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had grown firmer and his eyes mot a glance 
with n new steadiness.

One morning the three men who had been 
once on the fire escape committee met in the 
doorway of No. 2 mill, restored after the fire. 
They had left their work for a breath of 
fresh air.

“Hois closer than his father; he scrimps 
and saves like a poor cuss trying to support a 
family on $5 the week. What show is there 
for ué?” i

“Ye’ll mind it’s all jist as I told ye, Bill
fort of ‘I

“Yes, yes; show her in.” How wild he 
was to-night. Why Bertha was married to 
the man she had chosen, long ago; if she 
came back, what comfort for him? If she 
were not happy with this man after all I 
Oh, God save her from, such a fate, since he 
had paid such a price that she might be 
happy. God forbid that all his torment be 
for nothing. Philip was rapidly walking 
the room.

save on machinery, it would spoil yer sales; 
but if we carders and weavers and spinners 
be cut, it don’t leave a mark on the cloth. 
But it leaves deep gashes in our hearts and 
joys, you be sure.” Graves looked at the 
young man to see if he might go on, but he 
could not read his master s face. He hesi
tated a moment and then he continued.

“There uiut nfw* i—«+ <rfH o.iu
but might live a life so happy it would make 
a strong man cry to think of it. We are of 
more account than your machinery. No 
beltin’ or patent self acting springs 
our work; it takes immortal souls, and intel
lects in the image of God to do it It’s the 
same sort of work you do, and compare what 
the two of us gets. We aint fairly paid till 
we gets, the weakest of us, a taste of the 
sweet things in this world we have longed for 
so lopg. I don’t care what yer wise book 
men says.” Was the young proprietor angry, 
he stood so grave and still ? What a change ! 
Time was when pity would have shone on 
every line of his face. But hb might have 
been a statue for all appearance of melting in 
him now.

“I pay you the market price, as much as 
the other mill owners.”

Well, God have mercy on his poor children, 
if Philip Breton could make that excuse I 
The man sat down without anlnvitation, and 
leaned his brawny elbows on the table.

“Now see here, you told me to speak my 
mind, and I am agoin’ to. We are poor; we 
ain’t got nothin’; we can’t lay back and wait 
for our price. We want somethin’ to eat 
today; we come to you for work; we

THEMills; his wish was the solo authority hence
forth, and he wished kindly to them. His 
word the only law throughout the great 
factory, and he had given his word to help 
them. Not a soul but believed in the dawn 
of a vague day of general happiness. Few 
had clear ideas of the elements of their long 
wretchedness. They thought everything was 
wrong in the system under which the poor 
were so unhappy, and the remedy that oc- 

brfr minds was, of coarse

ABOUT HISSING.

Why Little Women Have the Advsa. 
tage in Oseniation.

(“Bab” in New York Star.)
I have never been an ardent advocate

But supposing—and his heart 
almost stopped beating at the thought—she 
were not married and had come back to 
him after all—what other woman would 
call on him now—what then, could he for
give her?

The door opened and a heavily veiled 
woman came in. She was too slight of form 
and not tali enough for Bertha. The idea 
had been absurd, but human beings cannot 
believe miracles in their behalf quite im
possible. So Philip was not required to 
decide the terrible question he had asked 
hinteelf. Much as he had longed for that 
other woman who had not one throb of pity 
in her heart for him, his first feeling was of 
Intense relief when his visitor laid back her 
veil and revealed the face of Jane Graves.

She looked a little agitated and hastened 
to speak. “I know you are surprised to see 
me, but I felt-I must’1-—

are must have 
Naturally the enjoyment depends largely 
on the person who is kissed, and after all 
there are only.two people worth kissing— 
that is, men people ; one is a boy baby 
and the other is a man who is devoted to 
yon. Kissing a baby, a nice, sweet, baby, 
must have been one of Eve’s consolations, 
while kissing a man who is fond of 
is delightful because he always seems to 
like it as much. I think it is wiser for a

it to a line ar1lui
curred to t 
change everything. No more long hours, no 
more scant pay, no more favoritism; all 
should have alike. No more strikes or con
flicts or complaints or bitterness were 
dreamed of, for there would be no hardships 
left.

, to
could doRogers,” suggested Graves, the com 

told you so’ being left to him out of the 
general wreck. “Jist as I told ye that night 
more’n a sixj month ago in front of old 
Breton’s. As soon as the lad feels his oats 
that’s the last of his kind heart."

“The boy’s had ha£l luck since then,” said 
Rogers, handling his pipe out of old force of 
habit. “P'raps he’s punishln’us for it. It 
seems so strange somehow his changin’ all so 
sudden.”

“ ’Taint that,” said Graves, as he turned to 
go back to work, and then lingering a mo
ment longer; “It is the natur’ of a man and

There

GazettePhilip thought of Bertha. At first it 
seemed a year since he had lost her, and he 
wondered with a dull ache in his heart where 
she could be after so long a time.

Then it seemed but an hour, so fresh was 
the wound in his heart. It was her place, 
that empty seat by his side, in this supreme 
moment of his desolation. She could com
fort him in his loneliness, the most terrible 

in the midst of a

one

IS THE BEST PAPEB FOBwoman not to like it, because then she 
doesn’t commit the crime in a spirit of 
wild impulsiveness, but goes at it with a 
perfect consciousness that she knows how 
to do it and in the very best way. Little 
women, as a general thing, have the bet
ter of it as far as kissing a man is con
cerned, because they have to reach np ; 
that generally necessitates putting a 
hand oa each shoulder, and the human 
representative of a Newfoundland dog is 

a loaf ofTbread*^ Is it right^then.'to'value charmed to his soul, because he thinks 
us at what we can be got for? If we could [ the little woman likes him so much. The 
haggle with ye, and hang off the way a little woman who has to reach up to a man 
ready cash lets a man do, there might be 
some sense in it. But you never let us get 
enough ahead for that. It’s work or go 
hungry with us. The poorer we gets, the 
tighter ye can squeeze us, and I sometimes 
wonder why ye gives us as much as ye do. I 
s’pose a man might live on a little less. And 
it’s all business, as ye say."

Philip had seated himself, but he said 
nothing. He had given the man the priv
ilege of his tongue, and he did not seem dis
posed to stop him.

“Is the right price of a thing what a man 
’ll give for it? If they had the money,‘men 
would give $1,000,000 for a breath of air, 
when they’re stifled. Would it be right to 
pump off the air, and then let it on at $1,000,- 
000 a breathing? If you was drowning, 
you’d give $1,000,000 to be saved if it was 
only to hold out a pole to yer. Is that a fair 
price for holdin’ out a pole? We’re starvin’ 
unless we can get a bite to eat. Is it any 
more right to bargain with us for a life of 
hard work, for just enough to live on? Aman 
wants somethin’ more than food. He wants 
to send his children to school, to get a loafin’ 
hour now and then, to make himself some
thin’ besides tt brute. He wants—he wants 
some such things and chances as you have.
Why, squire, we’re all men together. " The 
man’s eyes looked across at Philip with a 
vague wistfulness, as if he were thinking of 
the beautiful possibilities of a life so far all 
drudgery and want.

“But what to there to dor exclaimed 
Philip in au impatient tone that put to flight 
all the workman’s foolish fancies. The 
man’s heart seemed changed to flint, 
don’t want to be objects of charity, do you?”

John Graves straightened his arms along 
the table; then he stood np.

“Charity! Well, no, not such charity as 
picks a creature up today as soft as a baby, 
and drops him to-morrow like a dog. But if 
payin’ ÿer help enough of yer gain so they 
can know what life to—if that to charity, as 
you call it, give it to us. Ye needn’t be so 
precious fraid of hurtin’ the laboring classes, 
as they call ’em, by treatin’ ’em too well.
They’re ninlrto’ every day lower and lower, 
and lots of fellows in specs keep a warnin’ 
you not to spoil ’em, not to hurt their pride, 
or break their spirit by givin’ ’em something.
As if kindness ever hurt any human SOdL 
Not that I would call it charity; they earns 
every mite ye’ll ever give ’em."

“But If the mills or employers don’t make 
such gains as you seem to take for grant-

SUNDAY READINGcrops out as sure as he gets his swing, 
ain't a one of us but would make a meaner 
rich man than him. It comes easy to be a 
labor reformer and radical as long as a fellow 
is poor, and it’s just as easy for a man to talk 
beautiful if he ain’t looked to to do nothing. 
But it makes a man drunk when he feels the 
reins in his hands, and him nothin’ but aman 
of the same stuff as the rest on us. Look at 
Currau now; how much better’n the rest to 
he? He deserted us at the most critical mo
ment. Somethin’ made him throw us up as 
if we had all of a sudden sickened on his 
stomach. We’re poor stuff, all on us, boys.
I never seen a finer feller than that Curran, 
but he’s forgot all about the wrongs and 
rights he used to holler so purty about. 
There's no chance for us in any man’s lhercy ; 
we must depend on ourselves."
* At this very moment Philip Breton was 
pressing the little brass bell on his counting 
room table. For an answer his paymaster 
came in with his pen, wet from the ink, in 
his hand.

“Do we pay our help enough?”
A thousand eager voices would have shout

ed a no to him that would have shaken the 
foundations of stone, but Mr. Jennings, the 
paymaster, put his pen behind his ear, took 
it down, looked keenly at it, then in surprise 
at the young mill owner.

“We can get 1,000 as good for the same, if 
that to what you mean.” Ah, what chance 
have the poor mills people, when the young 
master choo.ee such advisers as this?

“No," said Philip, slowly. “It isn’t ex
actly what I mean; can we raise the wages?”

“Can you; why yes, I suppose you can step 
right into the mills and give a $100 bill to 
every hand. But you couldn’t afford to do 
that thing long, and I don’t thirik it would do 
anybody any good. I wouldn’t assume to 
advise you, sir, but why not just as well go 
up street and insist on paying a fancy price 
for your flour?”

“Butjdon’t they find it hard to live on what 
we give them? And what a life it to at that," 
suggested Philip, sadly. Apparently he had 
not quite forgotten them.

“No doubt.no doubt!” repeated the pay
master with the querulousness ofJ his class, 
“but to there any sense-to putting in your or 
my fiat? You can’t make a ninety cent 
laborer worth a dollar and a quarter by giv
ing it to him. You insult him and damage 
business by making "it all uncertain with the 
gratuitous element.”

“I see you don’t believe in benevolence, my 
dear Jennings,” and Philip smiled curiously!

“Yes, I do, for sick people and paupers, but 
if you don’t want to make paupers of every
body you mustn’t”-----

“But I am not a pauper, and I never earned 
a penny in my life till a few months ago.” 
Philip’s eyes flashed at a sudden revelation.

“But, ah—but that to different. Drop that 
then. To make our cloth there are a number 
of expenses; there to the mill and the ma
chinery, the money locked up in fabrics and 
material. These are fixed ; you don’t think it 
your duty to pay extra prices for raw ma
terial, nor make a gratuity with every dollar 
you spend on machinery, no matter how poor 
the man that sells to you. Now comes an
other element, labor. That should be as fixed 
as the rest and all calculatiqns based on its 
market price. When you go to market with 
yoqr cloth you don’t ask any gratuity, nor 
does the buyer claim any; the price to fixed 
better than the caprice of a moment could fix 
it. The element of labor enters into the cost. 
The difference between the cost and price to 
your profit. If labor stands you in its mar
ket price your profit Will reward your efforts, 
and it will paj you to keep up your mill. If 
you paid higher wages your profits would be 
small; you would give up your enterprise 
and all would suffer.”

“I didn’t know you could be so eager. But 
supposing they tell me my. profit is too large, 
that my labor pays me so well I ought to 
make it up to them.” The young proprietor 

looking musingly out of the window 
where the autumn wind was chasing the 
russet leaves in savage glee. Mr. Jennings, 
the paymaster, had reached the door, but 
waited a moment to clinch his argument.

“Then if you lost money your help ought 
to contribute. But it might not be at all 
their fault that you lost, any more than it is 
to their credit you succeed. Their labor in 
quantity and quality would be just the same. 
What reason iu changing its valuation? No,
I am sure there is but one way, to measure 
the value of your labor as you do everything 
else, by what it will bring." .

“Not quite everything," said Philip; but he 
said it so low the argumentative Jennings did 
not hear it. All he heard was just as he was 
closing his door:

“Please send in the overseer of No. 1 weave 
room.”

It was but a few moments, during which 
Philip did not move from his seat, before the 
overseer came in, stroking his apron defer-
en“MryBright, the men and girls complain; 
they say they ought to be paid by the day 
instead of by the piece.”

“Which ones complain? The lazy ones, I 
guess. Why surely, Mr. Breton, it wouldn’t 
be right to pay the best weaver and the poor
est the sama”

“Why not?" asked Philip, with unchanged 
features watching the look of astonishment 
that shone on the man’s round fat,face. 
“Why not, if we paid them all the highest 
price?"

“Well sir,«it wouldn’t be a month before 
bad and good would all be worth about the 
same, and that as little as the poorest of
them. It would be a poor way to encourage 
them to be smart."

“Does Graves work in your room?”
“Yes, but he to just going out for this 

momin’—his"-----
“Send him in if you can find him." Philip 

rose to his feet now, and was walking the 
room impatiently when John Graves slouched 
in. He turned on him as it he was going to 
do violence to his visitor, but it was only a 
question he hurled at him.

“What do you think ought to be changed 
in the mill? Speak up now, and let me know 
your mind."

“I think we work too hard for our pay,
then, ” drawled the laborer, but his mind was 
In an unusually excited condition.

“That to because the public want such 
goods as ours so cheap.”

“There’s other things to cut on besides labor 
forever and ever. Oh*, no, ye can’t buy poor 
cotton, it would show in the cloth ; ye can’t

crushing lonejiness, that 
multitude. Perhaps he was weak, too weak 
for tb**tem requisitions of his destiny. Per
haps thfro was not enough of the sturdy ele
ment in his character. He would rather 
have leaned on some other brave heart tBUn 
stand out alone before the world, better 
formed for the gentle graces of a friend than 
to wield undismayed the ponderous weapons 
of wealth and pbwer. He would have been 
better to nurse the sick and comfort the 
fallen, than to be ordered to the front of the 
battle, where to be still to infamy, and to 
fight death to some pitied foe. And there 
was not.- QDo human being near or dear 

gh to him to instil one spark of new 
courage into his heart, or brighten by one 
smile of love the darkening desolation that 
seemed to have settled over his life. If 
Bertha had only waited another day she 
could not hâve gone. She would have staid 
and learned again for very pity to love him. 
If she had only waited another day I But no 
donbt the very weakness in him that cried 
out for tier made him incapable of holding 
her love. It is hard to confess to oneself, hto 
soul to too poor and small for the woman of 
hto choice to love. But that was the depth 
of humiliation Philip Breton had reached as 
he lay back on his carriage cushions. At 
least he was generous to make an excuse, 
even at the motaent of hto greatest need, for 
the woman who had deserted him.

He heard voices from without He had no 
interest in what any one in the world might 
say, .he thought, but these words were the 
first words that fell upon his ear.

“Sick to it? Well, cheer up, girl, the young 
boss will make it all right. Yer all tired out 
and ye niver was fit for much anyhow.”

“Will he give us doctors, too?”
“Whynot? he has ’em when he’s sick. It’S 

just as right we should, as works our best for 
him when we’re well.”

Philip was fairly startled into momentary 
forgetfulness of his sorrow. But the carriage 
moved along a few feet and stopped again. 
Were the people mad ? Was it his duty to 
keep a tree hospital and teach the sick to 
come whining to him for charity, when ill? 
Wouldn't it spoil them, to say nothing from 
the bltolness point of view? He began to 
sympathize more than ever with his father’s 
perplexities, and to feel that, perhaps, after 
all, hto solutiôh of them was the only prac
ticable. one. But he heard the rustle of a 
woman’s dress beside his carriage where it 
waited!

“Isn’tit splendid $o have a whole holiday?” 
said a fresh, girlish voice.

“This isn’t the last, Molly,” replied a man 
who Stood right against the carriage door. 
“They say we’re not to work but four days a 
week now.”
„ Philip frowned very unpromisingly, but 

z the girl said:
“And how, can we git along on much less 

wages?"
“Why, the wages wül be more instead of 

less. I guess you don’t understand.”
Nor did Philip, but the carriage rolled, 

along before the young man could explain, 
anti stopped by another group.

“Only eight hours a day and every hand 
will get just the same. No more favoritism.

Why that's been the plan 
along, only the old man wouldn’t agree. 
Now it’s gqin’ through, though.”

The other man laughed. “Well, I don’t 
see liow the young boss to goto’ to make the 
mill pay that fashion, Bet that’s hto lookout."

“Pay!" repeated th 
“Whv those looms just turn 
gold.”

Tho horses started once more and Philip 
Breton sank back again on his seat. The 
people had cost him his brkk* and his father. 
They had wrecked his life, and cast him on a 
shore of barren wastes, with never one foun
tain o& hope for his famished soul.

And now, with stupid and yet pathetic 
trust, they looked to him to devote liis for
tune and himself to them, never questioning 
but a word of his, a stroke of his pen, would 
let perpetual sunlight into their lives.

That evening he sat alone in the little study 
in the house that had been, his father’s. Tho 
house was full of solemn faced guests, but he 
would sec none of them. He had bowed his 
head on hi» folded arras and tried jto com
mune with the dead ; his dead. There were 
two. Onë his kind, tender father, whose 
broad, florid face always brightened with a 
smile at tfce coming of his son. The other of 
his dead was a woman. He saw her as if 
she yet lived. What there was in tiiis woman 
of all others that should have called forth 
such tender raptures of love he had never 
paused to wonder. She was not brilliant as 

Her lips, that lie believed 
could have spoken so wonderfully if they had 
cared, were oftenest closed in society. Her 
eyes expressed to him the rarest of noble 
thoughts, and it ,was as if she deemed the 
common world unworthy, but that by and 
by she would spqak, He had thought her heart 
spotless whiyé, and the texture of her nature 
finer and sweeter than that of all other 

Every eye that saw her must ad
mire the threads of fine spun gold she called 
her hail*, her soft skin as delicate to the touch 
as a baby’s lips, and the queen like perfection 
of her form, a system of bold curves and lines 
of beauty melting into each other at their be
ginning and their end. But could there be 
any one to whom she was so much beside her 
beauty, for whom each, phase of her thought 
or tone of her voice w as just what seemed 
most fitting? And she too was gone, dead; 
where no prayers or cries of his could reach 
or teych her; dead, and yet forever alive for 
him.

“Will you see a lady, sir?” It was Mary, 
whose manner was subdued suitably to the 
melancholy occasion. All these trappings 
and pretenses provoked Philip strangely, as 
did the low voices of his guests and their 
drawn down faces. He knew well enough 
they didn’t care so much as all that. “She is
very particular, Mr. Phi-----; I mean Mr.
Breton.”

Then he forgot his. impatience in a strange, 
•filing thought. He rose to his feet and 
ked to the window without answering the 

Could it be Bertha had felt his hunger 
ar such as no other creature could have 
ier presence? Was it too unlikely that 
pain as ached in his heart might have 
id her? A throb of electricity goes 
d the world; might not such longing as 

nav£ reached her a few short miles aw:ayl 
Aheîmmd began again. _ -
L ijHTm you see a”—
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can always control him. Her size ac
quits her of her folly, and he is certain to 
regard her as a « dear little thing, and 
never see her Machiavellian schemes for
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ruling him. If I had daughters I should 
put heavy weights on their heads in early 
childheod to keep them from growing 
very tall, because to the small comes the 
victory. Look at Cleopatra; she was little. 
Helen of Troy barely reached to the 
shoulders of the man who loved her, and 
in later days Catherine of Russia and 
Marie Stuart were both slender and 
rather small. The small woman is as 
certain to win as is the Democratic ticket

P
1 II

e.

“J know you are surprised, to see me.”
“Do not distress yourself,” he said gravely, 

recovering hto self possession. Was this hto 
first visit of condolence, and so soon?

“It was about Miss Bertha." Then she 
caught her breath and went on as if she were 
afraid he would interrupt her, he started so 
violently. “I know what a lover you are—if 
mine had only been like you;” she dropped 
her eyes and went on without looking at him, 
“but the girl you liked so much that you 
were blind to how mean she was, she never 
loved you; she never cared anything for 
you."
' Philip had moved uneasily to hto chair as 
she began, but now he sat still as death, with 
hto eyes fixed, as if to some fatal charm, on 
the girl’s face. She grew pale as she talked, 
all but one bright spot in either cheek.

“I could tell it when your name was spoken 
before her; women notice things like that— 
and when she expected you—and when she 
expected the other.”

Hto eyes fell to shame. He wished a moun
tain might fall on him to shield his hurt face 
from even this poor girl’s scrutiny. But she 
hurried on as if she took pleasure to hto winc
ing nerves. “If you could have seen how her 
face warmed at hto coming, and her voice, so 
cold to you, shook and stumbled when she 
welcomed him. And how her hands would 
nestle like a kitten to hto—at a look. You 
never saw her tike that, did you? And there 
was no pillow so soft, you would think, as his 
shoulder, and"——

“I cannot stand this,” he cried, starting to 
hto feet. “Do you think I am made of 
stone?”

| “Wasn’t it a pretty sight? I used to love 
to hang out of my window to see it, or follow 
her out on Sunday walks. Her kind of 
women make the biggest fools of themselves; 
so cold and lofty tike you would think them 
angels; when all of a sudden they lose their 
heads, and there’s nothing too wild for them 
to do for some man, till they get over it." 

all Her eyes were all ablaze with hate, but 
Philipshung on the scornful tips as if it were 
not poison he drank from them.

“But she did not get over it,” he faltered 
when she stopped. He raised hto hands to 
cool hto beating temples; hto fingers were cold 
as ice. •

“That to it; it lasted longer than I counted 
I thought she’d come to her senses be

fore she could do anything rash. And then 
I supposed he wouldn’t leave the village and 
what he was doing here, just yet.”

“But why didn’t you tell me?"
“What could you have done? She cared 

lothing for you. But I was doing the best I 
knew, if they hadn’t been too quick for mo. I 
was waiting till I thought she was just mad 
over the man. I never supposed they would be 
so quick ;” her bosom rose and fell as if it were 
hard for her to catch her breath. “I knew 
one thing was sure, and when it would hurt 
her the most I was going to have tried it. If 
I-had only hurried.” She rose, sobbing' 
violently, but she shed no tears. Philip had 
no consideration for her emotion.

“Wliatwasit? oh, why didn’t you do it?” 
His form trembled as if he stood to a winter’s 
blast, while drops of perspiration gathered 
on his forehead.

“I—I—hated so to—to break hto heart. I—I 
knew he would—would never get over it. He
ain’t the kind that”-----

“Curse him!” cried Philip, “what to he to
me?”

“I was going to tell him that she was en
gaged to you. I knew he would never for
give her for deceiving him."

“And he didn't know-it?”
“All, It he had, he was that honest—you 

don’t know him. But I was too slow, and 
now, my God, my God!” Then she rose to 
her feet and tied her veil tightly about her 
face and moved toward the door. But Philip 
Breton was there before and held it.

“Tell me first what you came here for to
night?” The answer came sharp as a knife.

“Because I wanted to make you hate that 
woman too. It made me mad that you 
should think her so pure and good."

“But why should you hate her? I never 
could—never.” His hand loosened on the 
door knob and lie leaned hack. Jane Graves 
could have gone if she would.

“And don't you hate her now?” she almost 
screamed at him, “when I have told you how 
she kissed and fondled him.”

“Hush!”
“Well. I hate her. because she stole away 

my lover. May his love touch her yet to dis
gust; may his kisses turn bitter on her lips.” 
The door closed after hto visitor, and Philip 
glanced at the clock, which pointed to 12. 
Only half the night gone then ! He sat down 
and dropped his head on hto folded arms 
again.

GBeat London and China Tea Co., 33 
King Square, importers and dealers in 
teas and coffees. Handsome presents 
given to purchasers of teas. Branch 
establishments in N. B., 45 Main Street, 
Portland and 3 FisherisBlock Fredericton.

1,200 PAIRS
BOYS’

Laced Boots!young
“You

SIZES: 1, 2, 3, 4, 5.

---- SELLING FOB----

One Dollar I Upwards

900 PAIRS
Youths’ Laced Boots,

SIZES: 10, 11, 12, 13. -
ed”----- ---- FROM----“If there ain’t money made, why, nobody 
can find no fault not to get big pay. All I 
mean to when money to made, and that’s 
pretty often, we ought to have some share 
into"

“Don’t go, John, I want to ask you”-----
“I must; I asked out for today," and the 

door closed after the man. For quite a while 
after his last visitor had gone, Philip sat 
with hto eyes fixed on the door knob to in
tense abstraction. Was he angry at the 
audacity of the common laborer? When he 
pushed back his chair and rose to hto feet, 
running hto hands through hto hair, he made 
one exclamation:

“How blind.” But whom he meant, 
whether his class or the laborers, did not 
appear from hto tone or from the bitter smile 
on hto tips. John Graves would have told’to 
a moment that the young proprietor meant 
no good to his help. The man had had a 
glimmer of hope that Philip Breton might 
only be waiting for an opportunity, but this 
interview had dtopetied it from his mind.

(To be Centinued.)

90 CENTS PER PAIR UP.Who told me?

Also Solid Leather, Inner 
Soles and Counters.

e sanguine prophet, 
off sheets of

Waterburyon.
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Rising,
34 King St. 1212 Union St
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Ladies C. F. TILTON.
A Bare Combination.

There is no other remedy or combina
tion of meditines that meets so many re
quirements as does Burdock Blood Bit
ters in its wide range of power over such 
chronic diseases as Dyepepsia, Liver 
Complaints, Scrofula and all humors of 
the blood.

ST. STEPHEN.

C. H. SMITH & CO.---- AND----
ST. ANDREWS.

Gentlemen JOHN S. MAGEE.

FREDERICTON.REQUIRING
The popular song just now is : “The 

Letter That He Longed For Never Came." 
The person who sent it probably put an 
immediate-delivery stamp on it.—Ne
braska State Journal.

some women. Overshoes W. T. H. FENETY.
WOODSTOCK.

—OR—
G. W. VANWART.Rubbers MONCTON.Fart of the Household.

“I have used Halyard’s Yellow Oil 
with much satisfaction, for Colds and 
Sore Tqroat I would not be without it 
at any cost, as I look upon it as the best 
medicine sold for family use.” Miss E, 
Bramhall, Sherbrooke, P. Q.

W. H. MURRAY.Should call at the

AM E RICAN
women.

SUSSEX.

Rubber Store, H. A. WHITE.
HAMPTON.

Dr. MacPIIERSON,Once more Mr. Herbert Spencer, who, 
is at present at Bournemouth, is suffer
ing from his old enemy, insomnia.

A Beasonable Hope
Is one that is based on previous know
ledge or experience, therefore those who 
use B. B. B. may reasonably hope for a 
cure because the previous experience of 
thousands who have used it, shows it to 
have succeeded even in the worst cases.

Ask to see our immense Stoek of LADIES’ 
WATERPROOF CLOAKS

AT ALL PBICES.
ALBERT.

L. M. WOOD.

WANTED! CHARLOTTETOWN.
T. L. CHAPPELL.

EASTPORT.
E. S. -VyAIDE.

SHEDIAC. .Heme Hints.
Mrs. Robert Williamson, of Glenila, 

Parry Sound, Ont., says, “I could not 
keep house without Ilagyard’s Yellow 
Oil at hand. I have used it in my family 
for Croup, Sore Throat and a cut foot, and 

highly recommend it to everybody.”

The Strout system of heating is push
ing itself to the front It is now being 
introduced into the residence of Mr. 
Thos. Bullock, Germain St, and we hear 
that the trustees of the Stone Church 
have the matter under consideration.

FRED. H. SMITH.
t* lOO Boys AMHERST.CHAPTER XVI.

WHAT WILL THET BRING? G. F. BIRD.
Days passed till they made weeks, and 

weeks till they made monAs, and no change 
for the mills or for the lives of the

can
ST. MARTINS.TO SELLcame

creatures who worked within their grim 
walls, except the change from poor to more

r-
M. KELLY.

The Gazette. YARMOUTHpoor.
Hto acquaintances saw new expressions on 

hto face—the open, boyish look had gone, and 
hi. voice bad new tones of decision : hto sten

I iVM. BYRNE.
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