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CAREY OF CARSON.

BY CHAS. 0, LELAKD.

The night mist dim and darkling.
As o’er the roads we pass,

Lies in the morning sparkling 
As dew drops on the grass.

E'en so the deeds of darkness,
Which come like midnight dues, 

Appear as sparkling items 
Next morning in the news.

Away in Carson City,
Far in the Silver Land,

There lives one Justice Carey,
A man of head and hand ;

And as upon this table 
The Judge a' smoking sat.

There rowdied in a rougher 
Who wore a gallows hat.

He looked upon the Justice,
But the Justice did not budge 

Until the youngster warbled,
“ Say—don't you know me, Judge ?” 

“ I think,” said Carey, meekly, 
“Your face full well I know—

I sent you up for stealing 
A horse a year ago.”

“ Aye, that is just the hairpin 
" I am, and that’s my line ;

And here is twenty dollars 
I’ve brought to pay the fine.”

“You owe no fine,” said Carey ;
“Your punishment is o’er."

“ Not yet,’* replied the rover,
“ I’ve come to have some more.

“Fust rate assault and batt’ry 
I’m going to commit,

And you’re the mournful victim 
That I intend to hit,

And give you such a scrampin 
As never Was, no how ;

And so, to save the lawin’,
I guess I’ll settle now.”

Up rose the Court in splendor ;
“ Young man, your start is fair ; 

Sail in, my son, sail over,
And we will call it square !

Go in upon your chances—
Perhaps you may not miss ;

I like to see young heroes 
Ambitionin’ like this.”

The young one at the older 
Went in with all his heft.

And, like a flyin’ boulder,
At once let out his left.

The court, in haste, ducked under 
Its head uncommon spry,

Then lifted the intruder 
With a puncher in the eye—

A Tegular right-hander ;
And like a cannon ball 

The young man, when percussioned, 
Went over toghe wall.

In just about a second 
The court, with all its vim,

Like squash vines over the meadow, 
Went climbing over him.

Yes, as the pumpkin clambers 
Above an Indian grave, 

Orastheltisaissippi 
launders with its wave,

And Wemly slope over 
Atowtt in happy sport,

E’en so that man was clambered 
All overby the Court.

And in about a minute 
‘That party was so raw,

Be would have seemed a stranger 
Unto kis dearest squaw ;

Till he was soft and tender,
This monel once so tough,

And then, in sad surrender,
He moaned alond, “ Enough !”

He rose, and Justice Carey 
Said to him ere he went,

“ I do not think the fightin'
You did was worth a cent ;

I charge for time two dollars.
As lawyers should, ’tis plain :

The balance of the twenty 
I give you back again.

“ I like to be obligin’
To folks with all my powers,

So when you next want fightin’
Don’t come in office hours ;

I only make my charges 
For what's in legal time—

Drop in, my son, this evenin’
And I’ll not charge a dime.”

The young man took the guerdon.
As he had ta’en the scars ;

Then took himself awayward 
To the ’Ginia City cars,

’Tis glorious when heroes 
Go in to right their wrongs,

But if you’re only hairpins,
Oh, then beware of tongs !

SELECT STORY.

Miss Peverill’s Pride.
“ I never heard of such impertinence,” 

said Agnes Peverill, throwing down the 
letter which she held, and half crying in 
her vexation. “ How dare he write such 
things to me ? What business has hq to 
love me ? He never would have dared 
write like this if—papa were alive and 
we had not lost our money.”

“You may thank yourself for this,” 
said Grandma Peverill, looking ov£r her 
spectacles with an air of concern. “You 
haveanyised yourself considerably with 
Harold Helper, to my certain knowledge. 
When one dances, one must pay the 
piper.”

“ I don’t understand you, grandma. I 
certainly never gave him a shadow of en­
couragement. I have guessed for some 
time that he—that he didn’t dislike me, 
you know ; but I never dreamed that he 
would dare say as much. Papa’s clerk ! 
Why, I’ve seen him sweeping out the 
office, and his fingers as ink}' as Caddy 
Jellyby’s.”

“ Men are audacious creatures,” obser­
ved grandma ; “ but if you knew that he 
didn’t exactly hate you, you oughtn’t to 
have accepted him as an escort when 
_you were learning to ride. When your 
papa brought him home to dine, you 
needn’t have made yourself so attractive, 
need you ? You might have had a head­
ache in your own room, or an invitation 
out. You needn’t have talked pretty 
nonsense with him by the hour, while 
your father and I took our after-dinner 
nap, need you?”

“ One can’t help flirting a little, you 
know, grandma.”

u What, with one's father’s clerk ? 
And no doubt one can’t help working 
him slippers and braiding watch chains 
either.”

u Why, of course, one gives birthday

and Christmas gifts to all one’s acquain­
tances, even to old Biddy, the pauper- 
One doesn’t expect them to presume on 
that, however.”

“ And so you think that Mr. Helper is 
presuming when he offers you his heart’s 
love and all his worldly prospects ? Why 
so?”

“ I think he is presuming, because the 
Peverills are not of his order, grand­
mamma. They came over in the May­
flower ; they are descended from Lord 
Peverill ; they have graduated at colleges, 
have enjoyed elegant accomplishments 
ever since the flood, and have never 
soiled their hands with the grime of 
labor ; while Mr. Helper’s ancestors were 
illiterate mechanics, who murdered the 
king’s English. Why, his own father 
was a stone-cutter. I've heard papa say 
so.”

“ And supposing that yours had been 
a mechanic, what objection would you 
have urged ?”

“ Why, it’s not a supposable case, 
grandmamma—a Peverill a stone-cutter!”

“ But supposing you were not a Pever­
ill?” -

“ My imagination is not bold enough 
for such a flight. You see, I have all the 
prejudices of my class. I would choose 
unhappiness sooner than marry beneath 
me.”

“ Then I am to understand that you 
consider yourself superior to Harold 
Helper. It is some years since he figured 
as your father’s inky-fingered clerk, re­
member. Since then he has written a 
book, he has invented a machine, he has 
lectured to scientists. Wherein does 
your superiority consist ? What have 
you been doing in the mean time ?”

“ I have been rubbing papa’s gouty toe, 
and accepting the attention of Miles 
Bond.”

“ You don’t mean—
“I mean that I shall probably marry 

Miles Bond some fine day, if nothing 
happens.”

“ Marry Miles Bond !” repeated grand­
mamma, as if she had said that she was 
going to marry the Khan of Tartar}'.

“You seem to be astonished, grand­
mamma.”

“Yes—a little. He’s a bom aristocrat.”
“Exactly—there’s a pair of us. I shall 

be entitled to consideration in_lhe beau 
monde as his wife, don’t you see ?” For 
it must be confessed that since Mr. 
Peverill’s death and insolvency the beau 
monde had looked coldly upon his pretty 
daughter, in spite of the Peverill coat of 
arms and the luxuriance of the family

“Than you do not care a fig for Mr, 
Helper ?” asked grandma.

“Is it necessary for me to deny the soft 
impeachment, wheh I have almost made 
up my mind to accept another ?”

■ “When I was a girl—” began the old 
lady.

“You loved brocades and brocatelles 
as well as your granddaughter.”

“But I did ndt sell myself for them. 
And so you are really engaged to Miles 
Bond, and there’s no help for it ?”

“Well, not really engaged; I won’t give 
my word—at least not quite yet. You 
see, grandmamma, one hesitates to rivet 
the chain, as they say in novels. And 
then Miles says he will wait; he won’t 
hurry me; he’d rather wait a century in 
sweet suspense, as he calls it, than to be 
refused at once. But I suppose it will 
all end one way.”

“And what will you answer to Harold 
Helper ?”

“Heaven only knows. It will not do 
to tell a man who offers one his heart 
that he ought to have known better.”

“Nor that you will not marry him be­
cause his father was a stone-cutter.”

Mr. Helper accepted his refusal, how­
ever, with a good grace. He made no 
fuss about it; he merely assured her that 
her happiness would always be dearer to 
him than his own.

“That’s the letter of a gentleman,” said 
grandma, “if his father was forty times a 
stone-cutter.”

“Pshaw !” said Miss Agnes, tearing it 
into fragments ; but, curiously enough, 
gathered them together as soon as Mrs. 
Peverill’s back was turned, as if they 
were sweet to her as scattered rose 
leaves. Perhaps she was thinking of the 
days when Mr. Helper was her father’s 
clerk, and had taught her chess of winter 
evenings—days when she was not so 
worldly-minded, and more romantic, and 
didn’t guess the worth of position and 
long descent. Perhaps she regretfully 
remembered the spring mornings when 
they pushed through the woods for wild 
flowers and ferns, when he made a quaint 
album for her of pressed sea-weeds—she 
had it hidden away somewhere now.

“It would never do,” she said, half 
aloud,answering some unspoken thought. 
“I should always be hankering for family 
and money. One must give up some­
thing;. it may as well be love as anything. 
Oh, if my father had only been a stone­
cutter, too !”

Grandma Peverill met Mr. Helper in 
the street later. “I hope you don’t mean 
to desert us,” said she, “because that 
foolish chit of an Agnes doesn’t know 
when her bread is well buttered. Re­
member, it’s a woman’s privilege to 
change her mind. If you neglect us,

‘You shut your life from happier chance,’ 
as the poet says. Nobody knows what 
may happen.”

“But I hear that Miss Peverill hâs en­
couraged Mr. Bond,” said Harold, help­
lessly.

“And you’re going to stand aloof and

let that little Miles Bond walk over you ? 
Now let me tell you that I mean to make 
you and Miles executors of my will; so 
I’d like to keep on friendly terms with 
you—don’t you see ?”

“Thank you; but ain’t we friends, near 
or apart ?”

“ ’Tis said that absence conquers love,” 
she laughed ; “and haven’t you heard of 
the virtues that reside in propinquity ? 
If Agnes sees Miles every day, and you 
once in six weeks, Which do you think 
she will be most likely to love best ?”

“It is not likely that she will ever love 
me, whatever happens.”

“Who said she would never love you ? 
Aren’t yon worth forty Miles Bonds ?”

“Certainly not in Miss Peverill’s re­
gard.”

“Prithee, what do you know of her re­
gard, Sir Faintheart?”

“Very little, to be sure.”
“ ‘He.either fears his fate too much,

Or his deserts are small,
That dares not put it to the touch.

To gain or lose it all.’ ”
“Haven’t I put my fate to the touch, 

Mrs. Peverill, and haven’t I found that 
my deserts are miserably small ?”

“Dear me ! I see that you don’t know 
that women blow twenty ways of a morn­
ing. Who knows but what she is crying 
her pretty eyes out this minute, and wish­
ing with all her silly heart that she had 
it to do over again ?”

“Miles knows,” laughed Harold.
“Come and see who knows best. An 

old woman’s advice isn’t to be sneezed 
at. I refused my first lover myself, be­
cause I thought he’d . come back and 
tease me into it, but he never did. Served 
me right, too.”

And Harold did as he was told. He 
made himself intimate at the Peverills’ 
as of old. He was there in season and 
out of season. He bore with the caprices 
of Agnes and the condescensions of his 
rival. He was often left ’ to the tender 
mercies of Grandma Peverill while Agnes 
and Miles made the garden or the river 
echo with their songs. He came and 
went like a shadow. When Agnes chose 
to listen, he let loose his enthusiasm ; 
when she gave him the cold shoulder, he 
accepted it without a murmur—as if one 
should be grateful for any gift of hers— 
and fell back upon the old lady’s unfail­
ing kindness. One day, however, even 
Grandma Peverill failed him. She waked 
suddenly from a dose, and asked, “Is it 
really love?” glancing after the two, 
pelting each other with roses in the 
garden.

“ It looks like it,” gasped Harold.
“Time will prove—time, that unlocks 

all secrets and discloses all impostures. 
Miles is of the earth, earthy. He loves 
fine society and grandfathers and coats of 
arms. It is a crime in his eyes to be bom 
without a silver spoon in one’s mouth.

“ 1 But what is love made for,
If it is not the same 

Through joy and through sorrow, 
Through glory and shame?” ’

Then she fell into a doze again. - The 
shadows draped themselves about her ; a 
star came out and leaned to look into the 
window ; a late bird tilted on a spray 
near by, and made a sudden gush of mu­
sic through the place ; the murmur of 
laughing voices came faintly toward them 
on the breeze. But Harold listened alone, 
for Grandma Peverill, was already far 
away.

A few weeks later Miles Bond and Mr, 
Helper were engaged looking over the 
private papers of the late Mrs. Peverill, 
as her executors. That modest portion 
of her fortune which her son’s specula­
tions had left intact she had bequeathed 
to Agnes. Presently Miles had raised his 
eyes from the paper he had been inspect­
ing. “ A rascally piece of business,” he 
groaned, between his teeth. Should he 
quietly light his cigar with the paper, 
bury its contents in oblivion, and marry 
Agnes, and go on his way rejoicing ? No ; 
perish the thought ! A Bond, of the 
Bonds of Bondholder, who could trace 
their lineage to the Conqueror ! A thou­
sand times no ! He made a desperate 
resolve, and passed the sheet to Harold. 
1} was merely a letter from the late Mrs. 
Peverill, setting forth a certain family 
matter, which she had deemed it wise 
that they shhould know, not as executors, 
but as lovers.

“Of course this will not affect your 
interest,” said Harold, filing the paper 
away, quite at his ease.

“It might not,” sneered Miles, “if I 
were not a Bond, with family credit to 
sustain.”

“And yet,” said the other, “Shakespere 
tells us that

“ ‘Love is not love, which alters 
When it alteration finds.’ ”

“Shakespeare be hanged !” quoth the 
quondam lover.

The following week, when Mr. Helper 
dropped in to pay his respects to Agnes 
he found her watering her bed of migno­
nettes and pansies.

“Oh,” she said, presently, and half 
shyly, “the oddest thing has happened ! 
I must tell somebody ! How dear grand­
mamma would laugh if she were here, 
and say it served me right 1 I received a 
note yesterday (you could hardly call it 
a billet-doux, though it was from Miles,) 
and what do you think? He says in it— 
there, turn your eyes away, don’t look at 
me so while I tell you—he begs me to re­
lease him from an engagement which, 
upon close examination of his heart- 
under the microscope, I suppose, he finds 
himself unable to fulfill ! Now you must 
know that there never was an engagement

at all between us ; he just teased my soul 
out of me to marry him, and I promised. 
Only think of it ! A Peverill, a descen­
dant of one Rupert Peverill, who figured 
in the Crusades, jilted by Miles Bond ! It 
must be that grandmamma’s jointure dis­
appointed the poor youth. Motto : Never 
appoint as your exeautor the man whom 
you wish to marry your heir.”

“You don’t seem to take the affair much 
to heart,” said Harold.

“Because my heart wasn’t much con­
cerned in it.”

“What under heaven were you think­
ing of, then?”.

“I was thinking whether or no you—you 
had changed your mind, sir ; whether 
you would ever again dare—”

“I dare do all that doth become a lover,” 
asseverated Harold, inclining to the level 
of her lips. “Will you reconsider the 
question I asked you a’year ago, darling?”

And Agnes reconsidered.
Mrs. Helper had. been married a year 

and better, when it occurred to her, in an 
idle moment, to overhaul Grandma Peve­
rill’s papers, now that they were her own 
possessions ; and when she heard Harold 
calling her she went slowly out to meet 
him, with one of them crushed in her soft 
hands.

“What have you there, darling,” he 
asked.

“And you knew it all the while 1” she 
answered, irrelevantly ; “you knew I was 
not a Peverill, descended from the Crusa­
der ; you knew I bad been adopted from 
a foreign foundling asylum ! And yet 
you loved me ! and yet you married me, 
Agnes Nobody !” and Mrs. Helper began 
to cry, and allowed herself to be caught 
in the arms of a stone-cutter’s son, and 
found comfort in.

“ ‘ Love is not love, which alters 
When it alteration finds.’ ” 

said Harold.
“And I may be the daughter of a cob­

bler, of a pauper, or worse,” she sobbed.
“You are my wife, and I love you.”
“Then I would rather be your wife than 

the daughter of a king,” she said, smiling 
through her tears.

Mr. Helper had forgotten to bum the 
letter which Grandma Peverill had writ­
ten to her executors, and so pride had a 
faU.

FREDERICTON, DECEMBER 4, 1881.

Fall & Winter
IMPORTATIONS.

HEW~GOODS.
FRESH STOCK. LOW PRICES.

THOS. W. SMITH & SON
are now prepared to meet the wants of their 

numerous customers.
IN OUR

Clothing Department
A LARGE UNE OF

CHINCHILLA BEAVERS,
In Blue, Brown and Black.

PLAIN BEAVERS,
In Black, Blue and Brown.

PRIME WEST OF ENGLAND

PILOT CLOTHS,
ALL SHADES.

A Superior Line of GERMAN OVER­
COATINGS ; also a well assorted 

stock of SPRING AND FALL 
OVERCOATINGS.

IN SUITINGS:
English Suitings, scotch Suitings, Irish Suitings, 

French Suitings, German Suitings, 
Canadian Suitings and 

Domestic Suitings.
run a Staff of FIRST-CLASS CUT­

TERS, and warrant an A No. 1 fit every time, or 
no trade.

in: OUR CUSTOM TAILORING DEPART­
MENT COMPETITION DEFIED.

READY-MADE CLOTHING,
in Ulsters, Overcoats, Reefers, Suits, Rubber- 

Tweed Water-Proof Overcoats, Cardigan 
Jackets, in new and nobby patterns.

A FULL STOCK OF

Gents’ FURNISHING GOODS,
VERY LOW.

HATS, CAPS, TRUNKS, PORTMANTEAUS, 
&c., in great abundance.

NEW DEPARTMENT.

THE WEEKLY HERALD.

The Weekly Edition of the Herald will be [issued on

EVERY SATURDAY,
at four o’clock in the afternoon. It will be a quarto, that is, an 

page eight paper, and will be printed upon a sheet 31x46 
inches in size. It will be

LARGER THAN ANY OTHER SHEET PUBLISHED IN FREDERICTON,

and the equal in size of any paper published in the Maritime Provinces. It

will be emphatically

THE SATURDAY NIGHT FAMILY PAPER
Something that every one, rich or poor, wants. It will give all the news of the 

week, both home and foreign, up to the hour of going to press, in 
fresh, readable style. To ensure this the services of com­

petent correspondents have been secured who 
are to send any late news by telegram.

NO OTHER WEELY PAPER IN THE PROVINCE GIVES TELEGRAPHIC 

NEWS REGULARLY ON THE DAY OF PUBLICATION:

The Herald will do this, because its aim is to be 

THE BEST FAMILY PAPER IN THE MARITIME PROVINCES.

Our Boot & Shoe
DEPARTMENT -

is now filled np. In Ready-made we have an 
immense assortment, from the leading Canadian 
houses.

Men’s Fine Boots, Coarse and Medium Boots, 
Low Shoes, Congress Boots and other English 
Walking Boots.

A JOB LINE OF RUBBERS AND 
OVERSHOES now on hand.

In our Custom Boot and Shoe Department, our 
ore man, MR. WILLIAM TUFTS, will endeavor 
o meet the wants of ag with good workmanship 
nd a first-class fit. Our stock is now open for pub­

lic inspection. Drop in and see us,
THOS. W. SMITH & SON.

F’ton, Dee. 4,1881.

I believe a first-class family paper will pay, and I am going to try the 
experiment.

The Weekly Herald will always contain a good story, will tell all about the news 
of the religious world, will give the CHURCH APPOINTMENTS for the next 
Sunday and the ensuing week, and have an

Agricultural Department,
n which it will endeavor to give its country readers valuable information relating 

to the Farm. In this latter respect it will aim at being 
an agricultural newspaper.

New Features will be Introduced which Experience may show are Desirable.

Remember the Herald is the only paper in Fredericton which has upon its staff

A CITY EDITOR, WHOSE TIME WILL BE EXCLUSIVELY DEVOTED TO

LOCAL NEWS.

It is the only paper in Fredericton having a corps op correspondents who are

instructed to send in

LATE NEWS BY TELEGRAPH.

IT IS THE ONLY PAPER IN FREDERICTON ESPOUSING THE LIBERAL
CAUSE IN POLITICS.

The Weekly Herald will not be simply a reprint, but will contain much 
matter which will appear in no other paper.

Terms of Subscription~$1.00 a 'Year, Postage Free

Or delivered free to Subscribers in the City, Gibson and St. Mary’s Ferry.

Tp Subscribers to the Evening Herald, or tri-weekly edition, the weekly 
edition will be sent for FIFTY CENTS.

SgfAU subscriptions before January 1st good until December 1st, i88-*.

CHAS. H. LUGRIN Editor and Proprietor. 

Fredericton December 5 1881.
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