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Ho 1aid bis unwounded hand upon her arm, | sniveling kind. Bo a rational, sensible human | down with it.

not very gently, if the truth must be told.
The gentle master was not in a gentle mood
that morning.

“You shall not go until you hear me,” he
exclaimed, “Shirley, if you don’t stop
I

“You'll what?’ she retorted.

Shirley, your father was my friend. By
the memory of your father, grant me this
one favor. It is the last request I may ever
make of you.”

The train stopped, gathered up its passen-
gers, and went on, and Shirley was not
among them. She led the way into the rail-
way waiting room.

«Well, what is it you wish to say to me?”
she asked. Her manner was as indifferent as
if the last night had never been.

] cannot tell you here,” ho said.
| “Here or not at all,” she answered. “Don’
ask me to go back to that wretched house.”

S be it then,” he replied. He had hoped
—the Lord knows what he hal hoped. It
was true all was over now, all the possibili-
ties he had dreamed of in that brief, mad
hour of the night before. Was that a cen-
tury ago, in some ot¥er state of existence?

There was nothing for them now. Butif
Shirley only knew his history, only could
understand how he had struggled against
fate, she might be not so hard. There might
Dbe a little less suffering for them both. If he
could have her alone, and tell her, she would
be gentler. Nay, ho might even hope to be
forgiven at last. But she had willed it that
be should speak toher here, and speak be
would. <

So there, in the wretched waiting room,
he narrated his miserable story, not abating
one jot. He told her of the fire, of his twin
boys, how strangely he had lost them, how he
had searched the world over for them. He
told her, too, of the devilish suspicion that
had been set afloat by his wife's mother, and
how af last all men turned against him.

«\Wherever my name was heard,” he said,
“that vile slander followed mie, tili (it drove
me to desperation. I went away where no
one knew me. I changed my name, in hope
to find some peace. I was wrong. I should
have stayed there, in that very spot, and
faced my enemies; ang&lived it down, though
1 died of starvation.” -

“Yes, that is what you should have done,”
said Shirley.

«But I did not. There was no one to turn
to. 1 had no friend. I did not know. I
came to Linwood. In your happy bome I
met your father—and you. It was like par-
adise to me, after the lifé I had known. I
was drawn to you first by your intellectual
gifts, greater than I had believed could be in
& woman. You liked me, too, you know
that. You lingered about me with your
light hearted, sunny nature, your sweet,
frank ways, monthafter month.. And then

. before I knew it, heaven forgive me! I loved
you. How I loved you, even then!”

“Yet you deceived me,” said Shirley,
mournfully. “I would have died for you
and you deceived me.”

“I could not tell you that horrible story—
how could I? If you had known it, you, too,
might have turned against me, That was
exactly what I could not bear. Iread you
like anopen book, Shirley—you, the soul of
purity and truth. ' You could not have dis-
guised your feelings if you had tried. I read
that you were beginning to care forme. I
knew it, and the knowledge was very sweet
tome. Forgive me, Shirley, that I tell you
of it now.”

«] can forgive anything in a friend, I
think, but want of frankness,” she replied in
a dull tone,

He winced a little and wassilent. Pres-
ently he went on:

I thought when I camg to Linwood that I
bad overcome the weakness, the passionate-
ness of my boyhood. So I had—so it would
have been if I had never seen you. All was
under my feet, I thought. But I met you.
Then for the second time in my life I ran
away. Only there I was weak; only there 1
feared to trust myself. In all else I tried to
be what you thought me.’ I suppose a man
may be forgiven for being human, Shirley?”

He paused. She did not speak. She was
Imrt to the soul. He continued, speaking in
low, hurried tone:

“Ever since I left you, there is not a day or
& night that I have not thought of you. I
have dreamed what life might have been to
me had I been free. As it was, you bhave
been like a star to me. I have been’ true to
to you in every word and thought. I have
striven to keep myself pure and high in
thought, to make my life helpful to others.
Then, if ever the time was when I should be
free, though it were fifty years, I could look
honestly into your dear eyes and tell you—I
have come to lay my heart at your feet. And
s0 I would have come.”.

Then there was silence. Nothing broke it
save the ticking of the clock in the little sta-
tion. Atlast the master said:

4] am going now, Shirley. Good-by.”

She held out her hand; it was death cold.

«I think you have broken my heart,” she
said, “but I forgive you.”

That was their parting.

CHAPTER XIV.
LINWOOD TRANSFORMED,

Shirley had sighed for change. Well, she
had had it.

«You wanted change, did you?"’ she said to
herself. ‘“How do you like it, now you've
got it?”

She laughed at Shirley Carstone, in her
bitterness, fiying homeward in the train that
day. For two weels she had been as happy
as she thought it was given mortal to be.

And now? She said ‘to her other self if

there was a human being on earth who
thought himself more wretched than she was,
she would be willing to chango places with
him. e )
An old_ metaphysical question floated into
her mind as sho fled homeward still in that
dull train. Whether is it better to know
great happiness and at the same time take
with it the fagal gift of susceptibility to in-
tense suffering, or to- jog along moderately
comfortable, without ever experiencing the
highest height of joy or the deepest depth of
misery? In her stuzned, broken mental state,
Shirley debated the pros and cons of that old
question half o day. Finally she said:

“It is better to know ncither great joy nor
great suflering. There is mcre pain than
pleasure in tho world, anyhow. The unim-
pressionable aro the only happy. 'Thick
gkinned poople don’t have bLalf o much
bother.”

In her blind misery little things tho most
absurd came into Shirley’s mind. Col. Car-
stone had disliked crying women excessively.
Once in her father's lifetime she had seen her
mother weeping. Her father had said smil-
ingly:

“My dear, dry your tears. Crying women
dre an ubnormal growth. They are the re-
sult of excessive emotional cevelopment in
the sex siuce thedays when men was monkey.
Think how many hendkerchiels have been
worn oub, kow many bright eyes have been
spoiled. Yes, tainic how many classic noses
have heca reddencd through excessive emo-
tional (cvelopmeut. My dear, don't do it!”

.on dried her tears instantly. Sho

slightly in awo of her strong,

n.erry hu nd. But the matier seemed to
gtrike (ol Carstone sonehow. He thought
of it furihner. Her mother left the room
prescitly, &nd then ho szid rather seriously:
_ “Shiriey, don’t you ever bo one of the

-| roots. - Nights of

\ being. Rely on your brains for happiness,
| instead of on your emotions. Since the world
| began, there have always been Byrons to tell
| the race that man’s love is of man’s life a
| part, *tis woman’s whole existence. ' Women
| have been told this so often that they begin
to think it is a credit to them to break their
_hearts, so as to display their superior emo-
tional nature, It's rubbish, Shirley. Women
make two-thirds of their unhappiness them-
selvés, through sentimental nonsense. it is
not their fault, either, so much. “The non-
sense has been educated into them, and must
be educated out. They must learn sclf con-
trol. The coming woman will repress her ab-
normal emotional development, and put it
back into its right place. Then women will
no longer ‘bo more unbappy than men.
Shirley, it would trouble me to the latest day
of my life if Ithought my daughter would
be one of these uncontrolled, emotional
women.” ¢

Shirley laughed.
papa?” she said.

“No; thenk God!” her father replied, fer-
vently.

«Bat what a solemn sermon you have
preached me,” she continued.

«Very well, daughter, lay. it away for a
rainy Sunday, and then read it,” he an-
swered.

Had the rainy Sunday come’ Was this
what her father meant? Now, after all, had
she, Shirley, inberited through ages of moth-
ers that same fatal emotional development
her father had warned her against? ‘Was she
going to let it wreck her life! How she
scorned herself! And yet——

It was a strange psychological experience
Shirley passed through at this time. It was
such a rude upsetting of all the ways of
thought to which she had been accustomed.
The faithsand the ideals to which she had
clung all her life, had been torn out by the
sleeplessness followed days
till at last she found
physical exhaustion

«Do I look like that,

of fierce mental conflict,
herself in an odd state of
and mental-exaltation.

. In the depths of her grief, the mest laugh-
gble incidentsshe had known, the mostcomical
stories she had heard, came up before her
with/ perverse persistency, and -mocked her
like fiends. Weird faces followed her and
watched her in the darkness, and finally in
the daylight. They were genuine physical
images; she saw them plainly with her wak-
ing eyes, in her right senses. She could have
described the dress they wore, the color of
their hair. The same images haunted her day
after day. This one had the identical peculiar-
ties of dress, that one grinned at Irer with his
ugly mouth in the same way each time. And
these unpleasant images had no connection in
the remotest manner with anything in Shir-
ley’s life so far as she could trace. i

She recognized these figures asthe hallucin-
ation of disorderednerves, she reasoned about
them to herself in cold blood, and yet they
tormented her constantly. And all the while
she kept wholly shut up within herself. No
living creature knew of this stormgf feeling
that shook her because of “gbnormal develop-
ment of the emotional ‘temperament,” as she
called it to herself, smiling grimly. No liv-
ing creature knew she had met Mr. Morrison

in. .And nobody found it out.

If her father had been living there would
have been help for her. He was the ome
friend of her life who would have understood
and sympathized with her, and helped her
out of this chaos, But her father was lying
in the Carstone graveyard up there on the
hill, with tlie grass of six years above him]

There was no help for her. She must fight
it out alone!

DEACON DURHAM.

If she could have got away from Linwotsd
it would not have been so hard. The bald
rusticity and poverty of the lives of those
around her never was so hateful to her. Only
for her mother amigl the children she could
have turned her back upon this scene. The
busy whirl, tho excitement of city work have
a fascination for the young. Shirley could
have plunged into these and found rest. At
least she could have found congenial intel-
Jectual companionship. Here she was as
utterly alone as Robinson Crusoe on his island.
But bad not her father said—“Take care of
your mother, Shirley, take care of them all?”

There was nobody to take care of the
children, to have patience with her mother,
absolutely nobody but Shirley. Here she
was, and hers she was to be tied to her
country school correcting the bad grammar
of the children, listening alteinately to tho
vulgar neighborhood clack and the peevish
complainings of her mother, putting her
hands too to work, now with the needle, now
in household labor and out in the grounds.
That was to be her life forcever, hum-drum,
like the clicking of a blacksmith beetle. Oh!
if she could only get away! But no!

She faced her prospect and saw that the
battlé must be fought out in Linwood. Fate
is hard on women.

Finally Shirley observed that this eating
her heart out in silence was beginning to dis-
turb her seriously. How she longed for some
break in the dull monotony of fretting?

One morning she found her brother Pet sc-
riously ill of a fever. Ho became worse
through tho day. Shirley berself went for
tho doctor.

Bacl: of the village was a hideous patch of

“eommon,” possibly from the fact that it was

neous rubbizh of tho town. In the growing
soason is was covered with wceds.

The sumnzer had Leen tho reimiest ono in
many years. As Shirley passed by the com-

bubbling water.  Poisonous cxhalations
seemed to rise from it and glisten in the sun.
Sho entered the village. Rank weeds fringed
the street in front of nearly every house. The
stognant water lay in pools along the road-
way, et intervals, through the whole village.
She wondered how it was sho had never no-
ticed the weeds and decaying water before.
She had scarcely been in the villago since

sickly, greenish-yellow bueon tho faces of per-

that elways. She neared the conter of inter-
ost in the vilage, Simpking’ grocery. Sho
saw somethins unusual had taken place. A
huddlo of men, sparsely sprinkled with mem-
Dbers of tize wealer sex, were gathered there.
A look of glcom, cf fear was in their faces.
An epidemic of fever kad broken out in tho

village. Tho children and old people were
! @ying. Some of Shirley’s best pupils were

ground of several acres. It was called the !

common dumping ground for all miscella- !

mon she saw it was covered with a staznant, |

her return.  But now she was struck with the |

sons sho met. Surely, they did not look liko |

Being so wholly taken up
| with hexr own griefs, Shirley had not heard
of it.

was in tho throng. Moreover he was talking,
and that excitedly. He was in his shirt
sleeves, his skeleton arms waving to and fro,
his thin, gray locks shaking with excitement
as he talked. There was the gleam of fanati-
cism in hiseye.

“The wrath of the Lord is upon Linwood,”
Shirley heard him say. “This sickness is a
judgment upon the people for their sins. The
children walk in the ways of the ungodly.
They go swimming in waters on the Sabbath
day. Tho women are disobedient to their
husbands, setting themselves up on the level
of men. They attire themselves in gay ap-
parel, not conducive to the glory of God, yez,
wearing bonnets with flowers in them.
Whereas sin came into the world by.a wo-
man, therefore is the anger of the Lord kin-
dled against this town. These presumptuous
females have brought a profane instrument
of music into the Sabbath school.”

His eye fell on Shirley. The erowd parted
slightly. Pointing his skinny finger at her,
the deacon continued his flerce denuncia~
tion:

“Yea, following the lead of godless female
teachers, they have set up the scandalous
practice of praising the Lord with fiddles.
The Almighty will not hold them guiltless.
+I suffer not a woman to teach.’ This people
have departed from the straight way. There-
fore is the sword of the Lord against them.
Therefore 1 visit them with the pestilence
that walketh in darkness, saith the Lord.
Woe! woe! woe! to Sodom and Gomorrah!”

“©h, bother! Deacon Durham,” said Shir-
ley, “‘that's nonsense. There is not a word in
the Bible against praising the Lord with fid-
dles. And as to washing in waters, if the
children of this town did it a good deal oftener,
they would be better off and healthier.. The
Lord never said a female should not teach,
either, It was a man said that. But 1 quite
agree with you that the ‘Almighty hassent a
pestilence on Linwood. You are right that
His wrath is kindled against this people for
their sins, truly enough. He is visiting His
wrath upon them because they are lazy and
slovenly. Look at that common out there!
Itis a blister on the face of a civilized com-
munity. That's where the fever comes from
mostly. It basrained nearly every day this
season. The wind has been from the west.
It has brought disease and death upon its
wings from that foul, reeking pond over
there. Look at these nasty puddles in front
of your very doora! Look at these masses of
rank, rotten weeds. Two hours’ work a week
from each gentleman who spends so much
leisure time in the grocery would change this
dirty, pokey, little town intoa garden of
Eden. But they don’t giveit. They let the
common lie festering in the sun, month after
month, bringing fever and sicknéss. This is
why the wrath of the Almighty is kindled
against them, and not because a poor little
woman wears a flower in her bonnet. Is it
likely the Creator of the universe would bein
such small business as that?’ :

“No, by thunder!” exclaimed Jim Sweet.

Then Shirley got her doctor and her medi-
cines and went home. The sickness raged in
earnest. It took off Hughie Carter and Kat
Tringle. Mis’ Simpkins was left a wido
The gossips said her husband was just too lazy
to fight the fever, and so gave up and died.
Pet Carstone was'very ill. Tho pestilence at-
tacked old Mme. Frenchy, Mrs.' Carstone’s
nurse. At last it fastened its grisly clutches
upon that tough old Christian, Deacon Dur-
bam himself. It shook his ancient banes, it
scorched his cold inwards. It rattled
bim soul and body. Plainly here wes
the wrath of the Lord kindled also against
the righteous. It wasn't the fair thing, not
at all.

There were weeping and desolation and ter-
ror in Linwood. Shirley worked night and
day, tending the sick and helping the well in
all ways in her power. Three persons were a
self-constituted commitése of relief. They
were the Presbyterian minister, the doctor
and Shirley. After the first two the girl
came next in authority, by virtue of being
the teacher, partly, but especially by virtue
| of being Shirley. These three worked to-
gether with a will. The helpless, ignorant
villagers instinctively looked to them to do
their thinking for them and to aid them in
their distrees. And thethreehad their hands
full.

Shirley’s sermon had sunk into the minds of
one or two who heard it. After the pestilence
abated the sermon returned afresh to them.
They thought of it and talked. It wasstrange,
but they had never noticed how unsightly the
common—that camping ground of geese and
pigs—was before.

Once more the three lights of Linwood, the
Presbyterian minister; the doctor and Shir-
ley, laid their heads together. A Village Im-
provement Society, with a big “I” and “8”
was fornzd Shirley was secretary.

When the town dignitaries came to consalt
about what should be done with their weeds,
their unclean streets, their goose ponds, and,
above all, their boss nuisance, the common,
they found that their girl secretary knew
moredhan they all put together. It was Shir-
ley who had heard about drainage and tree
planting and landscape gardening. She had

er father to thank for that again. Shehad
eard him talk of all this many a time. The
books he studied were still there.

‘When the dry weather of late summer set
in the Villago Improvement people began
their task with enthusiasm. The enthusiasm
did not lag after the first year, either.

Processes are vedious. They are exceed-
ingly unromantic, therefore not proper for a
novel. We skip them, and goon to results.

The hideous common became Linwood
park, a thing of beauty. The ground was
Jeveled and filled with solid sweet earth, the
plat was drained. The swamp in the center,
the most unsightly and unwholesomespot of
all, was changed by the magical power of
| brains and fingers into an exquisite tiny
| lake, tho pearl and soul of the park.
| Béautiful evergreen and hard wood forest
l trees were plented, and clumps of blossoming

shrubs. ‘Winding walks were made. Here
and there tho green was dotted with beds of
brilliant flowers.

The Improvement Society with a big Tend
8§ did not stop its missionary labors at tho
park. It invaded tho village. The riot act
was read to the pigs and geese, and they
roamed the highweys and tho byways ab
their own sweet will no more. The streets
were drained, straightened and laid out regu-
larly. Sidewalks and strects were neetly
paved, and in timo kept sightly and clean.
The patches of weeds in front of tho Linwood
homes disappeared and their placo was taken
by brilliant patches of grass and flowering
plants. Saplings from the woods were sct
_out in tho town, and in time these became
| noble avenues of trees. Shirley ransacked

her brain and her father’s books, and redis-
| covered gracelul native vines und beautiful
flowering trees.

The Improvement Society proclaimed loud
and long the doctrine of mercy to the birds.

The Presbyterian minister preached ser-
mons about it from bis pulpit. Shirley
preached sermons about it in her school

Tow tho birds made the landscape beautiful,
how thcy gladdened tho earth with their
songs, bow they wero rman’s best friend in
killing insects that destroyed the fruits and
grain for his food, was dinned into all their
minds, This gospel was proclaimed alike
from the pulpit and the school house till that

For, something unusual, Deacon Durham |

Linwood child who would have killed a bird
would have been a daring criminal indeed.

The teaching bore its good fruit in due sea-
son. Bright winged creatures—the red bird,
the blue bird and the yellow bird—durted in
and out among the leafy trees and played, as
much at home as if ‘they had been in their
native forest,as indeed they were not far
from being. The little winged singers opened
their throats and poured forth sound till the
air throbbed and thrilled with melody in the
very heart of Linwood.

&5 the wrath of the Lord was averted, and
the village was visited no more with epi-
demics of sickness. Out of tho pestilence
arose hcalthfulness, beauty and refinement.
Linwood became noted far and wide as-a
model village.

City people who sighed for rural life were
attracted thither in numbers. They brought
with them additional wealth, intelligence and
taste. Tho town increased in population.
From being what we first knew it, Linwoood
became the ideal, beautiful country town.

And it was Shirley, the inspiring and sug-
gestive, who was at the bottom of it all—
Shirley, God bless her! the people said.

CHAPTER XV.
THE SILK COLONY.

So at last, as always, though constantly
working and thinking for others, calmness of
soul came to Shirley.

Was her heart broken? Well, there was
much left in life still.

It was her hard fate to be tied in this one
little village. Linwood it was to be, for good
orill. She recognized her fate and made the
best of it. At length she became more
warmly interested than she could have be-
lieved in things about her.

The village improvement scheme was only
a part of her labors. From long habit of
thought her mind still followed the old ideals
of her unwritten poem. She found no calm,
no time yet to begin the poem. It must be
put off stillagain. But meantime, following
the one golden thread of thought, she uncon-
sciously turned to women. i

During the fever Shirley bad found among
the villagers a poverty and an unhappiness
that surprised her. Persons who have the
sense of respectability, however small, in-
stinctively put the best foot forward. Behind
many a neat street garb a hungry stomach
sits and howls in secret.

The specter of sickness attacked the house-
holds and shook out the hidden specters in
plain sight. Shirley perceived constantly a
barrenness of the commonest small comforts,
alack even of articles of food that was pain-
ful to her. It was the case alike among the
overworked farm wives and the idle, gadding
village wives. Poverty she herself knew, she
thought. But it was that independent pov-
erty which has fertility of resource, the pov-
erty which whets the edge of struggle and
aspiration. From this kind of poverty every-
thing that ‘is worth having in the world has
come.

But these women? The larger part of the
small things which Shirley thought a civil-
ized human being regarded as necessities of
life were to them unknown luxuries. In
such a hard, stupid poverty as this, what
hopet

Could gothing be done to help them? The
question baunted Shirley. Could they not
somebow be put in the way of helping them-
selves? Verily there was little that they
might even hope for. An untrained grown
woman in a village gan do nothing to get
money. Although there was among them
lack of so many of the small things that make
life desirable, yea, absolute want now and
then, these women had no lack of time on
their hands. It was the habit of many of
them, women and girls, to sit and gaze idly
out the window, hour after hour. A little
spasmodic, intermittent effort finished the
small work they were obliged to do. For the
rest, nothing. They had no knowledge of
anything better and no incentive to action.
That was all there was in life for them. They
had even no appreciation that it was a sin to
waste time so. Their idlencss and poverty
brought with it a poverty of soul that was
most hopeless of all.

It was at this period that public attention
was first being generally called to the beauti-
ful silk weaving industry in this country.
Shirley herself bad visited the mills, and been
delighted as anybody must be with the ex-
quisite fabrics wrought there.

The workmen showed her the filmy, shining
threads from which the splendid fabrics were
made. These had all to be brought over seas,
they told her. It was certain the mulberry
tree could be reared here at home, and the
silk cocoons produced. The production of
raw silk was an industry scarcely less beauti-
ful than that of weaving the threads, and re-
munerative too. It was not done in America
simply because it was not done.

One day, thinking of the idle, yet poverty
stricken women she knew, Shirley happened
to recall whet she had*heard in the silk mills.
Sho put the two together.

Once more, processes are dull to outsiders.
Therefors again we skip them. There is
enough dullness in this world, Lord knows!
even after we get rid of all we can.

No, we will have only results, for the pres-
ent. The women’s silk colony of Lin-
wood—behold—is it not known to every
intelligent person in the land? An intelli-
gent person is one who reads newspapers.

Shirley obtained all the information pos-
sible, Sho planted her mulberry shoots, she
got her cocoons and learned how to take care
of them. Travelers on the now much fre-
quented road past the stone house to the vil-
lage turned to watch again the noble figure
and bent head of the woman who wasso in-
tently busy in the grounds. Out there among
her silk trees she might well have been taken
for the reincarnation of the splendid empress
who first introduced silk culture among ker
grateful people and thence gave it to the
world,

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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Mis Friends Can Testify.

Mr. G. H. Vought, of Peterboro, Ont,,
says that his friends can testify to his
being cured of Indigestion, Constipation
and Torpid Liver by using two and a
half bott'es of B. B. B. “It seems to act
like magic, and I heartily recommend
it” ure the closing words of his letter.
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The greater convenience of the short
skirt over the train or even the demi-
train is something which is easily under-
stood bus it has led quite inadvertently
1o the abolition of the graceful trained
skirt for ceremonious occasions. Nothing
shorter thun a demi-train is pretty on a
house dress, yet the tendency except in
case of dinner or tea gowns is to make
them short.
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High Praise.

Mrs. John Neelands, writing from the
Methodist Parsonage, Adelaide, Ont.,
says, “l have used Hagyard’s Pectoral
Balsam for years in our family, For
heavy Colds, Sore Throats and distressing
Coughs mno other medicine so soon
relieves.”

B g e

Bridesmaids never had a chance to look
80 eay as they do this season in their
colored tulles.
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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

The leading Family Paper of
the Maritime Provinces.

The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
|(GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.
It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA-
ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its
field of usefulness. That our efforts have been attended
with a sair measure of success is abundantly proved by
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City,
but in every part of the Province.

SOME OF THE FEATURES

OF THE

SECOND VOLUME:

HISTORY.

From time to time we will publish short articles on
early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

SPECIAL ARTICLES.

Every issue will contain at least two special articles
dealing with some subjcct of timely interest. The con-
tributors to this department will be selected with a view

of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for
the work.

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable space each week to
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
Sex.

SERIAL STORIES.

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial
Story by an author of reputation.

'COMPLETE STORIES.

Arrangements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

SPORTING.

We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget
of the latest news of the different field sports.

NEWS SUMMARY.

Every week from this date we will furnish our
readers with a complete condensed repert of the news
of the week from all points.

IN GENERAL.

Besrdes the features above outlined the. publishers
of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in-
troduction of several new departments, announcements
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are
completed. Weintend to widen the field of The Gazette
so that it will be the best and most complete family
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve-
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province
at large. The improvements in contemplation will
necessitate a larcely increased outlay, and we expect
large additions to our circulation in consequence.




