
■

1

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 17, 1891.
VINCENTS MISFORTUNES back to England I felt particularly bored the old bettleb

one morning. It waa a verv fine day. “I __... ' ~
S^.ÏS!ÏÜ2l."?Jïï
banaom and drove off to Balham, and “Do you ever remember a cat that raised 
pulled up at the door of Pahnenno cottage, P°Pf’ “^ed Peleg.

I knocked, and Harry Vincent let me in The Old Settler filled hie pipe and ht it, 
himeelf. A blight seemed to have come 1УШ8 back in hie chair, beamed on
nuBr the nUn> The лпіш пм<»« »і>лппі> Peleg and said :

“No, sonny, I don4!”
Peleg was disappointed, and as the Old 

puffed away in silence, hope died 
him. He was about to take up the

wild buck with the w’ite band 
around hie body, V the wild buck were 
dead, bayin’ on him were a big she wofr, 
dyin’, with her throat all tore, V whinin’ 
over the deid buck, ’u’ lickin’ o’ him same 
ez our ol’.ewe were lickin’ poor Brungup 
V mournin’ over him ! The fierce wild 
buck had come in the pastur’ with the she 
wolf to kill V steal V mebby help eat his 
own mammy, but Brungup were thar V 
he pertected the ewe, u’ killed his own 
mammy V the ewe’s own son, ’n’ were 
killed himself a doin’ of it !

“Natnr’ is queer, Peleg,” concluded the 
Old Settler, “but the queerest thing she 
does, b’gosh, hain’t the eettin* of an ol’ cat 
to nussin’ a passel o’ gray squir’ls.not by a 
dum sight !”—Ed. Mott

RAILWAYS.

? Steamer don.Pd rather not tell the story, but I sup
pose I must, because you heard a garbled 
account ol it ; so I've got to tell it in self- 
defence. I assure you there was no row of 
any sort. People said all sorts of things, 
as they always do, and there was a scandal 
and a fuss, and the thing was a nine days* 
wonder. You needn4 grin like that. 
Pumper; I came out of it with clean 
hands. Oh, you've heard several versions 
of the story, have you ? I don’t believe a 
word of it ; you merely say that to draw 
me. You will have it. Well, then, here 
goes.

Harry Vincent belonged to a fast set. 
There was nothing particularly bad about 
them, but they had more money than was 
good for them ; it it had not been for that 
I think I would have seen more of Harry 
Vincent. We came from the same part of 
the country, you know ; we bad known 
each other all our lives ; we were both 
Magdalen men, and when I came up to 
Oxford for the first time as a freshman, 
Vincent was already in his fourth term,and, 
of course, that made a considerable gulf 
between us. Vincent owed any amount of 
money at Oxford ; the tradesmen were only 
too glad to get his name upon their books. 
It did not matter very much, 
father was a rich man, and, as everybody 
knew, the chairman of the Great Wang- 
c’oodle gold mine.

Then came the crash. The Wangdoodle 
gold mine turned out to be a swindle. 
Vincent fled to what is commonly known 
as “foreign parts,” and then, to put it 
shortly, the Assyrian came down. Vincent 
did not come back to Magdalen ; how could 
he, poor fellow ?

I,lost sight of Vincent for eight years ; 
and, to’ tell you the truth, though once 
upon a time we had been as thick as 
thieves, he had dropped out of my 
altogether. But I went to the r 
theatre one night, and whom should I see 
but Vincent. And where do you think 1 
saw him P Why, of all places in the world, 
upon the stage. I could hardly believe my 
eyes. I looked at Vincent. 1 stared at 
him through my opera glass ; then I con
sulted my play bill. This is what I read : 
“Capt. Jack Strongitharm, Mr. Vincent 
Malet.” That settled it. Of course, Vin
cent Malet ; there could not be a shadow 
of doubt. I had heard of Mr. Vincent 
Malet before, as a young actor who had 
had a great success, principally owing to 
his good looks. He was supposed to be 
an Antinous, a beauty-man ; one's sisters 
and one’s cousins and one’s aunts always 
raved about him—particularly 
There could not be a doubt abo 
Harry Vincent.

I was delighted to see him. I nodded, I 
winked ; bat he took not the slightest no
tice of me. So, directly the curtain fell, I 
marched round to the stage door, and sent 
my card in to Mr. Vincent Malet. “Down 
in two minutes, sir,” said the stage door
keeper—who lived in little box which re- 

ibled a Punch and Judy show—after 
calling up the speaking tube and receiving 
his answer.

There was a big swing 
with oilcloth, above whi
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ock, p. m.,over the place. The once pretty, though 
cheap, furniture now looked worn and 
riean, the carpets were threadbare, the 
children looked pale and were shabbily 
clothed, the prize baby had grown into a 
weedy little boy of’four 
seemed too big tor hie body. Poor little 
Mrs. Vincent had become a wreck, and 
there were great dark rings 
eyes. Harry, who used to be so particular 
about his dress, wore a shabby old tweed 
suit which was shiny at the elbows, and he 
was baggy at the knees, and he had on a 
pair of slippers which were down at heel. 
I regret to say that he also smelled of 
cheap tobacco. We had cold mutton for 
dinner and beer from the public house. 
During the dinner I noticed two very 
strange things. The first was that when 
Vincent answered me he seemed to do so 
haphazard. I also observed that whenever 
Mr. Vincent addressed him she did so at 
the full pitch of her voice. After dinner 
Harry and I went out into the garden to 
siqoke a pipe.

“I’m out of an engagement, old man,” 
said poor Harry, with a dreadful smile ; 
“Mr. Vincent Malet is “resting,’ and I 
shall never get another engagement,Jack— 
1 have become as deaf as a post, 
terrible misfortune,” he added, 
groan, “and the doctors tell me I shall 
never get better—in fact, that I shall prob- 

ther.”

Popular 
One Way 
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Settler 
within
paper again when the Old Settler said :

“No, sonny, I don’t ’member no cat th’t 
ever riz a fam’ly o’ squir’ls. I don4 ’mem
ber no cat-squir'l», but I ’member a wolf- 
sheep, b’gosh, V a sheep-wolf, V I know 
w’at I’m a talkin’ about !”

Ei , whore head
I

round her
іI : The Old Settler knocked some ashes out 

rested his elbows on 
his chin in his hands,

- PACIFIC COAST!THING8 ON VALUE.
K. D. C. is a positive cure for Dyspep

sia or Indigestion in any form.
Poverty compels a certain masculinity of 

vision in a woman.
K. D. C. is guaranteed to cure any case 

of Indigestion, even of long standing. Я.Т.а
The first impulse of every strong nature 

is to conceal its suffering.
K. D. O. positively cures the worst cases 

of Dyspepsia and Indigestion. Ask у 
druggist for it, or send direct to K. D. C. 
Co., New Glasgow, N. S.

Many a so called follower of Christ fol
lows him only to stone him.

K. D. C. relieves distress alter eating 
and promotes healthy digestion.

Nothing is more disgraceful than insin
cerity.—Cicero. ,t **

K. D. C. Is the Greatest Cure of the 
Age. Its merits prove its greatness.

All imposture weakens confidence and 
chills benevolence.—Johnson.

K. D. C. frees the stomach from poison- 
add and gas, and restores it to healthy 

action.
The haughty are always 

their own rash conclusions.—Le Sage.
A FREE Sample package oflhe Wonder 

Working K. D. C. mailed to any address. 
K. D. C. Co., New Glasgow, N- S.

The last pleasure in life is the sense of 
discharging-our duty.— Hazlitt.

K. D. C. is guaranteed, to cure any case 
of Dyspepsia or money refunded.

Labor is prior to capital, and is therefore 
entitled to the first consideration.— 
Lincoln.

K. D. C. has proved itself to be the 
Greatest Cure of the Age. Try it ! Test 
it. Prove it for yourself and be 
of its Great Merits !

K. D. C. The only preparation of the 
kind in the market and is the Greatest 
Remedy for all forms of Indigestion.
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“W’en I were a boy,in the Sugar Swamp 
deestric’, Peleg,” the Old Settler, began, 
“wolfs was pooty nigh ez plenty in the 
woods ez chipmunks is now. I've had to 
get up many a night ’fore I were ez old ez 
you yet, V go out ’n’ shoot half a dozent 
wolfs or so in our yard ’fore I k’d get to 
sleep, thev hollered V yelled V fit so. My 
pap, whicb’d be your great-gran’pap 
if he were on this side o’ Jordan, sonny, 
but he hain’t, though you'll see him one of 
these days if y* behave yerself, V hear him 
playin' on a harp, w'ich ’ll be wurth yer 
w’ile, b’gosh fl he handles it any way nigh 
like he usety handle his fiddle ! Wull, he 
kep’ a good many sheep fer them days, my 
ol* pap did, V to keep ’em safe w’en they 
was pasturin’ somebody had to stan’ around 
’em with a gun to plug wolfs ez they kim 
sneakin’ outen the woods on the lookout 
for mutton. But for all the watchin* o’ the 
sheep, ev’ry 
pagin’ ol’ wolf’d git in ’n’ grab a lamb or 
tear open a sheep.

“One day pap were on the trail of a wolf 
nigh our clearin’, but she were a cunnin* ol’ 
she one, V she give him the slip. He run 
ag’in her nest, though, V foun’ a suckin’ 

hadn’t got its eyes open yit. 
Pap picks up the little wolf’n* lugs it ’hum. 
He were gomter drownd it, but I took a 
sort o’ hankerin’ fer it, V pap let me hev 
it to see w’at I k’d to to'ards raisin’ of it by

“The day afore pap gethered in the wolf 
cub one o’ our ol’ ewes had a lamb. The 
lamb were ez black ez the ace o’ spades, 

’cept a band ez wide ez yer hand right 
und the middle of its body, V that were
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THREE TRIPS A. WEEK

FOR BOSTON.Old It is a

/COMMENCING Sept. IS, 
VV the 8'earners of this 
Company will leave 8t. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston every MONDAY, 
WEDNESDAY and FRI
DAY mornings, at 7.26, sta

іВ ably lose my hearing altogetb
Of course I sympathized, 

help him. I could not do less.
“It*s no use, old man,” he said ; “it’s no 

good my sponging on you. I’ve one com
fort left, though, and one comfort only. 
Thank God Hetty and the children are pro
vided for.” That thought seemed to give 
the poor fellow intense satisfaction.

Just then Mrs. Vincent and her children 
came trooping out into the garden. Then 
Harry Vincent did a very strange thing. 
He kissed all the children, one after the 
other. Then he took his little girl upon 
his knee and kissed her again. “She’s 
very like her mother, isn’t she, Jack,” said 
the poor fellow. She was a very pretty 
little girl of 7, and she was very like her 
mother. He kissed the child again with 
strange solemnity ; and as he did so the 
the tears stood in his eyes. “I mustn’t 
leave you out in the cold, Hetty,” he said, 
“or you’ll be jealous.” Then be 
took his wife in his arms and kissed her re
peatedly before my eyes.

“Now be off, all of you,” he said ; I 
want to have a good, long talk with old 
Jack here.”

Then he began to speak to me very sol
emnly. “Jack,” he said, “I want to ask 
your forgiveness ; some day you’ll know 
why. I can’t say any more now, old man ; 
but I want you to say you’ll forgive me,and 
that whatever happens, Jack, you’ll try and 
think kindly of me.”

He said the words in a broken voice, 
which was well nigh choked with emotion. 
Then he held out his hand. “Poor fel
low,” I thought, “this awful affliction has 
unhinged his mind ; it’s no use arguing 
with a man in his condition.” I made up 
my mind to speak to Mrs. Vincent about 
her husband, and, of course, I shook hands 
with the poor fellow, and said that I would 
forgive him.

Then we began to talk about old times 
and the old Magdalen days ; but it is hard 
work talking to a man who is as deaf as a

He saw that, too.

r I offered to

“• (Sunday excepted) as follows :— 1 7wunst in a w’ile some ram- ard
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Fast Express for Halifax.........................................
Fast Express for Quebec, Montreal, and

Chicago.............................................
Night Express for Haltikx....................

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express train 
leaving St. John at 7.00 o’clock and Halifax 
at 6A6o’clock. Passengers from |St. John for Que
bec, Montreal and Chicago leave 8t. John at 16.36 
o’clock, and take Sleeping Car at Moncton. -13 

Sleeping Cars are attached to Through Night Ex- 
•ess trains between St. John and Halifax.

port and St. John.
On Wednesday's Trip the Steamers will notthe victims of!

call at
Connections at Eastport with steamer for Saint 

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen.
Freight received daily up to 6 p. m.

C. E. LAECHLER,
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ez white ez anew snowbank. Wull, sonny, 
the day after pap lugged the wolf cub hum 
that lamb turned up missin’. Nobody 
hadn’t seen it git away, but it were gone. 
I bellered wuss’n a weanin’ calf w’en I 
heerd the porty lamb were gone, but that 
didn’t go fur to’ard gittin’ it back. We 
couldn’t git no trace of it, V natur’lly con
sider’d th’t some sly ol’ wolf had gobbled it.

“Now w’at d’y’ s’pose struck me, sonny, 
pooty soon arter that lamb turned up 
in’? Wull, I wa’n’t havin’ eu’prisin* good 
luck a raisin’ o’ my wolf cub by hand, n* 
the chances was th’t it were on the high 
road to kickin’ the bucket, we’en I happen
ed to think th’t the mammy o’ that missin’ 
lamb mowt jist ez well be helpin’ 
with the cub ez to be a blattin’ all day fer 
the lamb. So I run the sheep in from pas
tur’ V sot her to nussin’ the young1’ wolf. 
She objected like all possessed, 4bng at 
fust, but bimeby she got used to tlhe ‘hun
gry little cuss.’n’ took keer of him, b’gosh, 
ez if he'd ben her own baby. W’at ^ao y’ 
think o’ that, Peleg P A sheep sucklin’ a 
wolf! Cats nussin’ squir’ls hain't much 
’longside o’ that, b’gosht’lmighty !

“Wull, sir, sonny, that ol’ ewe riz that 
wolf the slickist kind, ’n’ no two tbrkle 
doves never thort so much o’ one another 
ez they did. W’en the wolf were a year 
old, he were the biggest un th’t anybody 
ever see in the Sugar Swamp dustric’. 
He were ez gentle ez any lamb, ’n* took 
to runnin* the churnin’ machine ez nat’- 
ral V ez willin’ ez any ol’ sheep ever did. 
W’en he wa’nt busy ’round the house he 
staid with the sheep in the pastur’, V 

wlin’ wolf he necked ’n’ shook 
s out of. W’en Brungup were 
sheep we didn't hev no fear fer 

’em. That were the name I give the wolf 
—Brungup—’cause if I hadn’t V brung 
him ujl b gosh, he wouldn't never ’a got

“About the time Brungup got to mâkin’ 
hisself so useful ’round our clearin’, folks 
got to teffin’ of a cur'ous sort o’ animal 
th’t were bein’ seen here V thar ’bout the 
deestric’. It were alluz travellin’ with 
wolfs,but it wa’n’t no more like a wolf th’n 
it were like a tagger. Fact o’ the matter 
were.it were ’ezac’ly like a big buck sheep, 
’cept th’t it had glarin’ eyes, V were 
fiercer ’n a wolf even! It were black ez 
the ace o’ spades, ’cept a band around its 
body, ’n’ that were w'iter’n the driven 
snow. Folks had worried ’n’ stewed 
that wild buck sheep, keepin’ comp'ny with 
wolfs, V couldn’t un’erstan’ it, but the 
minute I heerd it spoke of I says :

“ ‘That’s our lamb, b’gosh, th’t turned 
up missin’!’

“Course it were, Peleg ! ’Twere plain 
enough th’t the mammy o’ the wolf cub 
pap fugged hum had jist slipped in V lug
ged away that lamb to take her cub’s 
place. She nursed the lamb V riz it, ’n’ 
the lamb nussed the wolf natur’ same ez the 
cu^had took in the natnr o’the sheep. ’N’ 
thar were the cur’ous sarcumst&nce, sonny, 
of a wolf standin’ guard ’n’ pertectin’ sheep 
ag’in its kind. V a sheep prowlin’ with 
wolfs th’t were luggin’ away *n’ eatin’ of its 
kind ! ’Twan’t long 
kivered th’t the wild

rose and convincedone’s aunt, 
ut it ; it was
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on the route. She hu first-class passenger accom
modation for 600, and cabin room for as many more.

The old reliable and popular
CARBOL,

1,400 tons, commanded by Capt. Brown, is, without 
doubt, the most widely-known passenger carrying 
steamship plying between New England and the 
provinces.

These steamers make the through trip from Boston 
to Charlottetown, P. E. I., calling at Halifax and 
Port Hawkesbnry each way.

The marvellously low rate ($8) from HaWkx to 
Boston Is the cheapest of any of the lines running 
out of Boston, and the accommodation by the В. H. 
and P. E. I. steamers is unexcelled.

For freight (Or passage, apply to
______ Jab. V. Phelan * Son,
R. B. Gardener, Man’s. Phelan’s Wharf,

Lewis Wharf (Eastaide) Boston. Halifax, N. 8-

17th June, 1881.!
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ch was nailed a 
rusty horseshoe. It did not look very in
viting, that “fairy portal” ; every now and 
again the door would swing open and some 
one or other would hurry out. With 
exception, they all spoke to the door
keeper. The remark was always the same, 
“Any letters, Boult P” And he replied 
punctiliously, addressing them as Sir or 
Miss or Madame. Most of the people who 
passed out were shabbily and roughly 
dressed. I saw the popular favorite, Miss 
Lottie Titterly. I aid not think much of 

Lottie Titterly in private life ; she 
was pale, not to say flabby looking ; and 
her mouth was—well, it was not exactly a 
rosebud, and she must have left that arch 
smile of hers, which we all so much admire, 
upstairs in her dressing room. Then a 
gorgeous vision appeared. It wore a tre
mendous fur coat, which was flung open to 
display its huge shirt front, its diamond 
solitaire and its gigantic albert ; it wore 
dress shoes and dove-colored silk socks, its 
wristbands reached to its knuckles. On 
its_ fingers sparkled valuable gems. Its 
hair was scanty, and its nose was aquiline. 
The doorkeeper bowed very low as that 
glorious vision passed out. “At last I 
have seen him,” I thought ; “this is the 
man I have read about, the ‘patron of the 
drama’—probably a belted earl.”

“Who is that P” I asked the doorkeeper. 
“Him P” said the man. “Why, that’s the 
guv’nor ; that’s Mr. Belshazzar, our man
ager.”

Just then Harry Vincent came down. 
He seized me by the hand and told me he 
was uncommonly glad to see me. “Let’s 
go and have some supper at Spagnoletti’s, 
old man,” he said. We went to Spagnol
etti’s. and over that supper we got as thick 
as thieves once more. I congratulated 
him on his success.

“I didn’t think you had it in you,Harry,”

And then he told me that he had drifted 
into the theatrical profession because there 
was absolutely nothing else he could turn 
his hand to—partly that, and partly because 
he was in love with a very pretty girl. “I 
married her,” said Harry Vincent with a 
sigh ; “and we got £3 a week between the 
pair of us. We earned that £3 a week, 
and we had to work uncommonly hard for 
it. Now I get my £16, and I don’t let 
Hetty work now. She has her hands full 
with the children—five of them my 
boy. You remember Hetty Summerleigh, 
Jack P”

Of course I did. I had seen her play 
Cordelia when Boanerges Bawler had come 
down to “star” as King Lear at our little 
theatre at Bury St. Edmunds.

“It’s hard work to make both ends meet,” 
said Harry Vincent ; “but I’ve saved a little 
money in case of a rainy day, and now I 
think we are all right. Come and look us 
up at Balham next Sunday, Jack.” said 
Harry Vincent; and he gave me a card— 

Palmerino
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Baby, Look at the Birdie !• ! Ж J' _tiUUfcE„‘mr07>,eh
!

They don’t have any each antic* at EBB’S. It is 
taken so quick they think It Is always token.

Everybody that wants PHOTOS should go to

*for IHTXWAL u XZT1SNAL nas.
), poor fellow. “Jack,” 

he said, briskly. “I’m a bad companion ; 
let’s have a turn with the foils.” He went 
into the house ; and he came back bringing 
a pair of masks and a couple of foils. We 
took off our coats and waistcoats and we 
set to with a will.

I was no good against Vincent ; he did 
pretty well as he liked with me ; I could 
not even touch him. Alter a while I began 
to lose my temper, like a fool ; Harry many a pro 
Vincent only laughed, and, forcing my foil the daylighti 
from my hand, disarmed me, to my intense ’mongst the 
disgust. He picked up my foil. “Jack,” 
he said, “you had the sun in vour eyes ; 
that put you to a disadvantage.”

I got my handkerchief from my coat 
pocket to wipe ray face, for I was out of 
training. As I did so, and turned my back 
on him for an instant, I fancied I heard 
something snap, thou gh I hardly noticed it 
at the time.

Orilintid by m Old Fully Physician.
Think Of It. £^2етІ£ЗїІЙ*2
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Г ! ERB’S,
.3 Motte Street, - Saint John, N. B.
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Sore Throat. Tonallltu, Collc.°Cuts, toalaes,P,c2unft 
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notice. Delays may cost a life. Relieves all Summer
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. I Photography.FOB FBEDERICTON, ETC.
----------- THE FINEST EFFECTS OF------------

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY
A STEAMER of this line will leave St. John, 

North End, every morning (Sunday excepted) 
for the Celestial city at 8 a. m. Returning, will leave 
Fredericton at 8 a. m. Fare, $1.

Steamers of this line connect with steamer 
Florenceville and railways for up river counties.

Return tickets, to return same day or by Saturday 
night steamer, Oak Point, 40c.; Hampstead, 60c.

Л
That has ever appeared in 8L John was seen at 

t exhibition, and those were producedI K GLIMO.: i^.■ I This was the verdict by all who saw these skilfully 
wrought portraits.; t

і “Have at you, Jack !” he cried, as he 
thrust the foil into my hand and attacked 
me with great vigor.'

I was excited, and my blood was up. I 
made a tremendous lunge in seconde ; he 
did not attempt to parry it, but advanced a
step, and----- I ran him right through the
left breast in an instant.

“Forgive me, old man,” cried Harry 
Vincent with an awful smile ; “it wasn’t 
your fault, I planned it.”

Then he fell back upon the turf, and* 
without another word died almost instant
ly. When I had turned to get my hand
kerchief he had broken the button from the 
foil with his foot.

On the Romantic Blue.
Belisle Bay steamer, Springfield, will leave St. 

John, North End, for the above place every Tues
day, Thursday and Saturday at 12A0 p. m., calling 
at all way landings; returning on alternate days.

G. F. BAIRD,
J. E. PORTEE.

; COPIES, GR0UP8, AND LARGE PANELS
AT VERT LOW RATIS.■

85 GERMAN STREET,s
SAINT JOHN, N. JB.

23 CARLETON STREET, 8T. JOHN.New Tori, Maine, and New Bnmswicl
STEAMSHIP GO. SWANN $ WELLDON,

Artists,
■ і ST, JOHN AND NEW YORK.

PHOTOGRAPHERS.m! The jury brought in a verdict of “acci
dental death.” Vincent had insured hie 
life the week before for £5000,paying 
the last farthing he had in the world 1 
first instalment of the premium. At first 
the Indisputable life office refused to pay.

I attended his funeral. I went to the 
actuary of the Indisputable, and I made a 
clean breast of the whole matter.

mg on the advice of their solicitors, 
the Indisputable life office paid up.

That’s the story. What do you think of 
it, Pumper P

“Your friend was very fond of his wife 
and children.” I said dryly.—St. James 
Gazette.

A SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION.

Hieture» of every hind copied and finished 
______________ in ЛГЕВТ style.

if Leave New York, Plcr48, R^on^SATTJRDAYS,

York Pier. North End), on 
.00 p. m., for Eastport and

* WnrrHHOP” having been overhauled dur
ing the winter, now oilers first-class accommodation 
for Passengers and Freight.

For ftirther Information apply to 
H. D. MoLEOD, TROOP A SON, Agents. 

Gen’l Freight and Pass. Ag’nt. Sti John.
F. H. SMITH A CO., Gen. Manager,

17 and 18 William Street, New York. 
Or at th^Offlce^n the Comjiany’a Warehouse, New

St. John, N. B., March 2nd, 1881.

і
і Leave St. John (New 

TUESDAYS, at 8 
New York.

Narcissus Butts” <4’fore it were die- 
buck sheep wa’nt 

only travellin’ with the wolfs, but 
wuss th’n any wolf in cleanin’ out 
sheep pastor’s. The fierce wild buck 
’d come a-rearin’ V a-tearin’ inter 
a pastur’, ’n’ in less time th’n 
it takes to tell it ’d butt half the 
flock to death ’n’ skeer the watchers 
away, ’n’ then the wolfs’d slide in ’n’ carry 
off the dead. People got so they didn’t 
keer fer wolfs no more. It were the ter’ble 
wolf-sheep th’t sot ’em crazy. They hunted 
him ’n’ they hunted him, but he ripped from 
pastur’ to pastur’, V nobody k’d git nigh 
him. He hadn’t never tackled our pastur’, 
yit, V it ’d V ben better fer him if he 
never had. One momin’ I went out to see 
how Brung-up had got through the night. 
I didn’t see nuthin’ of him, but over at one 

o’ the lot I see the ol’ ewe th’t had 
riz him actin’ kinder queer. I went over, 
’n’ thar laid Brung-up deader’n a stun, V 
the ol’ ewe a lickin’ him ’n* blattin* over 
him the pitifullest kind. But my poor 

wa’n’t the unly thing th4 were 
e had hie teeth eot dean to the 

gums in the throat o’ the ter’ble black

Acti |WHleSlL%l

FUY a GLASGOW
FOR 8PRIN6 FLOWERING.

'détiens (sMe)moub«Jifci; 35c. per É0Z. 
onbleFonn of Poeticiis$2.00 UOO1

Also, LLly of tho^Valley pljM^ 10 eta. per dor.,

Sent by mail, postpaid.
Should be set In Sept, or 

lug and care, with bulbs, if

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA 8G0TIAThe Kid and the Wolf.
A wolf was one day standing high on the 

roof of a shed when a aid came trotting by. 
The wolf thought the kid would make a 
nice dinner. “I think,” said the wolf com
placently. “that you may as well say your 
prayers.” “Come off de roof,” replied the 
kid jeeringly. At this the wolf abandoned 
the idea ot killing him. “A kid as tough 
as that,” he reasoned, “would certainly be 
very poor eating.” Moral ; A judicious 
impudence is olten useful in this wicked, 
wicked world.

-
BAY OF FUNDY S. 8. CO., LTD. Oct. Directions for sett- 

required.

D. P. WETMORE,
CLUTOir, Kings Co., N. B.Be

“Mr. Vincent Milet,
Lath-and-plaster road, Balham.”

I did go down to Balham. Harry intro
duced me to his pretty wife, his four small 
children and his prize baby. Harry Vin
cent and his wife were evidently very fond 
of each other, and pretty Mrs. Vincent was 
evidently very proud of her husband. 
“Harry has got the ball at his foot now, 
you see,” she said, “and all he has got to 
do is to go on kicking.”

I did not see anything more of Harry 
Vincent for three years. That was not my 
faatil-but .because my governor .sent me out 
to our Lisbon house under tbc 

ought to learn the business.

cottage, CITY OF MONTICELLO.
C$pt. Robert Fleming, Commander.

This steamer will, on and after the 12th Sept., 
and until the 16th November, sail from the Com
pany’s pier. Reed’s Point, St. John, at 7.80 
time, on Monday. Wednesday, and Friday; re
turning will sail from Annapolis, upon arrival of 
the Halllhx express, due at 1 d. m., on Tuesday, 
Thursday, and Saturday, calling at Dlgby each

travellers to Halifax will please take notice that 
by this route they can reach that city inside of ten 
hours, hâve a greater variety of beautUtal scenery, 
the pleasure of a delightful sale across the Bay or 
Fundy, and choice meals served at reasonable rates 
on board the .w«.

State rooms at reduced rates.
Howard D. Troop, President, St. John, N.R.
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AN ELEGANT LINE OF
English, French, and American

local:■

M - PERFUMES,: Islay Blend.
Is the Finest Sii Tear old Whisty in the

corner

r All New More—Finest on the Met.
THOMAS A. CROCKETTS,

162 PRINCESS STREET, COR. SYDNEY,
SAINT JOHN. N. B.

f mm rr Mrs. Spendall—You look worried. Is 
it because you are so deeply in debt? Mr. 
Spendall (gloomily)—No. ft’s because I 
can’t get any deeper.

■J, » m.J
ALWAYS A8K FOR I8LAY BLEND.n text that 

ten I got
dead.Ilfc -1Ж .< î

TAKEINOJOTHER.
Sold by all the leading wholesale and retail dealers ADVERTISE Ш PROGRESS
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