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FOB PET’S SAKE.

“I say, Calcott, come and dine with us 
next Thursday?"

“A thousand thanks, but don’t be of
fended at my refusing. You know my 
ways. It is to be a merry-making, and I 
am not a sociable man."

“No, by Jove!” laughed the other, 
pleasantly, “a confirmed old bachelor at. 
five-and-thirty. Mais, nous verrons, 
your time will come. We shall see you 
yet with a wife by your side, and a tiny 
olive-branch on your knoe.”

Owen Calcott shook his head, as he 
stooped to pick up his glove which had 
fallen.

“When you see that, Carden,” he re
plied, “you may reckon it as the eighth 
wonder of the world.”

“Nonsense How you can bury your
self in your lonely rooms, never cheered' 
by any woman’s smile but Mrs. Crispin's, 
I can’t tell.”

“We have each our separate likings," 
answered Owen; your home to you is per
fect—so is mine. You have Jrour wife 
and children—I have my books.”

The other shrugged his shoulders.
“Poor company at times," he exclaim

ed. “Even if I said my pretty cousin 
Joan is coming, and has fallen over her 
little ears in love with you, that would 
not induce you?"

“Rather strengthen my refusal,” smil
ed Owen, as together they passed from
the hall of their club into the street.

“I see you have foresworn women’s 
smiles and children’s laughter.”

“I avoid both."
" “ What an old Scrooge. There, ta, ta. 

Ugh! Here’s a night!"
A dull, slatey, wintry night, with a

keen east wind, that came down the 
streets iike charges of cavalry. It charg
ed at Owen, who had to bend his face to 
protect it, as he parted from his friend; 
but it was not all the east wind, bad as it 
was, which caused the wrinkles on the 
brow and the tightened corners of the 
mouth, as he walked quickly homeward

He had for five years rented the draw
ing room suite of one of those old houses 
in Bloomsbury which have seen better 
days, and about whose staircases and pas
sages the shadows of the past seemed 
ever to linger. Mrs. Crispin called him 
the best of lodgers, as he was, and re
garded him as an annuity.

Letting himself in with his key, he as
cended to his sitting-room. So methodi- 

,cal was he, that the argand reading-lamp 
was already lighted, the tea placed as 
usual, ready for when he wanted it. 
When he began reading, he did not like 
being disturbed. By his additions to the 
furniture, the room was well furnished; 
large book-cases held many books, and if 
solitary, it was in appearance comfort
able.

Owen, drawing his chair to the fire, 
adjusting the lamp, opened the book he 
had taken from a shelf, but he did no^ at 
once begin to read ; placing the volume on 
his knee, he seemea to drop into a re- 
veils.

Then he gave a short, quick laugh, and 
began his customary evening’s study. The 
house, evidently, was well suited to a 
student. It was as still, hushed as the 
grave.

What was that?
Owen, startled, raised his head with an

absolute expression of horror. Suddenly
through the house had rung a child’s sil
very, merry laugh. As abruptly, it had 
been followed by a cry, a burst, it might 
be, of tears—then a door closed; silence 
reigned once more.

“Some friend of Mrs. Crispin’s,” Owen 
thought, irritably. “I wish she would 
have all grown-up friends.”

But before a week was out, it was made 
apparent to Owen, by repetitions of those 
first sounds, that the child was a fixture* 
He was annoyed—indeed, angry. When 
he had taken those rooms he had made 
one decided stipulation. If Mrs.' Crispin
let other rooms, there must never be any
■children. Now for three nights he had 
been disturbed by the crying or laughter 
of one, though it evidently was speedily 
checked.

“Mrs. Crispin,” he said, when next 
she appeared, “I thought it was under
stood there should be no children in your 
house?"

“Oh, Mr. Calcott! you heard it, then?” 
ejaculated his landlady, with a frightened 
■expression. “But lor’, how could you 
help it now. I’ll just tell you how it is, 
sir. I knew the pretty dear’s mother be
fore she was married; and when a week 
ago, she came up to London, a widow, in 
grief and sorrer, and name to me and 
says, ‘Oh, Mrs. Crispin, do give me and 
my little one shelter, until I can look 
about me; for I don’t know a soul here 
but you,’ I hadn’t the heart to refuse the 
young thing, so I give her the very top 
attic. Though a born lady, she can’t af
ford more, and she moils and toils a-giv-
ing drawing and music lessons all day, to 
nay that and live. But—I’ll tell her you 
object------”

“No, no,” broke in Owen; “do noth
ing of the kind. Only perhaps the child 
can be kept quiet while I’m at home; and 
—and I can put a heavier curtain over 
the door."

A smile of satisfaction hovered over 
Mrs. Crispin's pleasant features, as, as
suring him every care should be taken, 
she withdrew.

For a week Owen never heard that sil
very laugh.

“I trust they don’t gag the mite,” he
reflected, one evening, thinking of it, as 
he opened the street door with his latch
key.

Then he stood still, gazing into the
hall.

Beneath the hanging lamp, the rays of 
which fell full upon her, was a small child 
of about four. There are children and 
children. Phis seemed rather to partake 
of the fairy species. The tiny figure was 
so slender and graceful, the features so 
refined and delicate, the complexion, the 
eyes so clear and soft, like dew-washed 
violets in the shade.

As Owen looked at her, she as silently, 
almost as curiously, looked at him. Then, 
as he came in, she slowly advanced, ex
tending the olive-branch of peace in the 
form of a book.

“It’s full of pictures,” she lisped. 
“Would oo like to see it? Oo may. 
Dere’s a dog in it, 'ike my Fuflfy who 
died.”

Owen saw the pearly tears spring to the
eyes.

“Poor Fully. No. I’s not going to ky 
or laugh any more, ’cause oo don’t'ike it, 
mamma says.”

Owen flushed.
What an orge they must have been 

making of him to the child. But this 
was a bit of scheming on Mrs. Crispin’s 
part.

“Who told you to stand there?’’ he ask
ed.

“No one,” shaking her golden head. 
Mamma’s out, Mrs. Crispin is as'eep by 
the tire, so I corned to see oo. I won’t 
laugh or ky.”

“That’s a good child,” remarked Owen, 
a trifle confused, and passing on.

“Are oo doing upstairs?” asked the 
child. “So’s I.”

“And with the trustful confidence of 
children, running after him, she teok his 
hand.

What is there of magic in the touch of 
a little child’s fingers! What strange 
electric thrill does it send through the
heartstrings? Heaven pity those who do
not feel it. Owen felt it. He was vex
ed, annoyed. Yet, glancing down at his 
captor, he^vould have no more thrown 
that little hand off than he could have 
struck the owner of it. ,

Feeling immensely shamefaced, though 
alone, he ascended with his tiny compan 
ion. Of her own will she released him at 
his own door, drawing back.

“What is your name, little mite?” he 
asked.

“Pet."
“Well, Pet,” what made him say it he 

did not know, “one day I’ll bring you a 
prettier picture-book than that.”

“Oh—h—h!” exclaimed the child,
drawing a deep breath.

“Yes. Now go upstairs."
“Ess. Dood bye,” and d^e went soft

ly, noiseless, on baby tip-toe, more. than 
once looking back, and nodding at himi 
for—why ever did he?—he stood on the 
landing watching her.

Owen went in and shut the door; but 
somehow he could not shut out. that child 
face. «It came between him and his book. 
He caught himself listening for that merry 
laugh, until he remen,bered that “Pet’ 
had evidently been told never to laugh 
loud when he was at home.

“What an ogre she must think me!” 
he thought' again, petulantly throwing 
aside his book. Then felt rather, or a 
good deal pleased, that “Pet" did aot 
think him one, or she never would have 
had the courage to have descended to face 
him in the hall.

The next day with a certain sheepish
ness and consciousness how Carden would 
laugh, did he know, Owen paid a visit to
a bookseller’s in Fleet street, and carried
home certain wondrous picture books.

“What an idiot I am,” he reflected, 
half angrily ; “but then she is such a pret
ty little thing.”

He opened the door, with an appropri
ate speech on his lips, and felt grievously 
disappointed to see the hall was empty.
Pet was not there to meet him.

He was very disappointed, even angry, 
not understanding why, and gloomily as
cended the stairs.

Before he reached the landing, a voice
fell upon his ear.'

“P’ease ’av oo dot it? The book with 
the boufer pictures?”

And there was “Pet" sitting on the top 
stair, awaiting him.

Yes, he had got it, and as Pet could 
not see it there, Pet must come into his 
room. Then as Pet was not tall enough 
to look on the table, she said:

“P’ease take me up on oo knee. Me 
ain’t heavy.”

So, a little confused, Owen obeyed her, 
when Pet at the sight of the books began 
to agitate her legs and clap her little 
waxen hands in delight; crying:

“And what is dis about? What is dat 
man saying?” until Owen found himself 
concocting wondrous stories to describe 
the plates.

After that Pet always /met him, and
there was half an hour spent over the 
picture books, Owen deriving as much 
pleasure as Pet herself, and owning sol
emnly to himself that be felt a better 
man for it.

One evening, however, a fortnight lat
er, there was no Pet waiting. Why? He 
made an excuse to ring the bell and en
quire.

Poor Pet had caught a :ruup cough. 
The doctor had been called, and spoke 
gravely of the child’s delicacy, and the 
poor young mother was distracted.

Owen could not read that evening, and 
slept ill. He tried to laugh at the hold

Pet had taken upon him. He should
like to do something to help her; but 
could do nothing. The doctor in attend
ance he knew to be skilful; besides, how
could he have interfered had he not been?

He had never seen Pet's mother in his 
life. He did not even know ner name. 
Mrs. Crispin always spoke ef her as “my 
young lady," interpolating those adjec
tives to which her class are addicted, such 
as “poor," “dear,” or “poor dear."

More than once he had seen a slim, 
middle-height figure, attired in mourning, 
flitting up or down the stairs before him, 
and he had an idea that she must be like 
Pet, but that was all.

No; any interference of" his, a single 
man, would be taken as an impertinence. 
He could but send up endless picture- 
books, which poor Pet was too ill to look 
at, and flowers, and hothouse fruits, 
which latter she could not eat.

HU first question, night and morning, 
was, “How is the child?"

A week had elapsed when, coming home
punctually, he found Mrs. Crispin at the 
door.

“Oh, sir, I’ve been looking anxiously 
for you."

“How, is the child?" asked Owen, with 
sudden fear.

“The doctor says twelve hours will 
prove, sir; but, oh? Mr. Calcott," burst
ing into tears, “he gives next to no 
hope."

Owen turned to put down hie hat. 
Bah! why should he be ashamed of thU 
moisture in his eyes? Was it not proof 
of his humanity?

“The pretty dear, for the last hour," 
proceeded Mrs. Crispin, “has been ask
ing for you. Would you—would you 
mind seeing her?"

“Mind!” cried Owen. Certainly not. 
Indeed, Mrs. Crispin, I am not quite a 
bear."

“Dearie me, Mr. Calcott, you’re the 
best and kindest gentleman as ever lived, 
I do declare,” exclaimed the old lady, as 
she led the way to the top of the house, 
where, opening the door, and whispering 
in, “He’s come, dearie," make way for 
him, and on his entrance closed the door 
after him.

Owen saw a little bed with poor Pet 
upon it, and a slim figure kneeling at the 
side; then the slim figure rose up, and
stood tremblingly before him.

A flush, a sudden pallor, a quick step 
back, almost a cry, “Helen.* >

Then she was on her knees, her face 
bowed in her hands.

“Forgive, forgive," she sobbed. “I 
never knew you were here when I came. 
Indeed, indeed, no! Pardon, Owen—I 
have been sadly punished. Oh! I have 
repented in sackcloth and

It was the old story- 
a girl’s weakness, a hi 
heart, which was his 
jected; a life of misery 
unexpected ruin, and
death.

“Owen,” she ended, resting her hand 
on the little bed; “will you not pardon 
for Pet’s sake?"

He had turned from her, angry with 
remembrance of past wrong, agitated by 
sight of one he had so fondly loved. " At 
the moment, Pet, aroused by the men
tion of her name, held out her thin little 
aims.

“It is oo—it is oo Oo turn an’ show 
me pictures. P’ease ties Pet—Pet so— 
so ill."

The arme dropped, the smile died from
the child’s face, the ivory lids quivered
down.

Uttering a scream, the mother threw 
her arms about poor Pet.

“Oh! Heaven! my darling! my child!” 
she cried. “Father, have mercy—help

Owen too had sprung to the bed, for
getful of all but Pet.

Was she dead?
Thank Heaven! no! Reviving, it was

his hand Pet clasped.
“P’ease take me up," she whispered; 

“me so ill.”
Poor Pet, how could he refuse? On

Owen’s arm she dropped into the sleep 
from which she awakened back to hope. 
And while she slept again, the mother,
in tears and contrition at Owen's,-feet,
entreated pardon, only pardon, and one 
kind word.

How could he refuse, with Pet’s fingers 
clamping his, her golden head upon his 
breast? Beside, did he not love her, this 
fair, slight woman, still?

That upper room is a nursery now, and 
when Owen Calcott comes home of even
ings, there are a wife’s smile and a child's 
laughter to greet him, and though his 
books are not so frequently taken from 
the shelves, he does not complain.

E. W- P.
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She's Listening.

“Hello! Is that Mr. Highman’s resi
dence?”

“Yes.”
“Is that you, Fannie?"
“Yes.”
“Are you slone?"
“Yes.”
“So am I. Everybody else at the of

fice has gone. I want to talk to you a 
little, Der”—

“ ’Sh! Don’t you know the girl at cen
tral office is listening?”

“Darkness, I was going to say, may 
come on before I get around this evening 
It’s a nice day, isn’t it? Well goodby."

Candles are used a great deal now both 
for decorative purposes and for conveni
ence, especially as a bed-time light.

A most remarkable spring is located on 
the farm in Ellsworth, Maine. The 
spring is located upon a hill and the 
water is conveyed by a pipe to a water
ing tub by the roadside. There is an 
abundant flow of water till about 10 in 
the morning when it ceases to flow until 
about 4.30 in the afternoon when it again 
resumes operations, filling the tub to 
overflowing with an abundant stream.

Six hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
of tea are consumed in Britain every day, 
which gives 6,200 gallons a minute, night 
and day, throughout the year. The tea 
drunk in Britain in a year would make a 
lake two and three-fifths miles long, one 
mile wide and six feet deep.

Jones asked his wife, “Why is a hus
band like dough?” He expected she 
would give it up, and then he was going 
to tell her it is “because his wife needs 
him!" but she said it is “because he is 
hard tj get off her hands." A slight 
coolness followed.

No You Don't.

“I think it would be a good plan to 
send Willie up into the country for a 
month," suggested Willie's father. “He's 
never been on a farm and it would be 
rather a novel experience for him."

“No you don’t,” interrupted Willie. 
“I have heard all about the country, and 
I'm not not wing anywhere where they 
have thrashing machines. It’s bad 
enough when it’s done by hand.

Cook-» Penetrating Plasters.

AGENTS WANTED—FOR “THE 
Life and Achievements of Admiral 
Dewey," the world’s greatest naval hero. 
By Murat Halstead, the life-long friend 
and admirer of the nation's idol. Biggest 
and best book; over 600 pages, 8x10 in
ches; nearly 100 pages halftone illustra
tions. Only $1.50. Enormous demand. 
Big Commissions. Outfit free. Chance 
of a lifetime. Write quick. The Domin
ion Company. 3rd Fluor Caxton Bldg., 
Chicago.
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l Gentlemen’s 1
! $5.00 
I Watches.

Our line of Gentlemen’s \ 
Watches at $5.00 will \ 
attract probable buyers. 3 
The Cases are Solid g 

Nickel and are dustproof 3 
The Movements are 3 

Waltham, stem winding 3 
and setting. 3

Every Watch is guar- [ 
anteed agoodtimekeeper 3

E Sent by Mail post paid on receip 3
C of price. Your money back if on ex \
£ amination Watch is not satisfactory 2

I L. L. SHARPE, \
E WATCHMAKER AND OPTICIAN,

t 25 King Street, St. John, N. B.
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AN EXTRAORDINARILY LIBERAL' PROPOSITION.

FOR LESS THAN THE PAPERS
AND A . . .

300 PAGE BOOK
F3ÎCE' Cî- m PAFEB
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careful to form combinations only where we knew we were touching safe ground and could tlioroug.ily recommend the 

offered. Reed carefully every word of this offer for it meana a saving of money to you.
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Montreal Daily Jerald
A GREAT METROPOLITAN OAlLY

WE are pleased to announce that we have been able to 
m.ta< most extraordinarily liberal arrangements

with the publishers of one of the greatest of Canadian 
dailies—The Montreal Daily Herald.

The Herald h«« achieved a well-deserved reputation for
the remarkable value it gives its readers. It is one of the 
most enterprising newspapers in the Dominion, and in 
thousands of home circles is welcomed on account of the 
great interest it manifests in subjects of special interest to 

‘ the family. It is admittedly the favorite daily of the 
women of Canada. To the fermer and business man, it 
appeals through its accurate market reports and business 
columns. To the young men, through the attention it 
bestows on clean, manly sport. To the lover of. fiction, 
through the excellent stories appearing regularly in its 
columns. To the politician, through the calm and moder
ate tone of its editorial expressions.

The only reasta which prompted the publishers of The 
Herald to make us the offer, which enables us to club the 
two papers at the extraordinarily low price given below, is 
their desire to immediately introduce the Daily Herald in 
large numbers in this neighborhood. The offer they now 
make will hold good for a limited time only.

It should be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald
during the next few months will enjoy to the full the 
opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to 
gecure valuable book! at merely nominal figures.
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Dominion 
Cook Book

*

A Copy for 

Every 
Subscriber

P

read through the entire recipe and make 
handsome oilcloth covers. It would be a 
pieces in no time.

N the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook Book—ideal in being a 
practical book—a book which the housewife will want to keep constantly 

by her side and can depend on, because of the simplicity and reliability of 
every recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups, naturally the first course,
throughout its three hundred pages and over them are to be found more than 
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on sick room cookery-. 
Following the cookery section there is a department entitled “ The Doctor,’* 
in which are recipes selected from eminent authorities, and which will be 
found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. The recipes aro 
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of the ingre
dients called for by the recipe, rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to 

calculation of what is wanted. Size of page is 6 inches by 8 inches, bound in 
mistake to confuse this book with any paper-bound cook book that would go to

OUR BIG OFFER
an Ideal Load Paper, every week, from the present date 
to January 1,1901 »................. £ ? 00

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One Year-------------------- 3 OO

The Dominion Cook Book, over 300 pages and more than
1,000 recipes, bound substantially in white eilcloth.... ? QO

$5 OO

ALL 
I THIS
i for

Wisdom suggests taking advantage of this offer quickly. If you are now a subscriber to either (paper, and your time
has not yet expired, by taking advantage of our big offer promptly, your subscription will be extended one year from date of 
expiry. Everything will go to yon at once. The Herald, during the closing months of 1399, will moke some wonderfully 
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book ia mailed to you promptly on receipt of order, and coming along Fair Time
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmas and New Year's, you want this book betide you. Drop into the office the first time
you are in town, or, if more convenient, sit down now and write a letter, enclosing amount, and everything will have our 
•rompt attention.

Address all communications to

Jas. A. Stewart,
Gagetown, N B
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