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THE PLUNDERER.

' It was no use; men might come and go
before her, but Kittie Cline had eyes for
only one man. Pieffe made no show of
liking her, and thought, at first, that it was
a passing fancy.” He soon saw dilferently.
There was that look in her eyes which
burns conviction as deep as the furnace
from which it comes ; the bot, shy, hunger-
ing look of desire ; most childlike, paintully
infinite. The day Pierre first saw it he had
come upon her at Guidon Hill.  She turn-
ed, and this wonderful flame came out of
her eyes and spread upon her tace. lle
would rather have faced the cold mouth of
a pistol; for he saw how it would end.
He might be beyond wish to play the lover,
he knew that every man can endure being
loved. He also knew that some are pos-
sessed—a dream, a spell, what you will—
for their lite long ; Kittie Cline was one of
these.

He thought he would go away, but hedid
not. From the hour he decided to stay
misfortune began.  Willie Haslam, the
clerk at the Hudson Bay Company's fort,
had learned a trick or two at cards in the
East, and imagined that he could, as he said
himself, ** roast the cock o’ the roost”—
meaning Pierre. He did for one or two
evenings, and then Pierre bad a sudden in-
crease of luck (or design) and the lad,
seeing no chance ot redeeming the L. O. L5
representing five years’ salary. went down
to the house where Kittie Cline lived and
shot himselt on the doorstep. He had had
the misfortune to prefer Kittie to the other
girls at Guidon 1ill though Nellie Sanger
would have been as much to him. it Kittie
had been easier to win. The two things
together told hard against Pierre. Before,
he might bave gone ; in the face of difficulty
he certainly would not go. Willie Iaslam’s
funeral was a public function. He was
young, innocent-looking and handsome,
and the people did not know what Pierre
would not tell now—that he had cheated
grossly at cards. Dierre was sure belore
Liddafl, the surveyor, told him, that a
movement was apace to give him trouble—
possibly fatal.

«+You had better go,” said Liddall;
+« there’s no use tempting Providence.”

 They are_tempting the devil,” was the
cool reply : **and that is not all joy, as you
shall see.”

He stayed. For a time there was no
demonstration on either side. He came
and went through the streets, and was
found at his usual haunts, to observers as
cool and nonchalant as ever. Ile was a
changed man, however. lle never got
away from the look in Kittie Cline’s eyes.
He felt the thing wearing on him, and he
hesisated to speculate on the result; but he
knew vaguely that it would end in disaster.
There is a kind of corrosion which eats the
granite out of the blood and leaves fever.

+What is the worst thing that can hap-
pen to a man?” he said to Liddall one day
after baving spent a few minutes with
Kittie Cline.

Liddall was an honest man. He knew
the world tolerably well.* In writing once
to his partner in Montreal he had spoken
ot Pierre as an ** admirable, interesting
scoundrel.” Once when Pierre called him
«« Mon ami,” and asked him to come and
spend the evening in his cottage, he said :
** Yes, I will go. But—pardon me, not as
your friend. ~ Let us be plain with each
other. 1 never met a man ot your stamp
before 2

++.A professional gambler—yes? Bien?”

* You interest me; I like you; you have
great cleverness——" :

A priest once told me I had a great
brain—there is a diflerence.  Well?”

** You are like no man I ever met before.
Yours isa lite like none I ever knew. I
would rather talk with you than any other
man in the country, and yet——"

*« And yet you would not take me to
your home? That is all right. I expect
nothing. I accept the terms. 1 know
what 1 am and what you are. Ilike men
who are square. You would go out of
your way to do me a good turn.”

He became very pale. Some men when
moved by a big emotion go white. So
Pierre. It was on his tongue to speak of
Kittie Cline. But he hesitated; it was
not fair to the girl, he thought, though what
he had intended was for her good. He
felt he had no right to assume that Liddall
knew how things were. The occasion
slipped by.

But the same matter was in his mind
when, later, he asked the question, ** What
is the worst thing that can happen to a
man?”

Liddall looked at him long, and then
said: ** To stand between two fires.”

Pierre smiled. It was an answer after
his own heart. Liddall remembered it
very well in the future. .

«*What is the thing to do in such a
case?” DPierre said

« It is not good to stand still.”

But what if you are stunned, or do not
care?”

“You should care.
strain—a situation.”

¢ Let us drink ? said Pierre, as he came
to his feet quickly: *‘then for the House
of Lords” (the new and fashionable
tavern).

They separated in the street and Pierre
went to the House of Lords alone. Ile
found a number of men gathered hefore a
paper pasted on a pillar of the veranda.
He heard his own name and came near.
A ranchman was reading aloud an article
from a newspaper printed 200 miles away.
The article was headed: *‘ A Villainous
Plunderer.” It had been written by some
one at Guidon 11ill, and sent on.  All that
was discreditable in Pierre’s life is set forth
with rude clearness; he was credited with
nothing pardonable. There was mutter-
ings in the crowd unmistakable to Pierre,
He was armed. He suddenly entered the
crowd, caught a revolver from his pocket,
and shot over the reader’s shoulder six
times into the pasted notice. The men
dropped back. They were not at the
moment prepared for warlike measures.
It was not a mining town, matters public
and private were not arranged with unnat-
ural rapidity. Pierre leaned his back

_against the pillar and waited. His silence
and coolness, together with an iron fierce-
ness in his face none had ever seen there
betore, held them from any immediate de-
monstration against him. But he knew
that he must face active peril soon. He
pocketed his revolver and went up the hill
to the house of Kittie Cline's mother. It
was the first time that he had ever been

It is not wise to

self. Pierre quietly caught her about the
waist, and shut the door. She recovered
and gently disengaged herself. He made
no further advance, and they stood looking
at each other for a minute; he as one who
had come to look at something good he
was never to see again; she as at some-
thing she hoped to see forever. They had
never before been where no eyes could
watch them. He ruled his voice to calm-
ness,

«I am going away,” he said, *‘and I
have come to say goodbye.”

Iler eyes never wavered from his. Her
voice was a whisper.

“ Why do you go? and where are you
going?”

++ [ have been here too long. I am what
they call a villain and a plunderer. I am
going to—, 1 do not know.” He shrugged
his shoulders, and smiled sardonically.

She leaned her hands on the table before
her. Her voice was still that low clear
murmur. ** What people say doesn’t mat-
ter.” She staked her all upon her words.
She must speak them, though she hated
herself afterward: ¢ Are you going—
alone?”

 Where 1 may bave to go I must travel
alone.”

He could not meet her eyes now; he
turned his head away. He almost hoped
she would not understand.

“ Sit down,” he added; ** I want to tell
you ot my life.”

He believed that telling it as he should,
she would be horror-stricken, and that
flame would die out of her eyes. She sat
down. Neither he nor she knew how long
it was they sat thete; he telling with grim
precision “the evil lite he had led. Her
hands were clasped betfore her, and she
shuddered once or twice, so that he
paused ; but she asked bim firmly to go on.

When all was told he stood up. He
could not see her face; but he heard her
say: *‘ You have forgotton some things
that were not bad. Let me say them.”
And she named things that had done honor
to a better man. He was standing in the
moonlight that came through the window.
She glided forward, her bands quivering
out to him. ¢ Oh, Pierre,” she said:
«] know why you tell me this; but it
makes no difference—none. I will go with
you wherever you go.”  He caught her
hands in his. She was stronger than he
was now. Her eyes mastered him. A low
cry broke from him, and he drew her almost
fiercely into his arms.

« Pierre! Pierre!” was all she could

say.

‘He kissed her once upon the mouth and
as he did so, he heard the sound of foot~
steps and muffled voices without. He put
her quickly from him, and sprang toward
the door, threw it open, closed it behind
him, and drew his revolver. A hali-dozen
men faced him. Two bullets whistled by
his head and lodged in the door. Then he
fired swittly shot after shot, and three men
tell. His revolver was empty. There
were three men left. But a shot and then
another, came from the window, and a
fourth man tell. Pierre sprang upon one,
the other turned and ran. There was a
short. sharp struggle; then Pierre rose up
—alone. ’i{he girl stood in the doorway*
¢ Come, my dear.” he said, *‘you must
go with me now.”

«« Yes, Pierre,” she cried, a mad light in
her tace. I have killed men too—for
you. .8 gy RULE

Together they ran down the hillside, and
made tor the stables of the Fort. People
were hurrying through the long street of
the town, and torches were burning. They
came by around about way to the stables
safely. Pierre was about to enter, when a
man came out. It was Liddall. He kept
his horses there. He had saddled one,
thinking that Pierre might need it.

"There were quick words of explanation.
« But must the girl go. too?” he said.
+¢ 1t will increase the danger ; besides——"

1 am going wherever he goes,” she
interrupted hoarsely ; ** I have killed men;
we are the same.”

Without a word Liddall turned back,
threw a saddle on another horse, and led
it out hurriedly.

¢ Which way?” he said, ““and where
shall I find the horses?”

«West to the mountains. The horses
you will find at Tete Blanche Hill if we get
there. It not, there is money under the
white pine at my cottage. Goodbye!”

They galloped away. But there were
mounted men in the streets, and one was
making toward the bridge over which they
must pass. Ile reached it before they did
and set his horse crosswise in its narrow
entrance.

Pierre urged his mare in front of the
girl's, and drove straight at the head and
shoulders of the obstructing horse. His
was the heavier animal and it bore the
other down. The rider fired as he fell, but
without doing injury, and, in an instant,
Pierre and the girl were over. rhe fallen
man fired again, but missed them. They
had a fair start, but the open prairie was
ahead them, there was no chance to hide.
Riding must do all; their pursuers were in
full cry. For an hour they rode hard.
They could see their hunters not very far
in their rear. Suddenly Pierre startedyand
sniffed the air.

*¢ The prairie is on fire,” he said.

Almost as he spoke, clouds ran down the
horizon, and thenthe sky lighted up.
The fire travelled with incredible swiftness ;
they were hastening to meet it. It came
on wave-like, hurrying down at the right
and left as if to close in on them. The
girl spoke no word. She had no fear.
What the man did she would do. lHe
turned round to see his pursuers ; they had
wheeled and were galloping back the way
they came. He and she were riding neck
and neck. He looked at her with an in-
tense, eager gaze.

«Will you ride on?” he said. **We
are between two fires.” lle smiled, re-
membering.

+«« Ride on,” she said, in a strong, clear
voice, a kind of wild triumph init. * You
shall not go alone.”

There ran into his eyes now the same
infinite Jook that had been in hers—that
had conquered him. The flame rolling
toward ‘them was not brighter or hotter.

Far bebind upon a divide the flying hun-

WAS TRUE AFTER ALL. |

It was under the arches of the old bridge
boating by moonlight, the sound of a flute
played softly atar off, when all of a sudden
the keel of my boat came sharply in contact
with somebody’s else oars.

“Hallo, you?” cried a clear voice.
**Where are vou going?

+*Charley Dresden! cried out 1.

«Old Mortimore!” he responded. ‘‘Why,
who on earth would have thought of finding
you dreaming on the Thames? Come iato
my boat and let me introduce you to Miss
Su{)hy Adriance.”

looked as sharply at Miss Sophy as the
moonlight and my own modesty would let
me, for I knew that she was the especial
admiration of my friend, Charley Dresden.
She was pretty, slight, round and rosy,with
china blue eyes, a dimple in either cheek,
and golden-brown hair worn in long, loose
curls, with none of the tashionable abomin-
ations of crimps, {rizzes, and artificial braids
about her.

Hardened old bachelor though I was, I
felt as it I could have fallen in love with her
on the spot, is I hadn’t known so well that
Charley had the first inning.

We rode home together, and we parted
the best of friends.

A week afterward Dresden and I met
tace to face in James street.

+*Halloo, Mortimore " said Charley,
“What do you think of her?"”

+I think she is a pearl!” I answered.

**Congratulate me, then !” cried Charley,
beaming all over ‘‘for I am engaged to
her! Only last night! Look here!” open-
ing a mysterious silver case which he took
from hLis inner vest pocket. ‘“What do
you think of that for an engagement ring "

«“A fine diamond.” said I, critically
putting my head to one side, ‘‘and fanci-
tully set.”

«‘We're to be married in October,” said
Charley, lowering his voice to the most
confidential tones. ‘It might have been
sooner if I hadn’t undertaken that business
in France tfor our firm. But I shall be
sure to be back in October.”

1 spent an evening with her afierward at
the West End house, where she and her
mother dwelt n the cosiest apartments,
furnished in dark-blue reps, and with
canaries and geraniums in the windows.

«It is so kind of you to come,” said
Sophy, with a gentle pressure of the hand,
when I went away. I'm so glad to wel-
come Charley’s friends.”

Charley Dresden went away, and as he
didn’t particularly leave Sophy Adriance in
my charge, I didn’t feel called upon to
present myself. 1 supposed, naturally
enough, that all was going right, until one
day F received a note from my old friend
Bullion, the banker.

Bullion wrote trom Brighton. He asked
me to be his best man.  Bullion was to be
married !

+« Of course you'll think it a toolish thing
for me to do,” wrote Bullion; ‘* even at
sixty a man has not entirely outlived the
age of sentiment; and when once you see
Sophy Adriance you will torgive any seem-
ing inconsistency on my part.”

‘“Sophy Adriance!” Was this the way
poor Charley’s fiancee was serving him
while he was across the channel, trying to
earn a little money for her sake? My
heart rebelled against the fickleness of
woman.

I went straight to the pretty West-end
house. It was possible that I might be
misled by a similarity of name, although
even that was unlikely.

¢ [s Miss Adriance at home?” 1 asked
of the servant who answered the bell.

¢« No, sir. Miss Adriunce is spending a
few days with a friend at Brighton,” she
answered, promptly.

That was enough. I went home and
enclosed Bullion's letter in another envel-
ope, directing it to poor Charley Dresden’s
address, post restante, Paris, adding a few
lines of my own, wherein I endeavored to
mingle consolation and philosophy as aptly
as possible.

It is an ungracious thing for me to do,
sending this letter,” wrote I, ‘ but believe
it to be the part of a true friend to unde-
ceive you as promptly as possible. Dullion
is a millionaire.  Sophy is possibly but a
a fallible mortal after all. Bea man, Dres-
den, and remember that she is not the ¢nly
woman in the world who would rather be
an old man's darling than a young man’s
slave.”

And then I wrote curtly, declining to
¢ gtand up " with old Bullion.

It was but a few days subsequently that
the waiter showed an elegantly dressed
young woman into my room at the hotel
where | was stopping. I rose in my sur-
prise. Aside from old Aunt Jane Platt
and my laundress, my lady visitors were
tew. . But the instant she threw up her
thick tissue veil, I recognized the sott blue
eyes and damask-rose cheeks ot Sophy
Adriance.

¢« Oh, Mr. Mortimore !” she cried, pit-
eously, ¢ I know you won't mind my com-
ing to your hotel, because you seem exact-
ly like a father to me.” I winced a little
at this. *But I bave received such a let-
ter tfrom Charleyv: and as—as you 've
known him for a long time, I thought per-
haps you could explain it to me. Oh, I
have been so wretched! And indeed, in-
deed, I didn’t deserve it !”

She gave me a tear-blotted letter, and
then she sat down to cry quietly in the
corner of the sofa, until such time as I
should have finished its perusal.

It was a fit mirror of Charley Dresden’s
impetuous nature, full of bitter reproaches,
dark innuendoes, hurling back her troth,
and hinting gloomily at suicide! When I
read it I scarcely wondered at'poor Sophy’s
distress.

<« What does he mean, Mr. Mortimore ?"”
asked Sophy, plaintively, ** When he ac-
cuses me ot deceiving him, or selling my-
selt to the highest bidder? Oh, it's so
dreadful !”

« Are you about to become the wife of
Mr. Bullion, the banker ?” 1 asked, sternly.

¢ Oh, dear, no,” said Sophy, *‘that’s
mamma !"

+“1h P gasped I..

ters from Guidon Hill paused fora
They saw with hushed wonder and awe a
man and woman’ @ark and weird against
the red light, ride madly into the flicking
surf of fire.

Sir Walter Scott says of himselt after a
sore ber t: I was broken-hearted

there. He hesitated at the door, knocked
presently, and was admitted by Kittie, who,
at sight of him, turned faint with sudden
joy, and grasped the door to steady her-

for two years; and thou%h handsomely
pieced again, the crack wil remain to my

dying day.”

«It's " answered Sophy. ‘‘She’s
to be married next week. Didn’t you know
itp"

I stared straight before me.

¢t Look here, Miss Adriance,” said 1; ‘I
will tell you all about it.”

So I did. I described old Bullion’s let-
ter. my own false deductions therefrom,
and the rash deed I bad committed in send-
ing the banker’s correspondence to Charley
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So pleasant to taste that patients want
IN TWO LAYERS, like cream rising on milk, and readily reunites on shaking
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to get a share if you call or send your address to the NEW ROYAL CLOTHING
STORE, opposite Golden Ball Corner. Then we will mail you a list ot the p;esi

ents. It costs you nothing. Try it.

R. W. LEETCE,

New Royal Clothing Store,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

P. S.—All next week we’ll sell Children’s Clothing regardless of cost.

« And now,” said I, *“do you wonder
that he is indignant "

Sophy's face grew radiant.

« But there’s no harm done,” said she.
«No real harm, I mean. Because I've
written him a long letter all about mamma
and Mr. Bullion, which he must have re-
ceived almost the next mail after he sent
off his cruel, cruel sheet of reproaches.
And pray, Mr. Mortimore, don't look so
woebegone,” she said, kindly. * Your
mistake was natural enough.”

Sophy was a true prophet. There was
no ‘- real harm” done. The next mail
brought a letter full of entreaties to be
pardoned, and a brief, brusque note to me,
which told me, not exactly in so many
words, but in spirit, that I had a great deal
better have minded my own business.

Which I really think I had.

Model Letter of Condolenee,
The uncle of a little boy died lately, and |
his mother desired the child to write a nice
loving letter of condolence and sympatby to
his sorrowing aunt. This is the letter :—
«Dear Aunt,—I am sorry to hear that
uncle passed away so peaceably. Your
loving nephew, Ned."—Tit Bits.

Fame.

A poet stood beside a stream,
f}nvplnp(‘d in a listless dream;
And idly cast a pebble down
710 watch theripples widen round,
Until they shook the grasses dank
And waved the reeds that lined the bank.
With brightened eyes and cheeks aflame,
He read the symgcl, “This is fame.”

And as he watched, some wandering clown
A loosened stone sent crashing down
Upon the streamlet’s rippled tace,
To lash the surface, and replace
The circles of the poet’s hour
With billows of a newer power.
The poet stood witﬁ humbled head,
And, “This is fame,” he sadly siid.

T, V. Cook in Worthington's Magazine.

“Canadian Expreé?@if

General Express Forwarders, Shipping
Agents and Custom House Brokers.

Forward Merchandise, Money and Packages of
every description; collect Notes, Drafts, Accounts
and Bills, with goods (C. O. D.) throughout the
Dominion of Canada, the United States and Europe.

Special Messengers daily, Sunday excepted, over
the Grand Trunk, Quebec and Lake St. John, Que-
bec Central, Canada Atlantic, Montreal and Sorel,
Napanee, Tamworth and Quebec, Central Ontario
and Consolidated Midland Railways, Intercolonial
Railway, Nothern and Western Railway, Cumber-
land Railway, Chatham Branch Railway, Steamship
Lines to Dighy and Anappolis and Charlottetown
and Summerside, P. E. I., with nearly 600 agencies

C i made with ble Express Com-
e&lnles covering the Eastern, Middle, Southern and

estern States, Manitoba, the Northwest Territor-
jes and British Columbia.

Express weekly to aud from Europe vis Canadian
Line of Mail Steamers.

Agency in Liverpooel in connection with the for-
warding system of Great Britain and the continent.

Shmping Agents in Liverpool, Montreal, Quebec
and Portland, Maine.

Goods in bond promptly attended to and forwarded
with despatch.

Invoices required for goods from Canada, United
States or Europe, and vice versa.

J, R, STONE, Agent,

H, C. CREIGHTON, Ass, Supt,

DOMINION EXPRESS
COMPANY,

(Via C. P. R, Short Line)

Forward Goods, Valuables and Money to all parts
of Ontario, Quebec, Manitoba, Northwest Territor-
ies, British Columbia, China and Japan. Best con-
nections with Englund, Ireland, Scotland and all
parts of the world.

Offices inall the Principal towns in New Bruns-
wick and Nova Scotia.

Operating Canadian Pacific R’y and branches, In.
tercolonial R’y to Halifax, Joggins R'y, New Bruns-
wick and P, E. L. Ry, Diglw and Annapolis, con.
necting with points on the Windsor and Annapolis
Railway. L)

of Per Goods a B ¥e

, Connect with all reliable Express Companies in

the United States. Eight hours ahead of all com-
eting Kxpresses from Montreal and poihts in
ntario and Quebec.

Lowest Rates, Quick Despatch and Clvility,

W. S, HOOPER, Agent,

Dresden.

STEAMERS.

" One Trip a Week,
INTERNATIONAL S, S.CO,,

WINTER ARRANGEMENT,

i
FOR BOSTOIN.
- NTIL further notice the
steamer Cumberland or
State of Maine will leave St.
John for Eastpor., Portland
ard Boston every Thursday
morning at 7 25 standard.
Returning, will leave Boston
every Monday at 8 30 a.m.,
and Portland at 5. p. m. for
Eastport and St. Jobn.

4 52

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m.
C. E. LAECHLER, Agent.

BAY OF FUNDY S.8. €0,~(LTD.)

S.S. CITY OF MONTICELLO,

ROBERT H. FLEMING, Commander.

Sailings for November and December.

From the Company’s Pier, Reed’s Point, St. John,
every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday at 7.30
a.in., local time, for Digby and Annapolis. Return-
ing same days.

Passengers by this favorite rcute are due at
Halitax at 6.3 P. M.

IIOWARD D TROOP,
President.

~ HOTELS,

Intercolonial Railey.

On and after Monday, the 17th day of Oct,,
1892, the Trains of this Railway will run
daily--Sunday excepted--as follows :

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN:;

Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Pictou

and Halifux.... 0
Express for Halifax 133
Express for Sussex.. . 1630
Through Express for Point du Chene, Que-

bee, Montreal and Chicago.......... 16,55,

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express traine
leaving St.John at 7.00 o’clock and Halifax at 7.0
o’clock.

Passengers from St. John for (Juchec and Mon.
treal take through Sleeping Cars at Moncton, at
19 40 o'clock.

TRAINS WiLL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN:

Express from SuSSeX...e.eeeeeeeniiieininn 5
Express from Chicago, Montreal, Quebec,
(Monday excepted)..... 1025
Express from Point du Chen (d Moncton 10.35
Express from Halifax, Picton and Camp-

BELMONT HOUSE, -
S8T. JOHN, N. B.
The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op-
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station.

Baggage taken to and from the depot free of
charge. Terms—$1 to $2.50 per dlé‘
J. SIME, Propriet«r.

QUEEN H;)Tiﬁi., - e
FREDERICION, N. B.
J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor.

Fine sample room in connection. Also, a first-cless
Livery 8table. Coaches at trains and boats.

HO’I’EL DUFFERIN,
s8T. JOHN, N. B

FRED A. JONES,
‘oprietor.

BARKERAHOUBE,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

Most beantifully situated in the centre of the city,
large, light, cheerful Sample Rooms, and a first-class
Livery and Hack stable in connection with the house.
Coaches are in attendance upon arrival of all trains.

F. B. COLEMAN,
Proprieter.

CONNORS HOTEL,

CONNORs STATION, MADAWASEA, N. B,

JOHN H. McINERNEY, Proprietor.

Opened in January.”™ Handsomest, most
and complete house in Northern New ‘;;ru;g:ci:ok“..

Lo < SReIT —

“Vivat Regina.”

Queen Elotel,
HALIFAX, N. 8.

‘ E’}xrve ﬁuchple;m_ire in calling the attention of

avellers and Tourist to the fact that the
QUEKXN has established & reputation for
farnishing the best and cleanest vedrooms, and the
best table and attention of any homef in the
maritime provinces, if not in all Canada.
The JHEN contains 130 rooms, and
is fitted with all modern improvements, including
bath-rooms and w. ¢’s on every floor.

The parlors attract a great deal of attention, as
nothing superiorin that line is to be seen in Canada
The cuisine has been made a specialty from the first
and amply justifies its reputation. One visit wil
satisfy any one as to the -uéxeriority of this Hotel.

A. B. SHERATON, MANAGER:

KOFF NO MORE

WATSONS’ COUCH DROPS

WILL GIVE POSITIVE AND INST=
ANT RELIEF TO THOSE S8UFFERING
FROM COLDS, HOARSENESS, SORE
THROAT, ETC.,AND ARE INVALUABLE
TO ORATORS AND VOCALLI R. &

96 Prince Wm, Street, St, John, N, B,

T. W. STAMPED ON EACH DROP.

ANADIAN/
PACIFIC KY

WE ARE NOW RUNNING THE FOLLOWING LINES OF
OUR UNRIVALLED

Tourist Sleeping Cars

West, from Windsor street Station, MONTREAL
a8 follows :

Every Tuesday at 9 p.m.

— R —

DETROIT? CHICAGO.

Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m.

—_—T0 —

Seattle, Wash.

and points on the

Pacific Cost.
Every Saturday at 11.452.m.

Via the 800 LINE” to
Minneapolis and St. Paul.

b o Tickets to OF
Holders of Second-Class Passage ];f!‘cd i these

th ints, will be accommoc
8:::5:: :;31332« *a small additional charge per
berth. Particulars of ticket agents.
C. E. McPHERSON,

D, McNICOLL, .
» Gen'l Pass.
Gen'l Puun.d%%e'rnt, . Ass Gen'l JoﬂlAg‘

i’ il
WESTERN CODNTIES A1

Winter Arrangem@nﬁ

On and after Thursday, Jan. 5th, 18%, minS_wﬂlf“
daily (Sunday excepted) as 1nllt.m'5 -t e
LEAVE YARMOUTHEri knousles
1210 . ] T 0 e
at 5.2 p. m. i

— < daily 8
LEAVE ANNAPOLIS mﬁ‘ﬂ;‘;;&e‘ . Tupord
.66 p.m. ; s and Freight Tuesd&fs & oy
3:; B ety at 7.00 a.m.; Srrive 8t Yirmon
12.50 p. m. il
8
At Annapolis with 5
B0""EGT‘u"sv‘:'li\m:h\or n:;ll:i Anmpnlél“g:uu
At Digby with City of Momicella!laé Sl
every Wednudn& and Sncurdnv.h'A(M o B
e smm%;:do ! sday snd Saturds . 5
nesda: e
:,:m. go-wn" eveery Wednudus an Suurdl)!m por}
ings. With Stage daily (Sunds; excepteC)
from Barrington, Shelburne leer::; i
Through tickets may be obtained 8t gy guur
Halifax, and the principal Stations of
and Annspolis Railway. 5 Bﬂe,,u.ﬂn

Yarmouth, N. 8. General Supe

70L. V.. NO. 250.
///‘;————___—.
S HAS LOTS OR NERV

45, B. T. STEVENS PRESENTS
RS, b FRONT TO THE PUBLIC.

of Her Moncton Life—When 1
Baby Arrived at the Household—HowM
Crossman’s Boy Came to Light—What ]
came of Him ?

Moxcrox, FEB. 9.—The excitem
orer the Hallet-Stevens case, in Monct:
seems not 10 have abated in the les
mpraceedings before the magistrate :
of the greatest possible interest to |

ople. The court room is thronged

s00n 88 it 18 opened, and hundreds w

il to gain admittance go away 'dis

A gketch

inted. . .
At the time this is written, the exam

stion i8 Mot finished, but it is thought t
today, or 8t the furthest, tomorrow, will
the end of the proceedings before
magistrate, and that the accused will
entup for her trial before the Cou
Court whick: meets early in March, in D
chester. The chances are that the mag
mte will exercise his discretion ¢
sdmit Mrs. Stevens to bail, but if he d
not choose to do this, no doubt an appli
fon will be made to a judge for such
order.

The extraordinary toolness and n
chalance of the prisoner have cause
variety of comment some of them favora
but most of them unfavorable to N
Stevens.  Instead of appearing stric!
and crushed with shame she carries her
with the air of a Lizzie Borden, and lau
and chats as she walks the streets to:
from the examination. No one will ¢
question the boldness and nerve of
yoman after this; those who knew
thoroughly before were, indeed, not
posed to do so and her present attitude
but emphasized their opinion as to
thility to carry through any project
undertook.

Ever since she went to  Moncton as
vife ot IL. T. Stevens, Mrs. Stevens
been & bold woman, or rather a fear
woman. She has never consulted the p
licin any of her enterprises whether t
were of a social public or of a private nat:
On the contrary she has defied the put
perfected her  plans, executed them
lsughed at the tongue of Mrs. Grundy.
an be well imagined therefore that she
1t been as popular as she might have be
She has always occupied a well defined
sition in society as the wife of one of
prominent and popular man of the town
society does not care to be slighted o)
opinion ignored and Mrs. Stevens did
besitate to risk the eonsequences of ¢
ing her society friends to talk when
plans demanded it.

Although a married woman of some y
she had not the happiness of having
dren, and it was in consequence of this
she and her husband concluded to ac
the ill-fated child, Mabel Hallett.
Was some six or seven years ago, and |
ple who knew the Stevens and the Ha

nilies were inclined to congratulate |
upon the move that had been made.

It was not very long afterwards—a )
or two perhaps—when it became whisp
ibout in the mysterious way that such th
jget about that the long wished for ever
the Stevens' family was to happen.
lady friends of Mrs. Stevens were assi
of the correctness of the rumor, which
further substantiated by the fact that t
l'lecesslry accompaniments of such inte)
g events, dressmakers, began to have
exceedingly busy time of it in the Ste
lousehold.  Nothing was too good for

tpected wee stranger, money was lavi
vithout stint upon the outfit which ws
be bis or her's when born.

Then one bright March morning
nly morning paper of the town,
Times came forth with the announcer
ltat & son had come to the house of Ste:
ud the joy of the inmates was comp
3?- Stevens was then the active edit
his Dewspaper and he made approp
lerences to the, elegantly bound ed
o bis name,

Dl:- Jas. D. Ross was the atter
Physician. There was ne nurse save
lomestic of the house who at that time
utl Mrs. Stevens appeared in p

gun performed the delicate dutie
fured of her,

But a few hours before this, in a hou
% same town, a bright bouncing boy
" the world. Mrs. Crossman wa
other his father was absent
hmf' His coming was expected to
¥ i this poor household no lavish p
iidis were made for the baby. |
"6 00 dainty garments and' nothir
Udicate that he had come to mak
gthy sojourn in the house of his m¢
\ proved t00 “true for scarcely ha
sty infant become used to the warm ¢
"ool by which he was :surrounded th
™ taken from his parent. He had

for before he saw the lig




