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RITTER AND SWEET.
It was in the autumn that the news of the 

loss of the ship Albatross reached the small 
town of Haven. She had foundered on her 
way to Calcutta, and Aleck Fanshawe was 
on board ns supercargo.

i;It isn’t as though Squire Fanshawe 
hadn’t other sons,” commiserated a neigh
bor, when the blinds were pulled down and 
crape tied on the knocker at the Mg stone 
mansion, and prayers were offered in church 
for the bereaved family and friends. Every
body in town, so to spèak, turned out to 
church on that September morning to see 
how the family took it, and to be able to 
criticise the funeral sermon. The Fan
shawes had been a gay, Worldly crowd, and 
this was their first sorrow, and those who 
had seen them in prosperity and joy wanted 
to behold the effect of the reverse; but they 
proved to bo a family whoidid not wear the 
heart on the sleeve; they conducted them
selves bravely behind their weeds and re
st rained their tears till they might flow in 
private. The only excitement of the occa- 
soin, however, was worthy of the expecta
tions of their friends. The family filed into 
Church, black as grief and crape could make 
them. There Were John and his mother, 
Sue and Hildegarde; but who was this other 
on the old squire’s arm, bowed with emo
tion, more sable than them all, in widow’s 
Veil and cap? Who? Why, it was only 
Louise Turner, whom they had always 
known. Why was she in widow’s weeds and 
On the squire’s arm? What had happened to 
her? There was lively gossip, you may be 
sure, that day on the way home from 
church.

“I remember he was kind of attentive to 
Louise Turner one spefl,1’ reflected Mrs. 
Ames.

“That's so,” echoed Mrs. Blake. Don’t 
. you remember he took her to a concert over 
to Danvers? He has always known her; and 
like as not there was something between 
them. ”

“So he has always known every other girl 
in town,” said Mrs. Blunt, the9keptic; “and 
he has been just as attentive to half a dozen 
others, as far as I can see. ’ ’

“Yes,” acknowledged Mrs. Ames, reluct
antly, “he was attentive to all of them on 
and off ; but then a man may be attentive 
to a dozen, you know, while he only cares 
for one. Its odd; a woman couldn’t do it; 
it would bore her horribly—that is, unless 
•she’s a flirt. ”

“Well, of oour*3 it’s true,” sighed Mrs. 
Blunt, “or else she wouldn’t be in widow’s 
weed’s and in the squire’s pew; but she’s the 
last girl I thought Aleck would care for. I 
can’t reconcile myself to it. ”

The interest and surprise of this event 
seemed to subtract something from the sol
emnity of the occasion. It was not so won
derful that Aleck Fanshawe should die as 
that he should have been engaged to Louise 
Turner and no one ever have guessed it. It 
perplexed and disturbed Mrs. Blunt, she 
could hardly tell why. Perhaps she was dis
appointed that Aleck should have cared for 
such a shallow girl as Louise; and then a 
Surprise has an irritating effect upon some 
natures. She upbraided herself for having 
so little sympathy for Louise in such a tre
mendous sorrow. Louise was pretty; every
body said Louise was pretty, and young men 
are easily pleased. Doubtless it had occurred 
at the last moment before his departure, and 
Louise had waited for his return to declare 
it. Aleck had been the beet match in town, 
and, love aside, this was a great blow for 
Louise, with whom everybody was bound to 
sympathize. But Mrs. Blunt was dissatis
fied with the quality as well as quantity of 
her own sympathy.

“It -seems,” said a neighbor who hap
pened in to talk it over—“it seems that 
Louise heard the rumor and rushed up to 
Squire Fanshawe’s to know the truth, and 
when It was verified she went straight into 
hysterics and confessed that they had been 
privately engaged. Of course the squire 
adopted her into the family at once. They 
bought her mourning, the very best, and I 
dare say they’ll give her Aleck’s property— 
you know he had a fortune from his own 
mother, the squire’s first wife. ”

“Have you heard that John refused to be
lieve it at first?” asked Mrs. Blunt.

“Yes; he was a little stiff at first; he 
never liked Louise, you know.”

“It seems to me I shouldn’t want to take 
it on trust as they’ve done. 1 should want 
to see letters in Ms Own hand, or something 
confirmatory, not just her w»rd for it.”

“Seems to me it would be a tremendous 
cruelty to turn a deaf ear to her at such a 
time, and refuse to believe her story.”

“Yes,” agreed Mrs. Blunt. “ ‘Better be 
cheated to the last than lose the blessed hope 
of truth,’ as some poet says.”

• It was a few days after these astonshing 
events that Mi* Betty Le Breton returned 
from a vacation at the mountains, without 
having heard of the disaster that had over
taken the Fanshawes. _ - a

“When I am married,” she said, in the 
enthusiasm of a first acquaintance with the 
mountains, “I shall take my wedding toir 
through the hills in a buggy; it’s just en
chantment. Any tetter for me, Aunt Ellen? 
Any news?”

“News? Oh dear—yes—too much. I 
didn’t write you because I didn’t want to 
iadden your vacation. And you and Aleck 
were always such friends.”

“Aleck!”

“Yes, The Albatross has been lost at sea, 
and the Fanshawes are just heartbroken, 
and Louise is there with them; it seems she 
was engaged to Aleck privately; and her 
widow’s weeds are very becoming. It’s a 
dreadful, dreadful thing for her; but they 
say the squire has about the same as adopted 
her, ami that she’ll have the lion’s share of 
Aleck’s money. She went in on the squire’s 
own arm when the funeral sermon was 
preached; it was very touching. Why don’t 
you say something, Betty? I always thought 
you and Aleck were good friends; and 
Lduiso”-----  .

“What is there to say?” Betty asked, 
directly. There was an odd luster in her 
eyes, but she was not crying; she looked 
petrified.

“Yoq might at least say you were sorry.”
“Sorry? Oh, yes”—absently—“I sup

pose so.”
“Why, Betty, haven’t you any feeling?”
“I don’t know. Perhaps not. What good 

would it do?” * .. .
“Aleck was such a good friend to you! 

Do you remember when he used to come and 
help you with your German? I used to think 
he was a little in love with you, Betty; but 
it seems I was mistaken; and for the matter 
of that, it doesn’t signify, now that he is 
doyl. Indeed, it’s better for you as it is, 
you arc spared the sorrow. Why, Betty, 
are you sick? Is anything the matter?”

Betty had risen with a great cry and was 
stretchW ~ out unavailing arms into space. 
“Ilois -. a — Aleck—and he loved her, and 
she has to her sorrow; and I”——

It was three, months before Betty Le 
Breton was able to sit up. The neighbors 
sc id she had come home from the mountains 
with malaria, and it was doubtful if she 
vro-y 1 ever grt it out of her system. Miss 
I.eBr-'ton, her çiunt^ wisely said nothing; but 
when she saw Louise in hcr funeral gar
ments driving by in “.quire Fanshawe’s car- 
rir. 1 she wondered if Betty were not far 
no-- miserable. Betty herself wondered 
why bhc did not die in that bitter season of 
despair. There seemed to be nothing to de
tain her here; life had come to a standstill, 
it was not that Aleck had died; she could 
have borne that, perhaps, and sorrowed 
bravely, and yet have lived on. That would 
have been grief enough, to be sure, for OLe 
heart to bear; but she would still have pott- 
sessed the tender assurance of his love to 
compensate her. She would not have lost 
him utterly; she could have lived on. with 
the certainty of meeting him unchanged at 
last, just as she had existed through her 
tedious work days sure of his companionship 
*t their close—the one brigutness in all her 
•somber days, the hours thafc were never ab
sent from her thoughts, the hope that had 
•carried her through all difficulties uncom
plainingly. Now there was nothing for her 
*o live for or to die for. It seemed to her 
that the bloom was stripped from the world. 
She could not reconcile herself to her changed 
condition, nor adjust herself to the belief 
that Aleck had cared nothing for her through 
all the years that had been to her like heaven 
•on earth—that he had merely been passing 
the time. She felt as if the solid earth had 
failed beneath her feet, and her life stretched 
out before her in dreary and barren perspec
tive. If she could only be allowed to pre
serve the illusion that he loved her, wherever 
he might be that would have sufficed for 
happiness, would have gilded all the empty 
yeai^ she must spend on earth without the 
uin of his presence. But people do not die 
rhen they have nothing to live for. Betty’s 
mnt trusted "to time to mitigate the blow; 
«he remembered that she herself once -had a 
rover who deserted her, that she had cried 
her eyes out, and had given away all her 
jewelry and believed she was done with 
everythng; but ten years later ho passed her 
window daily, a bald, gouty main from whom 
the glamour had fled. But she had forgot
ten that he had robbed her of the power of 
loving any one else, and that other lovers 
had sighed in vain. When Betty first went 
out and began to resume her ordinary life as 
if nothing had happened, the squire’s family 
had gone abroad and had taken Louise Tur
ner with them to lighten the shadow of their 
grief; and a stone in the squire’s lot in the 
cemetery recorded the fact that Aleck Fan
shawe had lived and died It would have 
been a melancholy comfort to Betty to hang 
wreaths upon that great white stone that 
confronted her like a ghost among the shrub
bery, to plant floWers about it But how 
could she lavish such loving trifles in mem
ory of the man who had deprived her of the 
poor privilege of weeping for him? She 
sometimes felt as if s6e would like to leave 
Haven forever; every road and stile and bit 
of wood reminded her of Aleck. It was here 
he met her on her daily walk from school; 
it was in the wood they gathered the autumn 
leaves and oame home laden with spoils; on 
this river the moonlight had found them; on 
this wild bank Aleck had sat and sketched 
the scene for her; beneath this tree he had 
read to her from the poets. The very air of 
the places they had frequented together 
seemed filled with the tender words he had 
spoken. Could it be that he had not cared? 
^hy^then, had he spent his last evening 
ashore with her' He had left early, to be 
sure, saying he must pack and be off by day
break. Had he gone from her to Louise? 
The bough of scarlet berries he had given 
her that night had hung in her room ever 
since, where her eyes would see it on wak
ing. The first time she was able to walk 
across the room after her illness she took it 
down and threw It Iinnn tiio ona

indeed, sue took out all of his letters tor the 
same purpose, but put them back again, not 
strong enough to abandon them all at once. 

* * * * . * *
It was summer at Haven, but it was not 

summer in Betty Le, Breton’s heart. I tMnk 
she remembered other Junes, whose flowers 
were no sweeter, whose woods were no 
greener—Junes that had borrowed some
thing of their charm from her own happi
ness, that like the moon shone with bdrro wed 
light. 8he was ti>mg to sing one of the 
old songs at her piano one twilight—songs 
she had sung with Aleck in their drives 
through the woodland asles, where they had 
loved to linger; but the sobs choked her and 
the tears crowded and jostled each other in 
her eyes; and suddenly, when the last vibra
tion Of the notes had ceased, a voice outside 
took up the strain and sartg it through.

“It is Aleck,” she cried,liurrying toward 
the piazza like one in a dream. Then she 
waked, turned back and sat down. Suppos
ing it was 41eck, he belonged to Louise. 
Of course it was a mistake. It was because 
she had been thinking about him. Aleck 
was dead, and she had no right to think of 
him. She never would think of him again 
—never; she would forget him as he had- for- 
gotten her. Dead or alive, he could be 
nothing to her—nothing, nothing. He had 
broken her heart; could one love with a 
broken heqrt?

Somebody was coming into the room with 
a lighted lamp, preceded by excited voices. 
It was Miss Le Breton, followed by Mrs. 
Ames.

“Isn’t it marvelous?” she was saying, 
“finch a shock, too; for the squire’s family, 
just as they were getting used to the idea of 
death 2”.

Betty had shrunk into the dark corner 
of the long room (wMch one lamp only il
luminated in patches) in ordqr to Mde the 
tears upon her eyelids.

“True as preaching. I was just getting 
into the train for Haven this afternoon—I 
had been up to town for a trifle of shop
ping—and I heard a familiar voice saying, 
‘Allow me to carry your bundle, Mrs. Ames.’ 
It made mo shiver and my blood curdle. I 
looked over my shoulder, expecting to see 
a ghost—a railway station’s a queer place 
for a ghost, though, isn’t it? Well, there 
stood Aleck Fanshawe. I shan’t be any 
more surprised at the Day of Judgment.”

“What a change!” cried Miss Le Bretoi; 
“and they all in their mourning, and the 
stone up in the cemetery, and the estate ad
ministered upon! I wonder where Bette* 
is?” *

“Yes, seems as though they’d bâen to a 
mortal lot of expense for nothing.”

“And what a happy day for Louise Tur
ner!” sighed Miss Le Breton. “I suppose 
he has cabled to his father?”

Mrs. Ames answered with a hearty laugh. 
'“That’s the oddest part of II He asked 
about all the folks, comiÉg down in the 
train; he didn’t know they’d gone to Eu
rope. Anh he asked first of all after your 
Betty—upon my word! ‘And you don’t 
want to know about Louise?’ said I. 
‘Louise who?’ said he. ‘Why, Louise Tur
ner, of course.’ ‘What about her? Is she 
married, or dead?’ ‘Married!’ I cried; 
‘why* Aleck Fanshawe, are you mad, or 
making believe? Didn’t you expect that 
Louise Turner would confess her engage
ment to you, you sly old dog, after the news 
of your death?’ ‘Confess her engagement 
to meP ho repeated, and he looked like a 
thunderbolt. I was frightened. ‘You don’t 
mean to say you weren’t engaged to her?’ I 
said. ‘Now, she’s just like one of the fam
ily-wears widow’s weeds for you, and 
went to church on the squire’s arm when 
your funeral sermon was preached!’ ‘En
gaged to her!’ he cried; ‘I never thought of 
it. I am engaged to Betty Le Breton, and 
I never loved any one else. ’ I thought I’d 
run over and prepare your mind,” pursued 
Mrs. Ames, “for fear of the shock. Where’s 
Betty?”

Squire Fanshawe’s family returned in 
season for Betty’s wedding; and she took 
her wedding tour through the White Mount
ains after all. But Louise Turner never ap
peared in Haven ag»4n.—Mary N. Prescott 
in Harper’s Bazar.

Trouble with the Wire.
“Newspaper work in the far west is at

tended with many drawbacks,” said the city 
editor of a Cheyenne paper at the Grand 
Pacific the other afternoon. “I remember 
one instance in particular which may serve 
to show you what we have to contend with. 
About two weeks ago the operator in our 
office began to receive what promised to be 
a sensational murder from somewhere near 
Rawlins. There was ‘wire trouble’ all along 
the line, and the night editor, who wai 
standing over the operator, was beginning 
to fear that .the ‘matter’ would not be in in 
time for his edition. The instrument worked 
laboriously, the operator had reached that 
point where the murderer had pointed the 
smoking pistol to his owg breast, when— 
snap.

“ ‘Wire’s gone,’ exclaimed the operator, 
with a long breath. ‘Might just as well 
shut up shop and go home, for we can’t get 
it again to-night. ’

“The dispatch, amplified and embellished, 
was printed with a scare bead. About noon 
the next day it was found that a tree to 
~"hich the wiNç wâs attached had been borna 
down by snow.\—Chicago Herald.

OUR NEW YORK LETTER.
A Tempest In » Ten Pot—A Gigantic 
t Com Strike — New Labor Par- 

ty—The I-abor Vole-Gover
nor HIll’s Message— The 

Archbishop and 
George.

I- is amusing toseehuw lmnl the old 
|iurty papers woik to make mountains 
of trouble out of mole hills of disputa 
tipi) going on between some ot the heads 
of the labor organizations. Wh-, lie e 
m the city where dwell the men who 
magnify the “troubles” aforesaid, the 
Democratic and Republican Clubs,
“ Halls ” and associations have been 
lighting like mad cals and snarling 
curs, year in and year out for, halt a 
century, especially on the approach and 
just after an election—Oil which occa
sion a legular row—sometimes sanguin
ary,—occurs over the distribution of 
nominations and the spoils—which ap
pear to be the only objects of an elec
tion here. But the editors ot the jour
nals representing thé money bags are 
hot after the United Labor Party now, 
and in their rage because of its exis
tence, and in theii^ frantic attempts to 
destioy it, they pretend to lose sight ot 
the fact that “ family quarrels ” in all 
sorts of organized bodies—political, 
social, theological, and corporate, from 
time immemorial have occuted and are 
constantly occurring. A few squabbles 
among the little “ great grands ’’ of an 
immense organization cannot destroy 
th* latter, while they may have the hap
py effect ot destroying the former ; and 
what thenl Why, when the king dies, 
the people cry —“ The King is dead ! 
Long live the King ”—and when the 
President dies the Republic still lives. 
Those writers who love to serve mono 
noly and kneel in deep devotion at the

i cloven feet of the Golden Calf of Capi 
tal should bear this fact in mind when 
they gleefully proclaim from their 
house tops and tall towers that there is 
trouble in the camp of Labor.

Three thousand Coal Heavers are 
int on strike across the river in Ne 
lersev at the present writing and 

their movement is sanctioned by their 
t -lends all along the line. The host ot 
order is preserved, very much to the 
disappointment of the coal Barons 
v hose first step was to notify the police. 
1 he men on strike have obeyed the in- 
s i actions of their officers to keep 
a way from the drinking saloons and to 
conduct themselves as sober, peaceful 
citizens. The supeiintendant appealed 
to the men on the boats to take the 
p aces ol the strikers, but after listen 
it g attentively to his remarks the 
b latmen quietly laid down their tools 
a id refused to touch a shovel or pick 
tlait had been left by their fellow work- 
n en. It seems strange to a fool like 
uyself, that the great coal companies.
- like the Reading for instance—own 
it g 160,'600 acres of coal land (Read-
ii g), 96,000 acres of which Mr. Gowen 
« limâtes to be worth $1000 per acre, 
o • $95,000,000, and getting high prices 
aid large profits for their products 
should be either unable or unwilling to 
piy their working people a satisfactoty 
rite of wages—enough, say, to make 
toe men comfortable and contented. 
There must be something in the per
versity of the monopolistic conscience, 
v Inch, in thee simplicity of my nature, 
and the shallowness of my mind, I am 
unable to fauiorn.

The new party is now fairly launched 
upon the broad bosom of the sea of 
politics having its birth in the Conven
tion held at Clarendon Hall on the 
night of the 6th inst. Considerable 
preliminary work was accomplished. 
John Mackin was elected temporary 
chairman and Frank Farrel was placed 
in the vice-chairmanship, James Archi
bald, Secretary. Mr. JohnN. Bogert, of 
Typographical Union No 6,_ ope Of the 
very best workers in the cause of La
bor, received a large and well deserved 
vote for the secretaryship. His recoi d 
for faithful, earnest and intelligent 
effort to do his whole duty wherever

plaèed is of the brightest character. 
The con veil lion adjourned afier the 
transaction of some further business to 
meet on the 13t.li of January.

Now, 'more thaneVhi , the labor vote 
will be cajoled, flattered and fished for. 
Governor Hill dashes boldly into the 
field, through the convenient medium of 
a ‘message” and on the subject ol la
bor uses it ex| r ssive “ words ; words 
signifying nothing. And yet the pro
fessionally democratic governor has 
succeeded in scaring the party papers 
badly. The Democratic World . intim
ate' that “ there may be ’some criticism 
taised by Hill’s endorsement ot some 
ext reine demands ol the Labor Organi
zations ” The ratified Tribune turns 
green, and say- that “ Vhe workingmen 
muet realize that talk is clieitp ” which 
original expression co-incides with the 
one used above, by your correspondent. 
“God help the poor ” is anothe- jheap 
thing in the way < f costless phraseology. 
The Times smiles giiinly at the idea 
that “ something should tie done by leg- 
is’ation to increase the pay ai d dimin
ish the toil of men who work.” All 
this and much more m the same strain, 
because the workingmen Have resolved 
to^take a hand in politics, for when 
they weto quiescent, “ innoxous,” paa- 
sive. obedient, docile voters, all'the at
tention they ever received was a sort of 
quasi acknowledgement that they were 
good fellows on occasions when it was 
Iesirable to re elect their representa
tives, and perpetuate the mle of the 
politicians.

Promises have been made before, and 
as often broken, for the Democratic and 
Republican governors and legislators 
of New York have, through many al
ternate trims of service (to capital) 
manifested a cold and cruel indifference 
to the needs of the toilers, and this state 
of affairs would have continued till “the 
ciack of doom” but for the political 
action of Labor. Now a Democratic 
governor is made to see that woi king- 
men have become a practical and pow
erful faction in the way cf demonstrat
ing 'tlrnir ability to take the reins of 
power*9»! tlieir own hands and it is 
political life or death with him to either 
won or lose the votes of “men who work.” 
Hence these “wir.ls of promise to the 
ear," in the governor's message.’ But 

His Excellency “ could not haye stud
ied up the methods of the new style of . 
woikingmen very closely, else he would 
have discovered that one of the funda
mental rules of the politically organized 
workmen is the vote for the nominees 
of the United Labor Party and by no 
means for professional Democrats or , 
for Republican office seekers.

Corrigan vs George and Labor. — 
The case is briefly this. The Archbishop 
struck the cause rtf Labor a stinging 
blow, through George, who struck back 
in defence of his views of labor’s rights. 
Corrigan, incensed at this, attacked Dr. 
McGlynn. George, feeling deeply ag- 
gtieved and provoked,—1st, by the 
Aichbishop’s blow at Labor, arid 2nd, 
at the punishment inflicted upon his 
friend, at once threw his mailed gauntlet 
at the feet of the proud prelate and 
arraigned the “ Castle Catholic ” wing 
of the Roman Church as being in ant*- 
gonism to the poorer followers of St. 
Peter as to their temporal interests in 
both Ireland and this country. It was 
an act of courage which may be classed 
among the most heroic, deeds recorded 
in history. It provas conclusively, also, 
that Henry George is no tiuckling 
politician—he will make neither “deals" 
with the oppressors of, nor concessions 
to the foes of humanity.

. . W. S. T,
New York, Jan. 10tb, 1887.

—British Columbia Knights have boy
cotted Chinese Labor. In that part of the 
country there are upwards of 20,600 Celes
tials who have practically driven white 
labor out of the market. The Chinese 
question is one that is as difficult of solu
tion as that of Prison Labor. We invite 
communications on these questions from 
readers of the Courier.
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