner 
in which they are handled and sustained- 
The foregoing is only a partial list of the 
contents of the April issue, which, like 
each of its predecessors, is superior in. 
quality to all that have gone before. The- v 
illustrated features of this number are- "■ 
especially deserving of commendation.
Sold by D. McArthur.

Kino ob Knave, by R. E. Francillon, is 
a story of dual life, that will engross the- 
attention of every reader, until the last, 
page is reached. It is full of love and in
trigue, sin and sorrow, purity and joy, 
and will satisfy the desire of every reader 
for something outside of the common
place. Sold by J. & A. McMillan.

Fzeeeelon» Children.
. '

Many of the weekly and Sunday papers 
devote space to the smart, bright and 
witty sayings of young children. These 
sayings of, children can be divided into 
two cl

,

One class is manufactured 
from who]e cloth (like the campaign lie) 
by the newspaper men. The other kind 
is contributed to the press by the proud 
parents o^ the smart, bright and witty 
children. This last is the genuine, the 
really childish kind. The first is a base 
imitation., Yet some people prefer the 
imitation and favor the suppresion of 
real natural cMld humor and smartness. 
But some people have little love for 
children, humor or smartness. The two 
letters received tMs week and printed 
below go to prove, if proof is needed, that 
parents would be at least selfish in 
witholding from an appreciative public 
the pearls that occasionally fall from the 
lips of their precious little ones. As a 
rule, however, parente are- not sélfistrin 
this respect. The first letter is from a 
lady reader. The letter speaks for itself 
and for the lady:—

On reading a small piece in the paper 
last evening wMch said that Marshal 
Von Moltke is 87 years old I remarked 
to my hssband that it was a good age for 
a soldier to reach and an age they sel
dom arrived at My boy Leo aged seven 
years and one month who was present 
and studying his school books at the 
time spoke up and said : “It might be a 
good age nowadays, mamma, but in my 
history it says they had centurions in 
the Roman army and a centurion is a 
hundred years old aint he, mamma?” 
Of course I ijookgreat pleasure in telling 
Leo he was right It pleased me much 
to find one, so young remembering so 
well what hé read and also so well able 
to use his knowledge in a conversation 
on sqch an important subject—the longi
tude of humgn life.

Woodstock, April 7.
Witty ant clever beyond his years is 

this St John lad :
Accompan ed by my son Horace, just 

six years oit , I called at the house of a 
friend of mi te, a customs inspector, and 
was told tha the inspector was out On 
hearing tMs Horace convulsed me by at 
once saying;: “Papa an in spector ought 
to be in all the time.” Besides being 
witty, as sh own, Horace is also a close 
observer. When I came home the other

:
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«many ways, has no double windows in 
the first place, no hot and cold water, no 
furnace in the cellar, and then the water 
froze four times in one day during that 
cold snap last winter. And now you have 
the gall to ask me to pay $10 a year more 
rent Again I say no sir, I will move 
1 cnlytiope you will get as good a tenant 
as I hâve been, but I guess the repairs 
will cost you a good deal more than $10.

The landlord generally smiles at these 
" statements and suggestions of mad ten
ants. He is not surprised at them be
cause he has met a great many tenants 
who have talked precisely as this one 
does, and then made up their minds and 
remained. “Well,” he will say as he bids 
the angry tenant adieu, “I will not rent 
the house until I hear from you again. I 
think you will most likely change your 
mind. There is one thing, however, that 
you must remember—you only pay $100 
a year for that house, and you can’t ex
pect a four story gothic mansion with red 
granite trimmings for the modest sum of 
two dollars a week. lean supply you with 
all the conveniences, but I will have to 
double the rent If we want luxury we 
must pay for it my friend—we must pay. 
Good morning sir, I will keep my offer 
open for a month, and after that I will 
raise it ten more.”

The tenant is now more indignant than 
ever. He goes home tell his wife of the 
conversation he had with that blankty, 
blank, blank old fool who talked as if 
there weren’t another house in town ex
cept his. He would blank soon show him 
that he wasn’t a chump, and could find a 
house. He would move—they would 
move, but where. She wanted to go out 
on the edge of the town. He wanted to 
get nearer business. This had been the 
trouble hejjjjre when they moved. The 
house thdfhad decided to leave had been 
a compromise when they took it, and was 
about the only one of its kind in the 
neighborhood, and they couldn’t afford to 
pay a much higher rent But that old 
Graball had insulted their intelligence, 
and both husband and wife had decided 
to leave. They would hunt up a house 
somewhere. They would go from street 
to Street, door to door, put up with every 
inconvemence, but they would leave old 
Graball’s house if they had to go some
where up an alley.

When m tMs state of mind men and 
women will tramp up and down streets 
in search of vacant houses suitable for 
them. The first thing persons who are 
house bunting do in the morning is to 
Bean the “To let” columns of the morning 
papers making copious extracts of the an
nouncements therein contained. As they 
Cannot inspect the houses advertised dur
ing the morning, they spend the time vis-

:: ci ï

a For the first In its history, the United 
States Court in Massachusetts was opened 
on Tuesday last without prayer. The 
reason was stated to be that the funds 
had given out and there was no money 
to pay the parson. Strikes seem to be 
the order of the day in these times.

A man in FriendsMp, Me., writes the 
Rockland Opinion that there are several 
things which he would like to see and 
hear, out of sheer curiosity. One of them 
is a “good looking editor”, and another is 
“some church music that would not in
jure the nervous system for life.”

When Price Webber was at Caribou, 
Me., he took several of his company .Sun
day night, and called upon the editor of 
the Republican, and gave a fine concert 
for the entertainment of the family.

During the last sixteen years 25,000 
sailors on British ships have been lost at 
sea.

Mbs. O. K.

Poor Debtors.

An impecunious friend was telling a 
Gazette reporter a few days since how 
he had been sued for a debt of $1.10. He 
borrowed $2.60 from a neighbor and paid 
the bill and $1.50 in costs. There is 
something entirely wrong in proceedings 
of this kind, something that should be 
speedily remedied. The small debtor 
often finds it as hard to meet his obliga
tions as the large ones, and the small 
debtor, when he falls into the clutches of 
the law seldom escapes without the pay
ment of double and sometimes threble the 
amount of the original claim. Of course 
there are men who never pay a debt if it 
can be avoided, but the majority are 
cast in a different mould. There are 
multitudes of men in this city, with and 
without families, whose earnings range 
from $4 to $8 per week. To such, in case 
of a few days sickness or lack of employ
ment, the payment of a debt of $1.10 is a 
serious matter. The civilization of the 
centnry should be able to devise some 
means for the collection of small debts 
that are more humane than those that 
are now in vogue. It would be better, 
perhaps, if there were no laws for the col
lection of debts—if men were credited at 
all that they should be credited on their 
integrity alone. This would reduce 
business to a cash basis, teach men 
lesson in economy, and checkmate rogue
ry to a considerable extent.

day he was looking over a newspaper 
but on seein ; me he looked up with a 
puzzled expn ssion and asked : “Which 
is right, Pape, Jim or Jem ?” He then 
showed me the name printed both ways 
in the paper $nd it was my turn to look 
puzzled. I could not answer—can any of 
your readers ?

St. John, A|ril 11.

The “assets” left behind by State Treas
urer Tate of Kentucky are very curious 
and a little “racy of ihe soil.” One item 
is $75,000 in due bills from friends to 
whom he had lent the State money. An
other, and the best, is 600 barrells of fine 
old whiskey, estimated at $50,000. That 
a man harassed as he must have been 
with pecuniary cares, should lay up so 
much whiskey, shows what a place this 
product holds in the Kentucky mind. It 
evidently stands where diamonds stand 
in other countries, as the thing to put 
money into for a rainy day.

Theodore Saroney Lambert, President 
of the Canadian Democratic Club and of 
the Cangdian Council of the Catholic 
Benevolent Legion, died March 23 of 
dropsy of the heart Mr. Lambert was 
in the forty-fifth year of his age and was 
a nephew of the photographer Saroney. 
Deceased was bom at Nicolet, province 
of Quebec, and was one of the most pro
minent French Canadians residing in 
this city. He graduated from Nicolet 
College in 1864, and since then has been 
an active promoter of Canadian interests. 
At the time of his death he was pushing 
the naturalization of Canadian immi
grants, and was meeting with greatest 
success. Appropriate action will be 
taken by the various societies of wMch 
he was a member, and arrangements for 
the funeral will be made at the 
time.—N. Y. World.

J. A. Y.

Wm. Sweet.

In April.
i-

Thou’rt hero. 0 April, fickle sprite !
Thou bring'st alternate calm and gale; 

Thou giv’st us sunshine warm and bright ; 
We give thee hail 1

The robins sing their'songs, the caws 
Gf noisy crows the farmer hears,

The snowdrop blows, the snowdrift thaws 
And disappears.

The angler whipà the stream with joy 
And hooks the trout with ready knack, 

The mother whips her little boy 
For “hooking jack.”

Desire, when buds begin to shoot,
And feathered choristers to sing, 

Springs in the heart to have a suit 
To suit the spring.

a

Thé rural cop whose round each day 
Takes-him-throqgh woods and country ways, 

To hear the bluebird’s roundelay 
His round delays.

When March isout and April in.
The mercury begins to rise,

The swallows fly and toads begin 
To swaliow flies.

A Sad Prospect.

How many weary broken down inva
lids there are to whom life is burdensome 
and whose prospect is sad indeed.. The 
nervous debility and general weakness of 
those afflicted with lingering disease is 
best remedied by the invigorating and 
restoring properties of B. B. B.

same.-

A spruce young fellow is very often 
;x>p’Iar with the ladies—Detroit Free 
^ress.

j

MC2397 POOR DOCUMENT

v i

®|e ©metteA GREAT SERIAL
THIS WEEK

SHIRLEY CARSTONE
-BY-

Tirr.TEA ARCHABD.

ZPAlH/T IV
_0F_

LIFE IN %T. JOHN
Is in THE GAZETTES •

THIS WEEK.

Vol. I.—No. 50. ST. JOHN, N. B., SATURDAY, APRIL 14. 1888. Price 2 Cents.


