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mustache, fine, frank face and sunny brown
hair. There was an air of pride and haughti-
ness about his mouth and square chin, some-
what belied by the look in ‘hismerry blue-
eye. His manner proclaimed to all the world,
«] am an Englishman.”

«But his clothes are lovely,” whispered
Brownie, further.

The lady beside him had also a conscious
air of being a superior being.. She was mid-
dle aged and quick and jerky in her move-
ments. She glanced restlessly about her,
talked in a rapid, much ‘accenting way, and
in a shrill, high keyed voice. She talked
much and rather loudly, and used number-
less ohs, ahs and indeeds.

The lady gave a sudden displeased sniff.
She beckoned to a waiter and pointed to a
window in a far corner. A man was smoking
a cigar in blissful peace there.

Is smoking allowed in this’ room?” asked
she, in her shrill, rapid, tones. She paralyzed
the unhappy attendant with the glance of
her eye.:

He was obliged to admit that smoking was
not wholly forbidden.

I can not have it,” said the much accenting
lady. “Will you go to thdt gentleman and tell
him I can not have him smoking in here.”

Involuntarily the merry British blue eyes

" the one table and the merry Arherican
own eyes at the other teple met'in a half
™ ile.

Shirley and Brownio came home. Shirley
found there a letter from their friend, the
Enaghsh gentleman of three years before. It
read: ey

“My DEAR Miss CARSTONE—May I com-
mend to the tender mercies of yourself and
your sister my son, Robert Edgerly? He is
Dow in the United States ‘and wishes, of
course, to see Linwood and certain ladies
whom his old father remembers more vividly
and esteems more highly than anybody else
he met in America.

“You will find Robert not a bad sort of

\M young man, except that he fancies he is very

wise, Itrust to the Linwood ladies to cure
him of that. He will probably present him-
self in person soon.
“Yours, very sincerely,
“JoN EDGERLY.”
‘Which he did. :

The reader has already pereeived that he
was the young man with the merry blue eye,
whom the sisters had seen at Chesterton. He
was a youth of sincere, strong nature, with
the most graceful, winning ways, when he
chose, also when he chose, the reverse of
agreeable.

He had an intense pride of family, of race
and nation. In this respect indeed he. out
Englished even his countrymen.

Like his father, Robert Edgerly was inter-
ested in what he saw at Linwood, though not
perhaps in precisely the same matters. Un-
like his father, however, he lingered on in
Linwood for weeks. Then he went away
and came back. In truth Brownie fascinated
him .more than he was willing to admit to
himself.

He was not popular in Linwood, however,
as Mr., Wabbnobbs had been before him.

The villagers resented his baughty, re-
gerved ways. He made it so extremely plain
to them that in his opinion the “lal~ring
classes” could not by any possibili v be
gentle folk. He did not take any pains to
make a show of thisopinion. It just bub-
bled out of itself. Shirley did not like it.

“These young working people used to be
pupils of mineat school,” she told him. )
taught them that if a manis really a gentle-
man he will be a gentleman whether his
hands are white or brown. Look at the girls
in Linwood church on a Sunday. See it
from their dress, their speech or their man-
ner, you can tell which young woman works
for & living and which does not.”

“Ah, I daresay,” replied young Edgerly,
languidly, “I suppose you'll be telling me next

American gentlemen black their own
boots. - I've heard that said since I've been in
this country,” continued the youth. + !

“Well, they do—when they can’t help it,”
answered Brownie. “My brothers black their
shoes; so do I mine, if I can’t get out of it.
But I'm free to say I don't like it.”

“Well, I am free to say that I wouldn't live
in a country where I had to black my own
shoes.”

“You might do worse,” said Brownie.

He looked into her eyes. .

“Do you think so?” he said, in a low voice.

Brownie flushed faintly, but did not
aAnswer.

He kept on teasing.

“You mayn't believe it,” he went on, “but
American ladies impress an Englishman very

*‘addly, ' I'Ve lieard younig ladies in this coun-

'45 { try talie part' in ahdrgunent, and express

their opinions as freely as if they could possi-
bly know anything about it. Now, in Eng-
land a properly brought up girl listens but
does not talk in general society. Women
there defer to the opinions of men, and yield,
as a matter of course, to their superior judg-
ment.”

«I know one woman like that—just oue,”
answered Brownie in a' very solemn tone.
“She deferred always to men’s opinions and
yielded to their superior judgment.”

“And where is she now?”

“She's dead.”

‘» & * * * ©

‘We will peep over Robert Edgerly's shoul-
der, and read zart of a letter he wrote to his
father that-night. There was such fullness

“of ‘confidence between : them that they weére
spether morelike ' brothers ' than'like father
and son. Indeed,in some ways the father

was the more boyish of the two, Robert Ed:.

gerly wrote:

uMy DEAR PaTER—I'm 8t Linwood, the
home of the adorable sisters. - They're all
you painted them, and " more. I dont't won-
der you bow down and worship the'elder one.
All the world must, I think. The younger
one is a little witch. ' She is tbeomi:m_eri-
can girl I ever saw who doesn’t bite lips.
They are very pretiy, these women in the
states, but they have a habit of biting their
lipsand stretching their mouths incessantly
which isnot pleasant. :Eight worien:out of
every ten whom you meet in the streets of an
American city will be biting their lips. Itis

gular. Ibavea memorandum of it ih my
‘ok. The adorable sisters, however, are

very good form. I quite approve of your
taste.

“No more docs the littlo one say ‘real nice
time,’ thanks to the influence and example of
her incomparable clder sister. I wrote you
that if I could find am American girl who
didn't say ‘real nice time,'I would mary
ber. What do yousay?”

To which the pater wrote in answer:

«My Dean Sox—I don't believe she would
have you. If it was only your father, now?”

But long before that, Brownie, with her
xmerry spirits® and pretty, dainty, birdlike
ways, had the English youth completely ea-
tangled in her silken net. In short, he was
as blindly and as bopelessly gone asever &
tall, honest, soft hearted young fellow was
in a first love, since the world began.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Robert lingored on. He said he was
studying Aunerican character. 8o he was.

He mingled freely in the green tea and
lemonade dissipations of the country side.
He partook of the mild refreshments and
amusoments that wero the proper thing. ~Ab
all those scenes of strictly moral gayety bo
was the hero.  Ha carried off the hunorsina
Iagy, bal! cyvical way that made hiin the
adored of young ladies, the envied of young
@en, BEveryviere Le wore tho same air of

holding himself a little apart from the rest, of
being absent minded and slightly bored.
This air succeeded to a charm. It is to be
recommended to yousg men and maidens
seeking to make an impression.

At an autumn picnic in the woods he

leaned idly against a tree with his feet crossed,
his head thrown back, his eyes gazing widely
off into the nowhere. It made not a®bad
picture, the tall figure there against the tree,
in the midst of the blazing gold and crimson
woodlands,

“Thinking on your sins?’ asked Brownie.
“You ought to be.”

“No,” says he, “I'm thinking on other peo-
ple's sins.”

“Whose, may I ask?”

“Yours.”

4] have no sins to be forgiven. At any
rate, if I have, I will bring you & sin offering
which will atone for all the crimes I ever did
or ever shall commit, past or future.. I'bring
you acut of southern fried chicken and ‘a
Yankee doughnut.”

4] fear the Greeks bringing gifts,” said the
yourng man, rather stupidly. -

«By I’'m not at all dangerous,” answered
Brownie, quite as stupidly.

“There you are mistaken. You are the
most dangerous person T know. And wicked!
You will never geb forgiveness unless you
come with me down this path over the hill,
and confess your sins in private, one by
one.” !

«Yes, I know,” said she gayly. “You want
to take me out therein the woods and murder
me, and hide my dead body for the birds to
come and cover me up with leaves.”

“You're rather large for a babe in the
woods, 'm afraid. And nothing like_ inno-
cent enough.”

The path led away from the rest of the
party, out of sight.

«Isn’t it something mew for you to wear
ringsi” asked Brownie. She was sure he had
not had that one on when the party started.

“Well, y-e-es. This 'is too small for me,
however,” taking it off. “It was made for
slenderer fingers than mine. ~Don’t you
think it is rather & quaint bit of workman-
ship?” said he, carelessly.

“Yes, but very pretty. I neversawa ring
like it before, just a plain circle of turquoise
forget-me-nots, with pearl hearts. It’s old,
is'nt it

“Yes, older than I am. It's an heirloom in
our family, and—

The laziness and indifference suddenly died
out of his manner. His voice was earnest
enough then, and trembling and passionate,
‘as he said:

] had it from my mother. She told me
mever to part with it till I placed it upon my
wife’s finger. My mother is dead. Will you

SWILL YOU WEAR IT?"

& ¥ * ( * * *
. So it was over. But hidden from them by
a clump of undergrowth, a man was watch-
ing them. He made no sound, but his face,
his very figure was so distorted with rage and
passion and hate, that he looked a wild beast
instead of o man. It was Rip the Tramp.

¥ ® * * ® *

" reckon life'll be all peaches and cream
for Brownie now,” remark Mrs. Simpkin’s.

Life was very t)right» and sweet to Brownie
then. A bird sang in her heart all day long
and softly trilled a whispered music ih ber
dreams by night. When did ‘ever maiden
have a more royal lover, or more devoted, in
his way? .

They were to be married at Christmas. The
elder Mr, Edgerly wrote, hasteriing the wed-
ding. He wanted  Robert’s American girl
over there in his English home, he wrota.
Brownie was to leave her native shores &
bride. : :

That was all very well sofar, But Brownis
was & teasing, tantalizing sprite still. Sure
of her tall adoret; shie'could mot help experi-
menting on him. There were little tiffs now
and then that were quite.something else than
the merry sparring of the days of their first
acquaintance.

“Pm going to leave you for a week,
Brownie,” he told her one day early in De-
cember. “But I shall be back a week from
to-day.” I

A gay party of young people was made up
for the evening that Robert was to come
back. Brownie was'asked to join the, and
consented. She thotight she would ke ta see
what Robert would say.

She found ot

He came -in'-the evepiug. Brownie was
dressed. imgly in créam color and scar-
let, all ready for party. She looked an
enchanting little witch. : Robert’s eye qutlined
her admiringly, from head to foot.

«I'm awfully sorry,” said the little hypocrite,
“but some people made ‘ne promise to go out
with them to-night. They just made me go,
whether I'would or not.”

“AR!" remarked the Englishman, indiffer-
eptly. “Well, that will do. I had some
Jetters to answer to-night, and I shall have
time to write them now.”

He went away with a languid adieu.
Brownie frowned with vexation. Thet was
naot just - the'kind of scene she’ had expected.
Shirley laughed.

“He knows how to manage you, doesn’t he,
Brownie! I've no fears for your happiness
nowi” ;

If Robert had left well enough alone, it
would bave boen well enough. But he did
not do that. He was put out by Brownio's
behavior and he couid not hide it entirely.

then turned upon his besl and came back.,

I forgot,” said he, “I brought ‘out & now
book for Shirley. T want to seo what she
says of it. You don't care for such things
anyway. 1 think [ll -stey and read it ‘t0
Shirley this evening whila you are;gone.”

“So glad to see you!™ Brownio murmured
sarcastically.

He drew out his book, and unwrapped it
lazily, commenting the while on . its lofty
intellectual character.

“By the way, Brownie,” ho asked, “where
is it you are going to-night”

4] don't belisve I'll tell you My amuse-
ments are not sufficiently intellectual to in-
terest you.”

“Oh, weil,” said he, “itis of no conseyuence,”

Brownie was provoked. “I'll make him
angry, or diein the attemp#,” sho vowed to
herself.

«fyherev - it is” she said, “I'm to meet a
who apprec.ates my raodest mental graces,
too, if soms uthor people don’t. Ho has the
most perfect manner to ladies Iever saw.
{ Ho isu’t one of your intellectual slouches who

scemed more than vsually indifferent. He |

He went a little way toward the village and |

most fascittinz vonug inan.  He's a man i

never sees whether a lady is comfortable or
not.” :

Robertlooked from his book.

4]s it young Martin, may I ask?” d

“QOh, then, there is something you are inter-
ested in?”

«Because if it's young Martin, he’s a person
whose charming devotion is no credit to any
lady. Seriously, I shouldn’t like to have him
hanging about you, Brownie.”

“Qh, thank you. But I think I can tell
who's proper to hang about me. I'm old
enough, t00, goodness knows.”

“Oh, come now, Brownie, that’s nonsense,
Really, is it Martin you mean?’

“Really, I won’t tell you.”

“Won't?’

“By the blessed broomstick, no!”

He was getting a little vexed. ' Brownie
watched the knitting brows and exulted. He
meditated a moment. “But I insist on know-
ing.”

“Oh, you do. How very unfortunal e

“If you don’t tell me this,” he said, “I shall
think you would be capable of keeping things
from me in earnest.”

Brownie flashed a smile at him from her
dancing brown eyes, her white teeth and scar-
let lips. .

“Tyust me all, or trust me not at all,” she
murmured.

«Perhaps,” he said, “you'd like it to be not
at all?”

«My other adorer would like it, anyway.”

«Because,” he continued, “it can be man-
aged well enough. Ned Bryson and his wife
and sister start for the Sandwich Islands
from California in two weeks. They'll be
over there in the Pacific a year or two. They
are my best friends. I belong to their party
properly, but I've been wasting my '+ time
here. They've complained before that I de=
serted them. Now they write asking me for
the last time to join them.”

“«How touching!”

4] ought to have gone to them long ago.
If 1 do so now, you won't object, I suppose.™

“Not I!” -

1t was the mere ragged end of a cob web
for them to quarrel about, yet they quar-
reled.

“Very well, then, since it makes no dif-
ference to you, 've made up my mind to
50.’7

“Oh, by all means.”

«Then I must start at once. I shall bid yon

-by to-night.”
uSo we shall not have the honor of seeing

you at—Christias, 1 suppose?”

He answered slowly and quite seriously: |
“I—have other views.” l

Brownie turned white, But it wasonly a
moment. Then the little reprobat,e balanced
herself on one foot, gave him a saucy glance ‘
out of the side of her eye, and whistled— |
actually whistled— 1

4Good-by, Brownie.”

“(iood night, Mr. Edgerly.”

She went with her friends, and they danced
on into the small hours, and Brownie was the
mertiest of them all. She felt worried pri-
vately about the quarrel, yet she was sure he
would come back next morning. ]

But Robert Edgerly:did not come back. b4
be had waited" till morning he would have
come. He would not have had the heart to
do what he did, But he was angry. A train
left Linwood in two hours. It connected
\vith the midnight westetn express at Ches-
terton. When Brownie ¢came home and went
sleepily upstairs next morning he wasalready
109 miles away. ' He had a temper, when i |
was up. |

Brownie came down from her late sleep at |
‘noon, weary, pale and a little cross.

«T didn’t like to disturb you before,” said
Shirley, “but’ here’s a note Robert sent me.
You will know what it means, I suppose.”

It was a brief note of farewell. He had
gtarted for tie Pacific, he wrote. The jour- |
ney was an unexpected Ty |
to leave, but Brownie could explain ma

S0 he was gone!

Brownie read the letter again and again, to
make sure: She wasdazed. When at last
she could not help knowing the truth she
Jeaned her head upon Shirley’s faithful shoul-
der, and cried to break her

« never thought he'd go. - I never thought
it,” she sobbed.  “I only teased him for the
fun of it.” !

The trouble was not any.easier for her to
bear, either, as the days went on and the tall
Jover did not come back. She clung for long
against reason to the hope that his heart
would fail at the last, and he would yet re-
turn before the vessel sailed, -

Christmas came and went. Christmas was
to have been her wedding day. The winter
lengthened into spring, still no word from the
missing one. Then Brownie gave up looking
for him.

So it was not to be all peaches and cream
for her. She still wore his ring, the quaint
éirclet of turquoise and forget-me-not he had
placed on her finger that day in the autumn
woods. She did not know where to send it to
him. Not a word had eome.

Sho waited awhile and then railed, this in-
consistent young lady did, bitterly against
the falseness, the heartlessness of the mascu-
line sex.’ She carried it off bravely enough
among her young friends. It was easy to
say that they had quarreled and he had gone
off in o huff and wasn’t coming: back. * She
meant to.da’ as she liked, sweetheart or no
swoetheart, and gentlemen who didn’t ap-
prove her ways needn’t, that was all.

But she fretted secretly, nevertheless, and
pined visibly. ~ She had been more in earnest
in caring for Robert Edgetly than in any-
thing in her butterfly life befare. ‘With Shir-
ley she broke dewn and did not deny that
she was frotting her fife out. Shirley made
no solemn face over the matter. ' Shirley
laughed at ber and rallied her to keep up her
spirits.

“Really, do  you think he will ever: come
back, Shirley?” she asked her sister.

“Can’t say, probably not. ' But don’t worry
about it. Get another lover. That's the’
best way for a young lady to cure a bfoken
heart. You've plenty of admirers, I'm sure.”

«But they ave all such stupids’after him.”

“You ought to have considered that Before
you teased himso,”

«But I never thought he would go off in
earnest. ' They always do come back. They
soam te like it. He’s the first man 1 ever
saw that I couldn’t manage as I pleased,”

“¥ou are getting knowledge of the world,
then, Brownie—increasing your stock of ex-
periencs. You are getting your eyes opened.”

«I don't want them opeped. It isn’t the
fair thing for such trouble to happen to mo,”
gaid this spoiled child.

“Jt's what we all coms {o,” answered Shir-
ley, with sudden gravity.

It wes truc that Brownie had many ad-
mirers. She had not the sister’s marvelous
beauty, the splendid face that, once seen, men
and women turn to look a% again; that, once
géen, remained a piceure in memory to eter-
nity. But Brownie had the prottiness that
attracted coramon men far ofterer. On the
whole, it suited her better, too.

Adorers buzzed about her in numbers after
Edgerly bad departed. Undoubtedly she
would have consoled herself in time. It may
or may not be anything against her in the
estimation of lady readers to tell that on her.
Nevertheless, truth is mighty. The truth will
weigh nothing against her with the gentle
mascaline reader—we know that.

As it was, however, Brownie refused to be
| comforted for a whole twelvemonti. Thab

| was 2 loag time.

Shirley’s tender, watchfal soul was tréu bled
‘sbout her sister. She tried in all Bring,
: : el i o 222

:

i

lively ways to change her thought. She filled
in the evenings with gay company and kept
the girl out in the stinshine by‘day. She in-
vented errands for her here and there.

So the summer wore on into the fall, quite
a year since Robert had rushed off in a huff.
It was indeed a year to a day. That very day
Shirley sent Brownie to old Mme. Frenchy’s
cottage across the woodlands.

Brownie had a great fancy for jewels and
bright bits of color about her. It wasalong
inheritance from red blooded ancestry. She
was fond of rings, and wore half a dozen
sometimes. Again she was braceleted like an
Indian princess and necklaced to match.
With all these, too, such a vivid, flashing,
quick moving creature was Brownie, she did
not look overdone.

This afternoon it suited her fancy to rig
herself out in heathen splendor. Besides
rings, bracelets and neck pin, she wore the
pretty watch and chain Shirley had given
her at her eighteenth birthday. She had on
a crimson dress,  What with her bright dress,
the shining bits of gold and stone dbout her,
and the sunshine glancing on and off her as

| she moved along the woodland path, she

Jooked like a red bird flashing among the
trees. ;

“Be sure and get back before dark,” said
Shirley. :

The path led near the very tree under which
Robert had stood that day a year ago, in the
blazing glory of the falling leaves, Could
she help lingering under the tree and sighing
as she thought of the swect might have been?
Could she belp, indeed, wandering on beyond

the hill to the exact spob where the lost lover &

had placed his mother’s ring upon her finger
and asked her to wear it always? The ring
was there still. The turquoise trifle itself
thrilled with an electric wave of recollection
till she felt its pressure on her finger. She
could have cried as she thought of it. Too
bad, too bad it was!

A wild man started up before her. He was
bungry, he was mad with rage against the
world, He was wicked. He was fit for deeds
of terror. There was a Lucifer like grace
and comeliness about him, too, as he flung
himself across the way with his swinging
arms and gleaming eyes. He stood in front
of the girl. His glance roved ‘over her in
silence. Her heart beat heavy and fast.
Her striking, fantastic prettiness, the jewels
about her, aroused the evil in the man yet
hore.

He was a tall, powerful man. She was
wholly at his mercy.

«How do you do, Rip?’ said she faintly.
His eyes glowed with devilish glee.

«How do I do? You'reinterested in my
health? It's good, thank you, and all the bet~
#r of seeing you. You've snubbed me all
your life, Miss, and now I can take my pay,
right here, Hand over that there blue ring.”

“ HAND OVER THAT RING.”

She hesitated and drew back.

“May be you'd like me to help you? Kin I
be of any assistance. to you, Miss?” said hein
& mimicking voice, with a diabolical grin.

He threw his arm about her. His dirty
tattered sleeve chafed her delicate neck. She
was enraged, and exclaimed:

“How dare you?”

He gave a short laugh.

@Dare! Come, that's good. Daret Is
there anything a man will do or can do, that
1 wouldn's dare? Do I look like that#”

Brownie was a plucky creature for all. In
her fierce anger at him for touching her, she
forgot her prudence. She struck him in the
face with all her might. Oneof the rings
upon her hand cut his lip till the blood
flowed. It enragedhim and yet amused him.

“Come, hand it over,” said he. “I'll help
you. Lively's the word.”

He stripped it off her finger. Then she
made as if to go. He seized her arm again.

“Not so fast, my red bird! I want to Jook
at you close to. How would you like to be
married to me, Miss?”

She shuddered and he laughed.

«Ef I had my rights, I'd be a gentleman,
and as good as you. EfI'd bad the raisin’
1'd ’a been the biggest nob of ’em all! ‘Whose
wife would you ’a been then? Miss Brownie
—you'd ’a been my wife!”

She shuddered again.

] 'see: you'd ‘sooner touch a dead cat nor
me. I most wish T could kill you. Pd do it
with a good will, if I coulds”

She gave a scream of terrog. -

“Never fear, my red bird,” said Rip. “I'm
not going to. I was goirg to. But L cant.
You've gat enough gold and swag about you
to keep & poor man like me a year. I meant
to take ‘that, too. But I can’t touch it. I
don’t kiiow why I don’t, but I don’t. Only

this ring the Englishman put on your finger. 4
- £

That you'll never see t

Ho stopped and struck his heel into the
earth, enraged. Then he seemed to cool down
agasn.

“No, Miss Brownie, I can’t burt you, and
you may thank your stars forit.  You go
freo for all me. But some time, when you
are rich and happy and married to the ‘Eng-
lishman, curse him?—I say think of this day
in the woods. Remember that Rip, the
tramp, might have robbed you, might have
murdered you and worse, but did net. Why?
Because, Miss Brownie, he loved you, loved
you even better than the Englishman did.”

[{ro BE CONTINUED.]

CEL g
His Friends Can Testify.

Mr. G. H. Vought, of Peterboro, Ont.,
says that his friends can testify to his
being cured of Indigestion, Constipation
and 'l‘or?id Liver by using two and a
half bottles of B. B. “Ii seems to act
like magic, and I heartily recommend
it” are the closing words of s letter.

e -

The greater convenience of the short
skirt over the train or even the demi-
train is something which is easily under-
stood but it has led quite inadvertently
to the abolition of the graceful trained
skirt for ceremonious occasions. Nothibg
shorter than a demi-train is pretty on &
house dress, yet the tendency except in
case of dinner or tea gowns is to make
them short.

i -
High Praise.

Mrs. John Neelands, writing from the
Mothodist Parsonage, Adelaide., Ont.,
says, “I have used Hagyard's Pectoral
Balsam for years in our family, For
heavy Colds, Sore Throats and distressing
Coughs no other medicine so soon
relicves.”

1887. SECOND YEAR. 1888.

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

The leading Family Paper of
the Maritime Provinces.

The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
EGAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.
It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA-
ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its
field of usefulness. That our efforts have been attended
with a sair measure of success is abundantly proved by
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City,
but in every part of the Province.

SOME OF THE FEATURES

OF THE

SECOND VOLUME:

e Al e

__ HISTORY.

From time to time we will publish short articles on
early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

SPECIAL ARTICLES.

~ Every issue will contain at least two special articlgs
dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con-
tributots to this department will be selected with a view
of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for
the work.

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable space each week to
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
sex.

SERIAL STORIES.

Each number will contain an instalment of‘d Serial
Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.

Arrangements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

SPORTINGC.

98 We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget
of the latest news of the different field sports.

NEWS SUMMARY.

Every week from this date we will farnish our
readers with a complete condensed repert of the news
of the week from all points.

IN GENERAL.

Besrdes the features above outlined the publishers
of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in-
troduction of several new departments, announcements
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are
completed. Weintend to widen the field of The Gazette
<o that it will be the best and most complete family
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve-
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely
endorsed by the publie of Saint John and the Province
at large. The improvements in contemplation will
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect
large additions to our circulation in consequence.




