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fy of Monnt Allison College,

OPENS SEPT. 24th.

ur 11th year’s importation.

soN, L.L.D. - - - . . President.
ALLISON LADIES’ COLLEGE
RS R

SERVATORY OF MUSIC,
OPENS SEPT. 3rd.
30RDEN, M. A. - - . - - Principal.

NT ALLISON ACADEMY,
OPENS SEPT. 3rd.

cial Department, newly organized.

asoN, MLA. - - - - . . Principal.

alendars for further particulars.
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LIGHT EXCURSION

or

. John Letter Carriers,
—— WILL BE HELD ON
Y EVE'NG, AUG. 18th, 1891,
| the palace Steamer, David Weston.

»ns Band has been engaged, and wil}

me of its choicest selections during the

0, good music for dancing.

ing. Boat in waitiug at her wharf,
at 7.30; Leaves at 8 sharp. Calling
LADY und GENTLEMAN, 75c.

ts 50 cts.

JELYEA,
rman to Com.

I'Y CORNET BAND
sion to Woodstock

NDAY, AUGUST 17tH.

by th—; Co:gregation of
Gertrude’s Church,

rch grounds, near the railway Station.

J. McMANUS,
Sec’y and Treas.

VNER will be served by the Ladies of
n for 25 CHEN'TS, and the Rev.
man will welcome his many friends from

TICKETS $1.50,

the usual places, and at the Station on
 of the Excursion.

7ill leave 1. C. R. Station, Mill street, at
harp, arriving at Woodstock at 120’clock.
wi‘lT leave Woodstock at6 p. m., sharp,
3t. John about 11 o’clock, local time.

e good to return on all regular trains

e weather be unfavorable on Monday,
on will take place on the next fine day.

JAMES CONNOLLY,
Secretary.

SEPATH PARK

RACES,

G EXHIBITION WEEK,

IMENCING 23sp SEPT., 1891.

OES, $2,300 PURSES.

Entries Close 16th September.

rogramme of races, with enlr‘ blanks,
1 other in‘ormation, furnished by apply-
r, or otherwise,

J. A. 8. MOTT, Secret
Vlcwrh"&nm.

U A OLDG,

40 YEARS IN USE.
5 CENTS PER BOTTLE.
RONG & CO., PROPRIETORS,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

A FINE 'COLLECTION OF
750 re Stamps, ald
Pes“n it ‘nhw .

i ;. for sale very cheap. Full particulars
n ;ppllmﬁon:AddnL, Sraxes, Box 21

&

- ST. JOHN, N. B.,, SATURDAY, AUGUST 15, 1891.

THE ERRATIC TOLSTOL

REMINISCENCES OF THE GREAT

RVUSSIAN NOVELIST.

The Whilom Private Secretary to His
Brother Tells His Impressions of Him—
The Literateur’s Likes and Dislikes—
Homely Fare and Humble Garb.

‘We had dined, my reverend friend and
I. Fond of our cigars, we had seated
ourselves for their enjoyment on the bal-
cony of our hotel overlooking the Great
South bay. It was the witching half hour
of after-glow, and the air was so soft and
sedative that speech was irksome. Hence,
long as the light lasted, we did not speak.
Sight was then the only privileged sense,
and we watched the rings of smoke lazily
break as they rolled across the lawn. and
beyond them—objects of our more consci-
a4 contemplation—we gazed upon the
yachts with dreamy sails as they passed
into the purple harbor of the twilight.

There were glings on the shore, and
lollow splashings beneath the anchored
boats. e drowned past wanted to come
back again. Each wash of the incominﬁ
tide brought it nearer to us, and at lengtl

we wereuﬁemmsd in by it. My triendi

me of the famous Dr. Melville, who ran
against a cow in the road and ok off his
hat to beg her pardon ; regretting, at an-
other time, when his owu wife was spoken
of in complimentary terms, that he had not
the pl e of her acquai How far
the count’s peculiarities have been modified
inthe sixteen or seventeen years since I
last saw him I can not tell. "But, judging
irom what I read of him from time to time,
I should say he had undergone but little

COUNT. LEO TOLSTOI.

who is a doctor of divinity, a grad of
Berne, and a pupil of Monod and D’Aubi-
gue, had, like myself, become lost in rev-
erie, and it was not till the amber light

’ﬁg‘l, leaving but mist and murk upon the

Xrface of the sea, and dull russet bands
“around the western margin, that he broke
the silence.

I have been thinking,” he said, ‘‘of
queer people whom I have known. One
by one they seem to lift their heads out ot
the water and go back again. Odd notion,
isn’t it

“Yes,” I said, ‘‘there are eccentricities
of fancy that verge on poetry, and that
seems to be one of them. But pray tell
me about some of your odd people. Who,
may I ask, was the oddest of them all P

“‘Leoff Tolstoi,” he replied, ‘the great
Russian writer about whom every one talks
more or less. He was the most eccentric
and every way remarkable man I have ever
met.”

My friend, who, to be explicit, was the
Rev. Dr. Cornelius J. Calkoen, a _clex.'gy-

change. His character might be summed
up in the phrase, **ex abrupto.” Sincere,
good natured, impulsive, living for the com-
fort and happiness: of others and the
good he might do, he was. as I remember
him, a rare jewel in an extraordinary set-
ting.
‘gl first met him at Easter. 1871. We had
just arrived the evening before at Arusa,
the splendid country seat of his brother,
Gregorieff, near the village of Prischib, in
the Crimea. I sat in front of the mansion,
listlessly gazing about when I saw a tall
athletic man with long bair, bright, earn-
est eyes and frank. open countenance
approaching me at a rapid gate. He was
then, I should suppose, about fifty years
of age, and was clad—just how I cannot
now recall; certainly without regard to
modern taste. I arose to salute him, and
he wished me good morning. Then, in ac-
cordance with the Easter custom, univers-
ally observed in Russia—

“Christos voseres !"” (Christ is risen) he

man of the Dutch Reft d

ying the words with a

had spent ten years in Russia, four as a
pastor in Odessa, and the remaining six as
the private secretary to, and tutor of the
sons ot Gregorieff Tolstoi, the novelist's
brother, who was exiled to Siberia by im-
perial ukase in 1874. :
“Your opportunities of meetin Qount
Tolstoi were doubtless frequent,” I said.
“Not so frequent as you would infer,”
was the answer; ‘‘but the incidexts in
which he figured during our casual acquain-
tance were significant. A strange, absent-

Kkiss :

““Voistino voseres! (Verily, he is risen)
I 1eplied, kissing him responsively.

e then took a seat near me, and, fixing
his large eyes full upon my face, asked, in
a voice that was imperative, but kind, ‘Do
you know me, sir?”

I-had already instinctively recogmized
him, and replied. [ presume I have the
honor of being addressed by the Count
Tolstoi.”

*I am a lawyer,” he said. :‘But,” he

minded, meteor-like character, he reminded

continued, evidently voicing reflections in

which he had been engaged as he walked,
“Ido not like the pandects, at all. Are
ou acquainted with the pand sir ?”

“T know them to be a collection of
Roman decisions,” I answered, ‘¢ digested
into laws by the Emperor Justinian. But
it has not fallen to my lot to study them.”

¢ The law, the law!” continued Tolstoi,
indifferent to, if not oblivious of, my reply. "
**Christ is the law, and the Gospel ought to
be the book of and i ional
law. Then the nations would observe jus-
tice and preserve peace. You are a clergy-
man, sir are you not ?”

I replied affirmatively.

“Then serve the poor and the unfor-
tunate,” he continued, ‘* and you will live
of the lite of your Master. We may not
do all the good we would, but we must try.
I make shoes for the poor. I am u shoe-
maker and a cobbler.

I answered that the divine law was un-:
doubtcdl{ paramount ; and, as pnnllelins
his predilections for shoemaking, instance
the case of Lows XVI., who became an
excellent locksmith, and that of the son of
the King of Prussia, who turned out to be
a good printer.

**Yes, yes,” was the abrupt rejoinder,
“but I must go; for I have still a great
deal to do.” i

The next day he came to me and said,
“Good bye; I start for Simferpool, and
shall not sec you again.”

*-I greatly regret that you must leave,” I
replied. ‘‘Permit me to accompany you to
the railway station.”

“No, no, no. You must not!” he de-
clared, emphatically. ‘‘There are three
things I do not like—onions, umbrellas
and to be accompanied to the railway sta-
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tion. I am a pilgrim, and I wish to live
as simply as possible during my pilgrim-
age.”

In October of the same year, having re-
turned with his brother’s family from Spain
I met the count at Odessa. The evening

of the day was stormy, and [ was engaged
in studying in my own apartment, when my
man servant, Alexis, came to me, saying:
‘Doctor, the Count Tolstoi has arrived,and
as the family are not at home, it will fall to
you to receive him.”

**Most willingly,” I said, and proceeding
down stairs I ndd‘;esued him cordially and
respectfully, and inquired concerning his
health.

“I am well, but I do not know you, sir,”

not like those things. They are too rich for
me. Break your bread with the poor and
calm their griefs. That is better than all
this vanity.”

Then impulsively seizing my hand,
“‘Spokoi ni notch “gospodin!” [phrase for
“‘Good night, sir "] he exclaimed. and was
gone.

I mef him again in March of the follow-
ing year, in the city of Elizabethgrad. He
was in very low spirits, having been much

ied i ion of the miseries

“I DO NOT KNOW YOU, SIR."

he answered. “I never met with you.
Who are you, and what are yon doing
here "

I smiled and said: “‘Count, do vou not
remember that we met at Prischib last
Easter " I recalled the incident in detail
and the subject of our conversation as given

above.
o

of mankind, which are nowhere more pain-
fally manifest than in Russia.

**Mankind is far from God; that I can
see every day,” he said, sorrowfully, soon
after our conversation began. *‘Why this
hopeless inequality ? &hy should the
masters of society so greatly increase their
wealth and the faces of the poor grow
black with burden bearing? O, my dear
sir, what riddles, what riddles! Tell me,
have you any solution of them P”

**Humanity and life are riddles,” I an-
swered, ‘‘but, from the christian stand-
point, we must not (orget that ‘we now see
through a glass darkly.” After this life the
children of God shall see ‘face to face.” If
we abide in God, we who now know but in

art, shall ‘know even as also we are
nown.” ”

*“Yes,” the Count rejoined, ‘‘you speak
as out of my own heart. But we do not
find an acceptance of these things by the
ghilosophers. Philosophy, indeed, has

een making me quite unhappy. I have
read Lessing, Leibnitz, Kant and the rest,
but none of them answers to my aspirations.
I am lauguishing.”

““Count,” I replied, ** paper is. patient.
The philosophers are not pmlosophy. Like
you, I find them uansatistying. I rest in
the declarations of Holy Scripture. You
doubtless recall: “The world passeth
away and the things thereof, but he that
doeth the will of the Father abideth for-
ever.’”

There was a long pause, during which

““Well, well—possible, it

he was meditative. ‘‘May I take the

18
sus memorice,” murmured tﬁe count.
*‘But where do you come from ?” he asked,
petulantly.

I told him that we had  just. returned
from Spain, where his brother and family
had been for health and recreation.

¢Stuff’ and nonsense I” he exclaimed, im-
patiently. *‘You ought not to have gone
to Spain. Better, a great deal better, had
{:u given the money to the poor. *‘But,”

asked, with sudden irrelevance, ‘‘have
you here anything to eat ?”

“Certainly,” I replied.
the dining room.”

“Brown bread and a little milk, or even
water,” said the count, *‘is all I wish for”
I remonstrated and pointed to the table on
which were a dish with caviar,cold chicken,
cold ham, with girkins and sundry edibles
temptingly displayed.

‘‘Have the kindness to be seated and
belp yourself,” I said, as I poured out and
proffered him a glass of alicante.

“No,no!” he said, impatiently, ‘1 do

‘‘Let us step to

liberty ot asking if you have business in
town ?” I inquired.

““Yes,” he answered, ‘I have a coat to
be made. We will go to the tailor’s.” I
accompanied him to the shop. The tailor’s
name was Brischnow. He was not at home,
but his assistant took the Counts measure
for the garment and his instructions to
make it as plain as possible.

] shall be in town but two days,” said
the Count, *‘ can it be ready the day after
to-morrow P

The assistant assured him, and we left.
Next day I heard the noise of, a heated
controversy in the count’s room, which was
near my own, and, alarmed by an occur-
rence 80 unusual,went to see what it meant.
I found Tolstoi soundly berating the tailor’s
clerk.

I do not know you sir. You are quite
mistaken. I did not order a coat. Take it
away and begone !” ejaculated the count.

But the tailor’s assistant did not go. He

“Is it not true, sir, that his excellency
came yesterday to my master’s shop, and
that I measured him to have a coat madef”
he asked.

“Yes,” I replied, “‘the count ordered a
coat yesterday. You are quite right, Count
Tolstoi,” 1 said,*‘this worthy tailor has but
acted on your instructions.”

¢1s it possible that I am thus mistaken,”
he exclaimed. *‘‘Then, sir,” he said to the
tailor, I your pardon. Go finish the
coat and I will pay for it now.”

*‘Better not pay for it until it is finish-
ed” I uuggeuwr.l and it was so agreed and
both parties were satisfied.

This incident reminds me of another
which took place a year previously, when,
as I told you, I met the Count in Odessa.
Finding himselt in need of that exceedingly
important article of underwear, a flannel
shirt, he invited me, as we walked, to ac-
company him into a store on Richelien
street. He there found what he sought and
bought it at one ruble and twenty kopeks.
He took the parcel with him,declining pos-
itively to have it sent; but in his habitual
abstraction walked out of the shop without
settling for it. The shopkeeper, who knew
him, and would not ask for his money, on
the following morning sent a bill. One of
the servants brought it to the count as we
were at breakfast.

““Why,” he said, turning to me in indig-
nation, ‘‘here is a bill for the flannel shirt
1 bought yesterday, and for which I have
already paid.” ara

I beg your pardon,” I replied, ‘“‘the
people are quite right. You did not pay
that bill.”

“In that case you will please come with
me,” he said.

I begged to be excused till the after-
noon. when I accompanied him to the
merchant’s.

*“Is it true,” he said to the shopman, in
a tone of abrupt anxiety, *‘is it true that I
did not pay that bill "

Assured that he had not, he took from
his purse a handful of gold coin,and throw-
ing them down, exclaimed : *‘There, take
this as forfeit. I had no intention to steal!
I had no intention to steal !’

**Doctor,” I said, ‘‘you almost persuade
me that your illustrious acquaintance was
a fit subject for a guardian. Have you any
explanation of these singular aberrations ™

*‘None,” smilingly replied the dcctor,
“Tolstoi must be classed with Cincinnatus,
that Roman so celebrated for the simplicity
of his manners and the austerity of his
morals, that, when they sought him to in-
vest him with the purple, they found him
behind the plow. Indeed it is the persua-
sion of his amiable simplicity that secures
him immunity in Russia. He has been
fined many times, and the government shut
up lus school. But he loves children so
well that he and his daughter receive four

each morning and the same number in the
afternoon for instruction. He. is unques-
tionably a sincere christian, and, if eccen-
tric, is but little more so than christianity.
S. GrFrarp NELSON.

saw me and at once appealed to me.

PIG BRA

THE BE

I.

Bass's Ale 2 Guinness's

Stout.

Under this old and celebrated brand of
BASS & GUINNESS is bottled only
the finest Ale and Stout brewed by these

world-renowned firms.

It is ripened and fined in a way that
can be done only by those having long

experience and large capital.
It is FREE from the heavy

FROTH, so common in those brands of |
beer and porter usually shipped to the

Colonies.
It contains nothing but

'Malt and Hops,

being perfectly ripened ‘it is-free from
elements of FURTHER FERMENTATION and %
does not require the addition of

cals.

The Pig Brand Guinness's Porter

will be found to be both cheaper and
more wholesome than the

- BExtracts of Malt,

many of which are mixed with Salicylic

Acid, which is so injurious
; kidneys.

Phyﬁcians will find this brand of Guin-
NESS'S STOUT an excellent remedy in those
cases of Dyspepsia arising from deficient

diastasing secretions.

YEASTY

éhemi-

to the

I

; “Pllz BRAND”

brands.

Don't

BUBRTON

RADE Mapy

Bass’s Ale and Guinness's Stout

commands a higher price in most large
trade centres, than any other brand;
but in order to give everyone an oppor-
tunity of trying this CELEBRATED BRAND,
it has been arranged to sell it in Canada

at as low a price as any of the cheap

BE PUT OFF with any other

brands of Bass's and GuinnEgss's, but

insist on having

“pPIC BRAND,”

and if you cannot obtain it at the dealers
in your district, ask them to send, or send

yourself, to Messrs.

KELLY & GLASSEY,
HALIFAX, N. S.

And compare it with others, and you will
be SATISFIED that

“‘PIg BRAND” IS SUPERIOR

to anything in the market,




