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RUBBER GOO.

BOOTS AND SHOES, CLOTHING of all kinds;
CARRIAGE APRONS, KNEE RUGS,

CAMP SHEETS,
BED AND CRIB SHEETING, TUBING, SYRINGES, WRINGER ROLLS,

CARRIAGE CLOTHS, APRONS, BIBS, HATS, HAT COVERS,

And all Conceiveable kinds of RUBBER GOODS; also
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RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING,
DISTON’S SAWS, EMERY

1.1, SUPPLIES:

WHEELS, i

RUBBER, LINEN AND COTTON HOSE,

MACHINE OILS of all kinds; FILEE,

OIL CLOTHING. | STEAM PACKINGS, AND MILL SUP}’LIES of all kinds.

Liberal Discount to Dealers;.

rESTEY, ALI, WOOD
PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, - |

& CO.,
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- AN AMERICAN SERIAL!

 “TH

E BRETON MILLS”

A Romance of New England Life.

BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY,

Editor of the Springfield (Mass.) Daily News.

The above Sketches, taken from among the Pictures appearing in the Story, will sufificiently indi-
cate the Character of the Illustrations.
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COPYRIGHTED AND ILLUSTRATED.

T'his paper will shortly begin the publication of a Serial Story with the above title, and

of intense interest. FEach chapter is alive with excitement and the plot moves on with a
power and spirit which will, we believe, make this one of the most acceptable serials we have

ever offered in these columans.

THE BRETON MILLS

Is a story that will satisfy the popular demand for intense interest in each installment. The

scene is laid in a New England fa®ory village. Both the employing class. and the class of

the employed furnish adors in the thrilling romance, and the reader’s interest will be closely
held all through the changing scenes of the story. While not taking sides on the questions
interesting working people, which are touched upon in the story, the author disse&s the pa-
thetic elements of the life of the poor with fearless hand. Still  his romance, after all, is a
romance of love, and all else in the story is only introduced to solve the problem of one

man’s devoted and faithful nature.

.

[LLUSTRATED BY CUSACHS

And copyrighted under a special arrangement with the author.

Look Out for the Opening Chapters in this Paper!?!

THIS WEEK!

THIS WEEK!!

THIS WEEK!!!
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‘Skates.

The Only Reliable SELF-FASTENING SKATE in the Market.

 SILY

PLATED  WARE

English and American Patterns

CONSISTING OF

BREAKFAST CASTERS,

TABLE CASTERS,

YINDIVIDUAL CASTERS,
CAKE BASKETS,
NAPKIN RINGS,

CHILDS’ SETS,

BEST QUALITY.

MUGS, CALL BELLS, Etc., Ete.

LOW PRICES.,

S McAVITY & SONS, 13 King Street, St. John. N. B.

THE GRAND LAKE.

THREE DAYS IN THE HEART OF
THE PROVINCE.

The Resources, Scenery and Industries
of a. Contented and Happy People. ..

When Acadia was in the occupation of
the French, in the latter part of the 17th
century, Seigneur Villebon erected a fort
on the north bank of the Jemseg, through
which the waters of Grand Lake are
poured into those of the Saint John; he
garrisoned the place, formed an alliance
with the Igfdians, and strove, vainly, to
hold the river against the encroachments
of the English. It is no wonder that
Villebon was so strenuous to keep pos-
gession of the Saint John. The French
had selected the most beautiful sites and
most fertile territory in the province for
their occupation. The country about the
Jemseg and (Gagetown on the opposite
bank,of th® main river, and at Indian
Point, neat the foot of Grand Lake, and
at Nashwaak, opposite the city of Fred-
ericton, rivalled in picturesqueness and
pastoral advantages the most favored dis-
tricts of old France. The settlement in
the vicinity of Indian Point was made
by Sieur de Preneuse, a young Parisian
from whom it took its name, and the
lake was christened Lac Freneuse in
his honor. At the domain that so long
since passed from the occupation of this
adventurer, relics of his time are not un-
frequently unearthed, as well as of the
Indians that preceded him, in the form
of stone arrow heads, hatchets, chisels
and tomabawks. Almost on the very
gite of Sieur Freneuse’s stronghold there
is standingito-day the first frame house
ever erected on these shores, but for
many years it has been unoccupied. By
a channel two miles in length, which is
cut through the alluvium, through which
vessels of light draught are able to pass,
and which is shaded by stately elms,
birches and maples, entrances is effected
| from near Indian Point to Maquapit
Lake, five miles long and two to three
miles wide, which is likewise connected
by a thoroughfare with French Lake
which is hardly inferior in size. These
lakes have most romantic surroundings
and teem with all the varieties of fish
known in the St. John.

The drives ahout Maquapit and French
Lakes abound in surprises, while in the
wildernesses which stretch back from the
beautiful farms that skirt their shores
and in the open fields, the sportsman
never fails to secure an abundance of
such game as partridges, hares, wood-
cock and snipe, while those in pursuit of
larger game have, not unfrequently the
satisfacfion of bringing down a carribou,
a bear, or even a moose, all of which,
in spite of the encroachments of civiliza-
tion are still found in many parts of New
Brunswick and Nova Scotia. Grand
Lake is thirty miles in length and three
to nine miles in width. Its shores are
indented with many beautiful coves and
bays, some of which penetrate far inland.
Douglas Harbor, a few miles above
Indian Point, and its neighborhood, have
been sketched time and again by artists
of the highest celebrity. The old ‘Gim-
let Tavern,” near by, has furnished
themes for mauy atraveller's tale, (it has
supplied entertainment for man and
horse for mnear three quarters of a cen-
tury) and its doors are still open to the
passing guest. To-day it is known as
the Lakeside, and is one of the pleasant-
est of country hostelries, but as we lounge
in its flower perfumed rooms we are
haunted by the ghosts of their occupants
of decades ago. Leaving the Lakeside,
and proceeding toward the head of the
lake, the K¢ Mole is passed—a bridged
channel, h 1ily twenty feet wide,
through wh'  Keyhole Lake, about two
miles long ' me mile wide and swarm-
ing with eel nd pickerel, has its outlet
to the larger >ody of water at the right.
Thence the road winds along for miles
on a sea wall from ten to thirty feet in
height above the lake to Sypher’s Cove
where, on a high bluff overlookinz the
broad expanse of water is situated one
of the first burial grounds ever opened
in this romantic region. How and when
the sea wall to which reference has been
made, was formed is a matter of specu-
lation. It has neither increased nor di-
minished since the country was first ex-
plored and it is overgrown with gnarled
| and knotted oaks, birches and maples of

an apparent growth of two or three cen-
turies.

A few miles above Sypher’s Cove the
tourist comes to Newcastle, the principal
shipping point of the neighboring coal
region, which is 40 miles square. Near
by the head of the lake is reached, where
its principal feeder is Salmon River,
which is navigable by large steamers to
Chipman, fifteen miles from its mouth.
Salmon River has many tributaries
which abound in trout and in the bor-
dering wilderness there ar: many sylvan
lakes thickly populated with the same
species of fish ranging in weight from
one to six pounds each. Ia some of the
Salmon River marshes black ducks are
so aboundant, it is creditably reported,
that not unfrequently as many as a
dozen are brought down by asingle shot.
Returning from Chipman by the eastern
share of the lake, the tourist passes Cox’s
Point, with its lighthouse blinking over
the water at the Gimlet tavern, Cumber-
land Bay. Young’s Cove, (where Brig-
ham Young first saw the light) Robert-
son’s Point, one of the most picturesque
localities in British America, Jemseg,
gacred to the memory of William Lloyd
Garrison, who abode here for a time, and
thence to Macdonald’s Point, on the
Washademoak Lake.

One of the peculiar industries of Grand
Lake is the capture and cultivation of
eels. Great tanks are built at Indian
Point, the Keyhole and Newcastle, in
which the eels are kept alive and allow-
ed to grow. The catch of each season
ranges from twenty to fifty tons. Early
in the winter they are taken from the
tanks, frozen, and shipped to the Boston
and New York markets where remuner-
ative prices are obtained. The dead and
weak fish are dipped from the tanks
every morning by means of landing nets,
and it is while this is going on that the
fish are seen to the best advantage, for
every fin and tail is in motion moving
upward and downward in one great
mass. By means of nets stretched from
one opening in the ice to another tons of
pickerel are caughtevery winter in Grand
Lake, which are likewise frozen and
marketed in Boston and New York.
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THE BRETON MILLS.
Summary of the Preccding Chaptlers.

Three laborers stand on the sidewalk
in front of the fine residence of Ezekiel
Breton, the wealthy mill-owner, gazing
enviously through the wide-open win-
dows into the brilliantly lighted parlors,
where stands Mr. Breton, leaning against
the mantel, near the silver candelabra, in
earnest conversation with a tall, elegant-
ly formed gentleman, whose daughter sits
at the piano, while the son of Mr. Breton
whispers to her that he has something ofa
startling nature to communicate to her.
The young people retire to the cosy study,
whereupon Philip Breton informs his
fair companion that he intends to go in
the disguise of a laborer, to alabor meet-
ing to be keld thatevening. Philipruns
away to his room, and in a few minutes
reappears in his disguise—the rough, ill-
fitting clothes of a laborer, and is rather
coldly received by the young lady,- who,
as she tells him pretty plainly, “likes
pretty things and graceful manners and
elegant surroundings.”

Philip Breton found about sixty men
assembled when he reached the hall
where the meeting was to be held.
Philip’s disguise was so perfect that his
father's workmen failed to recognize
him, and in the course of a conversation
with one of them he learned some hard
truths concerning the relations between
capital and labor. Atthe close of the
meeting, Graves, the man with -whom
Philip has been conversing, invites
Philip to his cottage for the night, think-
ing that he is in search of work, and, to
Philip’s intense chagrin and uneasi-
ness, will take no refusal, but taking him
by the arm, walks him off to his cottage,
where Mr. Philip is introduced to Graves’
daughter Jennie.

While the family are asleep, Philip
makes his escape from his uncomfort-
able predicament, not however, without
danger, as he-is almost- discovered by
Jane Graves, on his way down the stairs.

[For the continuation of Breton Mills
see page two.]
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The Queen hassent to Lady Morell
Mackenzie an Indian shawl, accompani-
ed by a letter in which she says: “The
services which your husband renders to
my son-in-law separate him often from
you, and in order toshow how high I
value the sacrifice he brings us, I send
you this token of my regard.”

Some details are given of the Queen’s
approaching Continental visit. The Court
Journal says that the expense of her
visit, including all her outlays, will foot
up £220 a day.. -

An unpleasant incident which has
greatly affected the Pope, occurred at the
Vatican the other day. As the Grand
Master of the household of Prince Colon-
na was advancing to the throne of His
Holiness to present a magnificent
diamond jubilee gift-on behalf of his
master, he suddenly fell forward on his
face, and when raised was found to be

dead.

EUROPEAN ECHOES.

-
A FEW OF MANY EVENTS OVER THE
WATER.

Things the European Correspondents
Think Worth_ Cabling.

London World:—I learn that Mr. Jos.
Nolan, M. P., has been subpceenaed as a
witness for the Crown in the dynamite
conspiracy case, to be tried at the Old
Bailey this month. It will be 1emem-
bered that last session Mr. Nolan brought
Harkins, one of the prisonérs, into the
House of Commons, together with John
J. Maroney, alias Joseph Melville, who
is “wanted” by the police. He not only
passed these men into the gallery, but
entertained them as his guests in the
smoking-room of the House. He will
now have an opportunity of explaining
on oath his acquaintance with them, and
his explanation will be awaited with in-
terest. He is by no means an insignifi-
cant member of the Parnellite party, the
Irish leader having personally assisted
him in his election campaign, an honour
which, I believe, was not extended to
any other member of the phalanx. The
reason Mr. Parnell gave for taking part
personally in the contest in Louth was
that he had received signal help during
his visit to America through the valua-
ble introductions given him by Mr. No-
lan..

The Prince of Wales is back for a few
days preparing for his departure for
Cannes, or rather for Monte Carlo, where
it 1s expected that he will spend more of
his time. The testimony of Herr Fuchs
in the recent suitin Vienna, where he
said that he lost 100,000 thalersto the
Prince of Wales last season, gives a con-
siderable point to the stories about the
Prince’s fondness for a heavy game when
he is away on the Centinent. All that
is left of fashionable London will go
South when the Prince goes—at the lat-
ter part of the coming week. The Prince
will return in time to hold his first levee
on the 9th of next March. The Queen
will hold a drawing-room on -the 24th of
next month, before her departure for

Italy.

The Empress of Austria is at present
by the advice of her physician exercis-
ing herself in fencing, and for this pur-
pose a fencing gallery has been prepared
at the Castle of Geuello. Sometimes the
Archduchess Marie Valarie also joins in
the pastime.

Miss Curtin, whose brave conduct at
the Moonlighting attack in which her
father lost his life will be remembered,
was married on Wednesday at Limerick.
Mr. Justice O’Brien sent her a gold cross,
as a token of appreciation, so is is pre-
sumed, of her behaviour during the ter-
rible affray.

An extraordinary case of bargaining
between two women, by which one re-
linquished in favour of the other, upon a
monetary consideration; all claim upon
her lawful husband, has teken place at
Sheffield. The husband in question be-
ing out of work a few months ago, went
out to Australia, and on his way out_
made the acquaintance of a young wo-
man, who appeared to have formed a
strong attachment for him. Finding that
he was already in the bonds of matri-
mony, she suggested, it is said, that pos
sibly the wife left at home would sell
him to her, and he, jokingly, advised her
to “write and ask.” However, she did
write, and the wife, possibly thinking
that the value of a husband 10,000 miles
away was not incalculable, and being of
a frugal mind, not only wrote that she
was willing to sell, but named her price,
£100. This figure was too high for the
fair colonist—for her purse at least, if not
for her affections—and she replied by a
bid of £20, which was at length accepted.
The money was sent, and with it a docu-
ment drawn up in legal form, setting
forth that for the sum named the wife
relinquished all future claim to her hus-
band. This was signed by the wife, and
sent back to Australia. The latest re-
port is that the man and the woman have
since been married.

Says the London World :—Plain signs
are manifest to discerning eyes that the
~ame of the National League is almost
played out in Ireland, and that the com-
plete supremacy of law and order is
nearly achieved, thanks to the admira-
bly vigorous administration of Mr. Bal-
four. I suppote it is because the Parnel-
lite cause is languishing that Henry
exhorts the finest peasantry in the world
“to walk in the old ways,” which, how-
ever, are admitted to be “rough and nasty
ways,” and to “keep hold of the black-
thorn stick,” which simply means the
bullet and the knife which have played
so important a part in the agitation of
the last six years. Ishou. have more
belief in Henry’s sincerity, hen he thus
incites the Irish to murder nd outrage,
if he armed himself with ¢ .« blackthorn
stick,” and proceeded intc Connaught to
lead the peasants in person.

In another instance the Queen has just
afforded fresh proof of her self-sacrificing
liberality. After paying the cost of the
statue of Prince Albert, the Women’s
Jubilee Offering was left with some £70,-
000 to the good. This belonged ab lu-
tely to her Majesty; it was subscribed as
a personal gift to herself. But she de-
clines to touch a single farthing; at her
direction, the entire sum will be devoted
to the support of an institution for the
training and maintenance of nurses to

attend the sick poor in the.. own homes.
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Branch of Tea Plant

-

FIVE 0’CLOCK TEA.

Lovers of a cup of really finellTea will be glad
oknow that T. WILLIAM BELL, 88 Prince Wm.
Street, hasrecently imported an EXTRA CHOICE
TEA, in fact the finest that has ever come to this
market, and which he isoffering in 61, 12. and
201 caddies.

PUGSLEY BUILDING,
COR. PRINCE WM. & PRINCESS STS.

DIRECTORY.

Ground Floor—on Prince Wm. Street.
Halifax Banking Company.
. A. Finn, Wine Merchant.
W. Hawker, Druggist.
W. A. Lockhart, Auctioneer & Commission
Merchant.
Third Floor—Entrance from Princess St
Rooxnsg 1, 2, 3—D. R. Jack, Agt. North British &
Mereantile Ins.Co., and Spanish Vice-Consul
4,5, 6—C. A, Stockton, Barrister, ete.
7—Herbert W, Moore, Attorney-at-Law, and
Stanley Kierstead, Attorney-at-Law.
8—E. G. Kaye, Barrister, etc., and
J. Sidney Kaye, Agt. Royai Ins. Co.
9—James J. Kaye, Q. C., Barrister, etc.
10, 11—Charles Donerty, Barrister, etc., and
Master in Equity. 9
Barrister, ete

12,13—E. H. MacAlpine,
aster in Equity. .
14 & 143—Charles L. Richards, Barrister,
Commissioner for State Massachusetts.
Seeond Floor.
Roous 15,16—News Room, C. H. Fisher,Preprietor
17,18, 19—C. N. Skianer, Q. C., Barrister, &¢
and R, C. Skinner, Judgf of Probates.
20, 21, 22—Hanington, Millidge & Wilson,
Barristers ete. i
23—Board of Fire Underwriters, Peter
Clinch, Secretary. i
24, 25—G. Herbert Lee, Barrister, etc.
26—0ffice of Coa.déutqr Bishop of Canada.
27, 28—G. Sidney Smith, Barrister, Solicitor
Bank N. B., and Séc’y Rural Cemetery.

Third Floor.

Rooxs 29, 30—The Dominion Safety Fund Life As-
sociation, J..DeW. Spurr, President.
* 31,32—R. C. John Dunn, Governmental
Architect. & »
5¢ 23, 34—G. Anthony Davis, Barrister, etc.
“ 35—Wm. J. Brophy, Janitor, ete.

Top Floor.

Rooxus 35 t0 45—0ceupied by Geo. W. Day’s Print-
ing Establishment.

MACHINE
Repairing & Refitting

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

“
“

“

“
“

“

Promptly Attended to at

£, 3. STEPHENMN',

53 SMYTHE ST.

N. B.--Scales a Specialty.

JOHN HANNAH,

MANUFACTURER OF

Woven Wire Matrasses

Of several Grades and Varieties, which are War-
ranted to be the Best in the Market. Also:

Woven Wire Cots.

These Goods are sold by the principal Furniture
Dealers in the Lower Provinces.

FACTORY:

35 and 37 WATERLOO ST.

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

JOHN GHAMBERLAIN & 0N,

FUNERAL FURNISHING

Undertakers.

Adult Hearse, alsﬁvihite Hearse
For Children.

WAREROOM

No. 15 MILL STREET,

RESIDENCE:
15 Main St., Portland, N. B.

" AGENTS FOR

Royal Family Glgarette

— -0

We have on hand a fine Assortment

Choice Havana Cigars

Which we will Sell low to the Trade.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 KING STREET.

ANCOSTURA
BITTERS.

Per schr Welcome Home:

10 Cases ANGOSTURA.
Tllqﬁ. L. BOURKE,
11 and 13 \\'nterimrroo‘t.

VVALN R n' 50,000 MEN

i A d T have their C

Jars
and Cuffs launderied athxmx’s StEAM LAUNDRY.
W
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ANNOUNCEMENT !

For Next Week

Another
Great

Attraction

‘A Complete Story by

RIDER HACCARD

The Three Lions !
The Three Lions!

By
RIDER HAGGARD,

Complete in the next issue of
The GAZETTE.

Brilliants.

i . Ah! who can tell
Beauty’s intent inscrutable !
Shuttled as warp with woof I see
Simplicity with complexity.
As veil that falls o’er Beauty’s eyes
Brightens their charms thro’ half concealed,
The web she wove of words and sighs
Charmed me the more thro’ mist revealed,
J. H. McNaughton.

Daughters of Eve ! your mother did not well;
She laid the aggle in your father’s hand,
And we have read, oh wonder | what befell.
The man was not deceived, nor yet could stand ;
He chose to lose, for love of her, his throne,
With her could die, but could not live alone.
Daughters of Eve! he did not fall so low,
Nor fall so far as that sweet woman fell :
For something better than as gods to know,
That husband in that home left off to dwell :
For this, till love be reckoned less than lore,
Shall man be first and best foreveérmore.
—Jean Ingelow.

Na{;, grieve not for the dead alone,

‘Whose song has told their heart’s sad story;
W eep for the yoiceless, who have known

The cross without the crown of glor: i
olmes.

=Py,
The only triump over Time .
That \e permits, is his who sings]
The poet Time himself defies =
By secret help of T'ime’s own wings
—Helen Hunt Jackson.

Who love, can need no special type of death:

He bares his awful face teo soon, too often;
“Immortelles” bloom in Boauty’s bridal wreath,
And dees not yon green elm contain a coffin ?

—George Ellot.

“Each on his own strict line we move

And some find death ere they find love.

So far apart their lives are thrown

From the twin souls that halve their own,

‘And sometimes, by still harder fate,

The lovers meet, but meet too late.

—Thy heart is mine |—Trug, true! ah, true!

—Then, love, thy band !—Ah‘ no! adieu!
—Matthew Arnold,

BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY.

yrighted by the Author and published
s by an?angement with him.

CHAPTER VII.
[Continued.]

The creature rose upon its hind legs and
snapped ravenously at his captor, great drops
of foam, specked with blood, dropping from
his jaws. With one rapid glance Curran saw
the men with guns, running at full speed,
and almost at hand. If hecould hold him
but one moment more he might yet be saved,
if those glistening teeth, distilling poison and
| madness, would spare his flesh one moment
| more. His arms and wrists were corded like
a giant’s; his head thrown back to escape the
venomous fangs, while he listened with fast
sickening heart to the sound of approaching
feet. He heard, too, the quick breathing of
the woman behind him; thank God, he could
save her from such a fate, and she might
think kindly of him sometimes, even if he
must die like a dog, since it was for her,

But now his arms trembled with the terri-
ble strain upon them and the dog struggled
more flercely, so that the man felt his hot,
fetid breath on his cheek, and in an instant
more the deadly jaws seemed closing over his
arm. Suddenly there came a loud report and
a cloud of smoke, and the mangled creature
fell upon the ground in his death agony.
The madness had gone out of his big, brown
eyes which looked up pitifully at the man he
would have slain.
| “They were just in time with their guns,”
| exclaimed Philip, rushing up and wringing

| his hand.
{ = But the man made no response, nor cven |
| looked around for one sign of gratitude from ]
| the woman he had risked his life for. He|
| had no answers or smiles for the admir- |
| ing crowd that had seemed to gather so|
| qu Iv when the danger was over, but his |
| fa roir guite pale as he d up the |

blacksmith’s shop a tlm:lght‘i

ment and then went in, :

2
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When the erowd came up gnd followed
him in, they found him before the glowing
forge. His sleeve was rolled up, revealing
an arm almost liké the smith's, but how
closely he was studying it. Just below the
elbow were the marks.of a dog’s fangs, out of
which slowly oozed two great dropsof blood.
No one dared to speak; all looked on him as a
man devoted, and half expected to see al-
ready the signs of madnesson his calm, pale
face. The men with the guns had come in
with the rest, and stood under the rows of
horse shoes that lined the blackened walls,

Thank God, he could save her from such
a fate. -

with horrified eyes riveted on the print of
the poisoned fangs. The blacksmith stoed
by his anvil, hammer in hand, asif frozen,
and even Philip Breton was stunned and
baffled at the sudden revelation of the fate
stamped on this xnan who had given his life
for Bertha’s. Philip had been devising how
rare a gift of undying friendship he could
give him in token of his gratitude, and nowa
terrible death must be his only reward.

But the face of the victim was as com-
posed as if death had already claimed him.
He did not seem to see one of the silent
forms that thronged the littleshop. Then he
looked carefully at the wound in his arm and
pressed out the drops of poisoned blood. In
another instant he had reached out his right
hand toward his forge and grasped the end
of a bar of iron that shone at white heat
where it touched the coals, He drew it out
before one could catch his breath and held it
close against the death mark in his quivering
flesh, A sickening hiss brought a cry of
sympathy from the astonished crowd, but
his lips never moved till the gure was com-
pleted. He threw back the iron, and grind-
ing his teeth in his agony turned on his heel
and went out. :

At the door was a face paler than his.
Bertha Ellingsworth had seen it all. As he
looked at her white face and golden brows
and lashes, Curran thought of wreaths of
strands of gold on the driven show. But
her eyes had a new fathomless expression
in them, and her lips were parted as if to
speak, if there were only words sweet and
gentle enough. His face flushed with a de-
licious gladness deeper than his pain, as she
made him hold out his arm for her, and
touched it with mysterious tenderness, and
bound her handkerchief about his charred
and aching wound. /

“And you can’t disappoint your audience?
How brave you are. But you will come to
me-to-morrow?”’

“If you wish it.” ~The crowd had gathered
outside the door, and stood a little way off,
curiously watching them.

“1 wish I could repay you,”she said, look-
ing wistfully up at him. '

But Curran’s face flushed crimson, and he
drew back from ber as if he had been stung.

As she looked at him, a flush slowly came
into her face, too. “Would you like to kiss
me, just once?”’

The man turned and drew herio his heart,
and her eyes fell till their long golden lashes
touched her cheek, as he stooped and kissed
her pouted red lips. i G

CHAPTER VIIL
HIS MISTAKE.
It was quite dark when the carriage turned
the last bend in the winding road homeward
and the lizhts of Bretonville came into view.

The lights in the windows of the poor danced |

out to meet the ‘tired horses as gayly as any.
There might have been a sobbing woman
behind the cheeriest of them all; nature
shows no sympathy for human suffering. If
her poor children have no rest and joys their
hearts must break; that is one of nature’s
laws., Neither can light lose its gladness and
cheer because gladness and cheer are so ab-
surdiy out of place in poverty stricken homes.
Homes indeed! Asif the circles that were
gathered within most of those windows de-

served the name of home, with. never a smile |
of contentment to light up a face, or a word |
of hope to make music for a dulled ear. |
Home to such as they is the place where the |

cravings of hunger are quieted and the tired
cords and muscles are relaxed for a new
strain; where they can complain and where
they can sleep and die. But save the word
to them at least, for a time when it shall bea
reality.

Suddenly the sound of fire bells fell upon
Philip’s ear and startled him out of his mel-
ancholy revery. The same instant he saw a
little cloud of smoke above the brick mills,

and then a bright tongue of flame leap up |

toward it. The bells pealed out in short nerv-
ous strokes as if in tremulous fear, and at
their impulse the young man’s blood coursed
through his veins in uncontrollable excite-
ment. It was but two minutes more when
Philip drew up short at the mill yard gates,
to escape the engine which swept by with a
rush, dragged by a crowd of shouting men.
The people hatless, coatless, and some even
barefooted in their haste, poured out of every
street and alley way, and into the wide open
gates, everybody talking and nobody listen-
ing.

But Bertha had hardly spoken during the
drive home, and now seemed very little in-
terested in the disturbance.

“The mills are on fire,” cried Philip,
dropping his reinsand turning his excited
face toward her.

“So I see,” she said coolly, ‘‘and hadn’t
you better drive on?”

“Why, I ought to be here.” He looked
nervously at the hurrying crowd and back
into Bertha's cold beautiful face. ‘‘Couldn’t
you wait in one of these tenements? These
are all nice people.”

But she made no motion, and only looked
at his flushed face in annoyed surprise.
“What are you thinking of? I stop with
these people?”

“Qr drive on home without me. The
horses are gentle and you are such a good
driver, you know.” .

Philip was growing terribly restless; the

people came faster and faster, and his eager |

eyes followed each man and woman into the
gates with increasing anxiety.
noticed the curious looks the passers by gave
to the carriage that blocked the way.

“] couldn’t think of it,” she said in
measured tones that reminded Philip, even
at such 2 moment as that, of her father's.
“You had better drive along; there, not so
fast. Why will you run the horses? You
almost 1 me.”

1t took Lut o fow moments to reach Bertha’s
Lome. but it scethed along time to Philip,

seeilicd w0 swino bink  Eie hesitaied w o~ | who kept looking back over his shoulder at |

the flames which to his excited fancy seemed

Even Bertha |

rising higher at every glance. He stopped
the horses at Bertha’s door at last, and leap-
ing to the ground, assisted her to alight. The
horses were panting, but there was no time
even to give them breath, and in an instant |
more Philip was back in his seat. But
Bertha stood as if she had something to say, |
and he waited before he drew up the reins.

“You will make a mistake in leaving me
to myself to-night.”

He thought there was a mysterious touch of
seif distrust in her voice that was soft and |
almost tender as she looked fixedly at him.
Ah! he had never seen her so lovely; asif
the warm passionate woman soul had been
born in her; and he longed in his rapture to
to fall at her feet and kiss them. He was
forgetting the mill in flames as he drank in
ﬁ\e new sweet hope she seemed to give him.

e could not leave her thus with that won-
derful light in her eyes. No doubt the fire
was subdued, and how little he could do at
best; there were so many stronger than he.

But suddenly a tongue of flame leaped up
into the black sky like lightning.

“T would so lowe to stay, darling, but the
mills are on fire—my father’s mills.” I might
save them. Don’t you understand—it would
be infamous in me to"—

“Ionly said you make a mistake.”

Till he dies Philip Breton never will forget
that scene; the darting flames beckoning him
away, and this beautiful woman, for whose
first fond caress he would have given every-
thing but his manhood and honor, inviting
him tostay. And in her changed face he
thought he saw such sweet promise of love
if he stayed and such sure presage of évil if
be went.

“Good night,” he said with faltering voice
as he drew up the reins.

“(ood night,” she answered slowly as she
| turned to go in, and he thought he heard her
| other sentence over again, “You make a mis-
| take.” 4
Tt was Number Two mill on fire, but #1
that'ingenuisy and strength could do seemed
doing as well without Philip. The men were
as busy as bees. Fifty manned the brakes of
the hand engine, and pumped as vigorously
as if there wasno such thing as lame backs
and aching -muscles, while on‘top of the en-
gine beside_the bell, which rang with every
stroke of the brakes, stood their foreman
keeping time with his' arms and whole body,
and encouraging them with his hoarse, ex-
cited voice. Then there were three hydrants
in full operation and a crowd of men to keep
the hose in condition, and four fnore in rub-
ber suits to hold the nozzles and direct the
streams of fast flowing water where it would
quickest subdue the fierce flames. There
seemed nothing for Philip to do. He was
worth no more than the crowd of chattering
women, who stood as near the fire as their
rough voiced men would let them. How odd
their thin white faces looked, half hid by the
shawls tied about their heads. It was agreat
event in their dull, monotonous lives; the
very foundations of their world seemed
shaken, and they could not talk fast enough
to express their crude thoughts at the break-
ing up of old associations.

“Carry the hose up to the next story,”
shouted the foreman.

“The ladder is not long enough,” answered
one of the men in rubber suits.

“Can’t you climb? Who can, then?”

This was Philip’s opportunity, and he hur-
ried up the ladder two rounds at a time.
Then he swung himself off on the lightning
rod. Itssharp edges cut his tender hands,
but in his eagerness he did not notice it. In
a moment more he had pulled himself up to
the window sill and burst in the sash. Then
he reached down for the hose and a-cheer
went up for the rich man’s son who was not
afraid of work.

He heard his father’s voice below thanking
the men for their devotion, as the sullen
flames seemed to give way before their tire-
less efforts. But it was no time now for idle
felicitations. The fire seemed under control,
but if the mastery were relaxed, it would
leap high again in its fury, and the other
mills must go too, for all they stood now so
¢oltand proud. The smoke grew thinmerin
the window where Philip stood, so he could
look down on the sweaty faces and bending
forms of the men at the brakes. Everything
depended on them, and how strong they sent
the water through the hose he held, and
forced back the fire inch by inch from its
prey. If théy could only keep it up a' few
moments more the mills would be out of
danger. Each stroke of the brakes made the
hos: throb against. his side almost like a
gir ’spulse. - God grant them strength a
few moaents mare. :

Suddenly he heard a loud voice raised
above the murmur of the crowd.

“Wise boys ye be, to clench the nailsin
yer own coffins. Ain’t this mill yer jail and
its bosses your jailers? Is there a fool of ye
all, but knows old Breton who grins so nice
to-night on ye, but knows him for a tyrant,
who grinds us to powder?”’ ¢

Philip saw a short, burly man whose hair
was cropped close to his round head, shout-
ing and gesticulating wildly, as he made his
way up to the engine and then leaped upon
| it. The brakes stop moving and the firo
| sends up.new tongues and leaps along the
| smoking beams and rafters in fresh fury,
| while the men listened breathlessly to this

stranger.: The women too gather nearer, and
| look in curiosity at their husbands and

brothers who drink in soeagerly his poisoned
| words.

“I s'pose ye thought ye didn’t work long
cnough” for yer ninety cents a day. But ye
| hev. Ay, boys, that big heap o’ brick stands
| for that old man’s meanness; it’s the machine

to crush ye. It’s the way he bleeds ye. But
| how sweet he is to-night. Ye never noticed
| it before, did ye? He'sseed you a starvin’
|_on the wages he paid, and yer purty darters
| gone to the bad for the want of a few things
| all gals kinder like. Some on ye, too, has
| got o0ld and cripples in his service. He aint
ever guv a mite, has he? Now it's your
 turn.”
And the man shouted loud above the hiss-
| ing, crackling flames that leaped out of a
| dozen windows in wild glee. ‘‘Let his mills
| burn fur a warnin’ to such as he who make
| so much sorror and misery in this ere purty
| world that if Satan tortured their cruel souls
| forevermore, it wouldn’t be a feather in the
balance, Let him know the despair of a
poor man for once.”

It was almost madness that glittered in the
fellow’s: darting eyes, and his voice grew
| hoarse and terrible as he pointed his thick
| fingers at the mill half hid in sinoke, lit up in
| spots with forks of flame.
| “Let every plank of it go. It's onlyserved

to make him richer each month, and ye
| poorer. Such a machine as that don’t de-
| sarve to stand. Let his riches he’s used so

poor turn to ashes this night. Tears and
| prayin’ couldn’t git equal rights for us; the
| fire will do it, though.”

Ezekicl Breton elbowed hisway into their
midst.

He had lost his hat, and stood pale in his
agony in the presence of the men who |
| thought he had wronged them. He was con- |
| scious of no guilt; he had only made his

money as others made theirs; fairer, indeed,
| than mere money lenders, who added noth-

ing to the world’s productions. He knew, of

course, the poor suffered, but a man can’t be

| too squeamish, and the same road was open |
| to them that he had taken. And as for
| wages, who could blame a man for getting

| help as cheaply as he can? That is business. |
Mr. Breton knew but one argument tor
them, CImSEERE A

1
|
|
|

|

| impossible for ]
T T

“If you want pay,” he shouted, “here {s | part of their required week’s work, which

money, a dollar an hour to each man.”

But not a face relaxed; he looked fearfully
from one to another, and then up at the
grinning face of the stranger, ‘“‘only save
my mill.” The old man put up his band to
his white hair in a piteons gesture as he

| glanced at the sheets of flame and lurid
| smoke that shut off the sky above his devoted
| mill.

“Sce the fire grows every second, we aro
lost unless you go to work ; I will pay ten
dollarg an hour.”

The brakes began to move slowly up and
down. Philip felt the water throb through
the hose as it touched his side, but it was
only one fitful spurt, for the stranger, who
seemed to hold the mills at his mercy, had
found his voice again.

“Keep yer money, old man; you will need
every penny of it, for you've cheated yer last
out of yer help in them mills. Yer mill hez
got to go.”

Philip saw his father turn toward his mills,
the pride of his life, and look as fondly at
their grim walls as a man on the woman he
loves, and the tears of futile agony wet his
cheeks. That moment the young man aged
ten years.

The crowd fell back again, and another
speaker mounted the strange rostrum. He
looked young for such a crisis, but there was
8 new suggestion of power in his lips and the
sullen crowd wondered what he thought he
could say to persuade them.

“I suppose,” began Philip slowly, as if
every minute might not be worth a fortune,
“I presume,” and his voice sounded dry and
hard, ‘‘you will want your wages as usual,
next pay day. Isthereany one of you fool-
ish enough te imagine you will get them if
the mills go?”

Then the young man glanced at the burly
stranger, who, clearly enough, was taken
eback by this new style of appeal to a crowd.

¢Possibly this broad shouldered friend of
yours is going to find a living for you. You
Mhve got to find it somewhere, and you won’t
have particularly good characters to recom-
mend you to new tyrants.

“Mind, men, I don’t say but it is quite
fair, but mill owners manage their business
about the same way. Itis all very well to
complain, but the first necessity is a place to
work; if there isn’t that, you surely can’t
have any rights. ‘I may as well tell you, the
mills are heayily insured, and you can’t quite
have the rare satisfaction of seeing that old
man ruined. But I doubt if he will care to
put any more mills under such extra risks.
Some of your women and ignorant people,
who don’t see the fun of starving, may think
you have done a poor night’s work.”

The stranger had disappeared, and the
faces of the men, clustered about their en-
gine, had lost their sullen cast. The young
man’s black eyes glistened in the new ecstasy
of an orator’s triumph.

“One thing I will promise. I will do what
Icanin your behalf. I know the lines of
most of you have fallen into hard places, and
I promise if I cansee any way to lighten the
burden of life on your shoulders I will help
you.”

The men returned to their work with a
murmur of approval. Was it too late? B

The brakes started up again. The men
ran up the_ladders again, with the hose in
their hands, in the renewed battle with the
fire. Philip had moved the crowd. He had
chosen instinctively the only method for the
crisis, while the flames crackled and flashed
in high carnival. But was it not too late?
The men were working with new energy;
new hopes were in their hearts. The mill
owner’s son had promised to help them; he
sympathized with their cheerless poverty,
and who could do more than he?

1f the whole line of rhills went it would be
upon their consciences, and the thought put
fresh strength into their weary arms and
more fearless courage into their hearts.” But
precious time had been lost and the wind had
changed o that now the red, greedy tongue
of flame :-pped the frowning brick walls of
the next 1 :ill, and lavished their hot, wanton
kisses as il it were love and not hate whose
fury would consume them.

When the moon was setting in the west,
that night, Mr. Breton found his son all
grimy with smoke, with clothes torn, and
drenched in water, out of all semblance to
the gentleman of elegant leisure. He stood

by the smoldering ruins of Number Two |

mill.

‘“Aren’t you eoming home tosnight, Philip,
my dear boy?
have been if she could have seen her hero to-
night.” e

Bertha! What ‘a strange influence her
words and manner at- parting had left upon
him; as if, some way, in leaving her just
when he did, he had lost her forever. God
forbid! He could not shake it off; it was
with him as he waited almost alone in the
great mill yard; all the excitement and re-
sponsibilities of the night. had not dispelled
it. - He looked down moodily into the smok-
ing mass.of crumbled walls and roof and
blackened timbers, and watched forthe little
forks of flame that started up boldly, now
and then, as if it were not yet too late for a
new battle, and then seemed abashed at find-
ing themselves alone in the dark, and sank
back.

‘“You havesaved tize mills,” said his father,
wringing his bruised hand till it hurt him.
“God bless you, my son, I didn’t guess how
much there was ia you.”

Philip looked up at the scorched walls off
on the right, and the long pile of massive
structures away to the left, unshaken by the
whirlwind of fire. In a few hours more they
would be alive with rushing beltsand wheels,
and with the feet of the men and women,
telling how strange it was there was a place
left for work today. Yes, he had saved
them, “but at what price?” He spoke half to
himself. If he only knew what Bertha had
meant. 5

““What price? Oh, your promise to do what
you could for the men and all that. It was
guardedly put, my boy.” And his father
laughed appreciatively. ,‘Inexorable parent
must be considered, though, ha, ha. You will
catch your death of cold. Well, if you will
stay, good night.”

CHAPTER IX.,
WEAK MAN.

It was at dusk a few days after Jane Graves
had come to the Ellingsworths that she stood
at the dining room window.

It was almost in sight of her old dreary
home, and yet another world; how strange
that the two should be so near and not change
or shadow each other. But Jane Graves was
not the girl to trouble herself over hard ques-
tions. She breathed her new atmosphere in
unmixed delight, while latent senses awoke
cach day only to be gratified.

At this moment she stood in a very charm-
ing attitude leaning lightly against the
window casing, her prettily rounded arm
raised to play with the curtain tassel. Her
master rather liked to linger in the dining
room ®nd read his evening paper. Occasion-
ally he would glance at the girl who had

| such pretty poses; he had quite a taste for

pictures, and then she afforded him an excuse
for not a little cynical philosophy. Mr.
Ellingsworth had one peculiarity that would

| certainly seem very commendable. He never

spoke rudely to any one; it would have been
1is finely grained nature, She
thoug lite and kind, and in her in-
nocenc d his was the usual manner
of the wesi bred wita their birelings, The
qther scrvants knew that humiliation was a

1

How proud Bertha would |

their wages were considered to pay for; and
expected to see the thunderbolt fal on this
foolish girl who did not know how precious
was the purchased privilege of being cringed
to. Butstrange enough the thunderbolt did
not hasten.

Suddenly the girl started, and a deep flush
lit up her dark face. Up the walk, to the
front doorway, came the man of whom she
thought, with his own lordly stride asif he
were a prince, indeed, as he deserved to be.
Her heart was in a sweet glow; he had found
her out, and had come for her. She would
leave all these beautiful things with rapture
for him.

M, Ellingsworth saw the man’s figure at
the front gate, and the girl's start, and
smiled rather disagreeably. He had won-
dered before why her lover didn’t come, and
here he was at the front door, no doubt ex-
pecting to be enterfained in the parlor.

Jane Graves glit¥ into the hall. Suddenly
grown shy at the maiden passion of her own
heart, she slowly opened the front door.
What would he say first? Would he take
her hand which had grown so white and soft
lately? Would he ask to kiss her, and with
beating heart she stood in the open door-
way.

It had now grown almost dg
did not see her plainly.

“Did you ring?’ she asked
her heart sank down, down, would it
stop?

“Is your mistress in?”

What was this—some strange migtake?
Could he not see who it was held the’ door
open for him?

“My mistress, Miss Ellingsworth? why yes, .
she is in the parlor.” It muwst be a joke, but
now he had frightened her enough, and how
they would laugh together SVNEt. She was
attempting to smile, when she fieard the par-
lor door open behind her.

“Yes, I am here.” It was Bertha Ellings-
worth’s voice. The visitor passed in, and
Jane Graves shut the outer door heavily and
sank upon the floor, pressing with both her
hands against her bursting heart. Then she
leaped upon her feet in sudden madness and
hurried along the hall to the parlor doer.
‘What right had this rich woman to steal
away her lover? She would care only to
amuse herself with him for a few days and
then her servants would be told to shut the
door in his face. Such cold creatures as she
never love; passion they know nothing of,
only the passion to break honest men’s hearts,
Why not warn him? Oh, but what was Jane
Graves to-him? he might remind her how he -
had spurned her from him once.

Jane Graves went back into the dining _
room, now grown dark, and threw herself
into a chair. The poor cannot fight against
the rich. Ah! but she could hate her mis-
tress’ white face. She could curse her in her
thoughts with all the evils in the universe.
The girl burst into a passion of tears.

*“What is the trouble, little girl?” It was
her master’s voice. She had forgotten him.

The girl heard him draw a chair near hers,
but she did not uncover her face.

“Was your beau unkind to you? Well,
don’t have anything more to say to him,
then, Jennie.”

Why! the elegant Mr. Ellingsworth was
actually kissing his maid! What difference
did it make? the one she loved had thrown
her away, and trampled her devotion under
his feet. She even let him draw her shapely
little head to his shoulder, and take her hands
away from her face. They hid her lips, he
said. Then the door bell rang.

Mr, Ellingsworth was actually kissing his
matd! ;

Mr. Ellingsworth answered the bell him-
self—a breach of etiquette not frequent with
him, even:under the liberalizing influence of
village manners,

““Mr. Breton, charmed to see you,” and
there was not the faintést 'trace of ill humor
in his perfectly trained voice.- The old gen-
tleman might have been the most opportune
of guests.

But his daughter had not been schooled
enough for such self control, and she started
to her feet as her parlor door opened, almost
in consternation. There was quite a study
for character in the rcom at that moment.
Curran had not arisen; his lips might have
been closed a little tighter than usual, but
his face did not even reveal surprise. Mr.
Breton had reached the cent the room
befora he saw whom Bertha had been entér-
taining, but now he stood in astonishnéént--
which he had no concern to hide—snapping
his black eyes fromthe young lady who was
soon to be his son’s wife to this weaver in the
miM, who did not seem so much out of place
in this fashionable parlor, either.
had come, and Bertha was entirely unpre-
pared for it. Her heart was fluttering wildly,
and for the moment she wished she had never
seen the man whose presence embarrassed
her.,
there was such a thing ealth or rank,
devoutly confident such aman as her guest
could stand before kings; but‘the door had
opened and let in the breath of pride and
caste, scattering the halo about the
man’s head. Suddenly she looked with new
repugnance at him she had just thought so
sublime. Why did he not go? She was
flushed with vexation at his stubbornness in
delaying. Had he no sense of propriety, to
court a social meeting with her aristoératie
father, who would ridicule him without his
guessing it, and the blunt mill owner, who
would be sure to insult and browbeat him
plainly? She expected to see him rise awk-
wardly and shuffle out of the room, perhaps
pulling his forelock respectfully to the com-
pany that was not for such as he,

CHAPTER X,
WEAK WOMAN,

Curran glanced hrenly at the face of his
beautiful hostess, whose wonted serenity had
all gone, then he rose to his feet, and stood,
while she spoke his name in thedriefest forn
of introduction. He did not /seem of
by the stare of surprise Mr. Breton
him. It wasa new experience to
owner, meeting his workmen in fa
parlors.

“Curran, is it? I was sure I had
in the mill, but you had on a whi
then.” Mr. Dreton laughed fawi)’
he did nov toid out s hand.

Couldw’t Curran see how rudel

AT,

The crisis.””

A moment before shé had forgotten.~~<
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treated? Mr. Breton's laugh and tone rasped
Bertha's finer sensibilities, so that she was at
onte indignant with him, and disgusted with
Curran who seemed to bear it so uncon-
sciously. Curran’s brow was unruffled; he
bad only folded his arms across his breast,
sometimes a sign of excitement with him.
“Mr. Curran had the good fortune, I be-
lieve, to do my daughter a great service.”
Mr. Ellingsworth’s manner was the perfec-
tion of well bred rudeness. It expressed the
infinite elevation and polish of the person
who assumed it, far above the very natural
feeling of disgust at the presence of so vulgar
& person as this workman. Itsuggested irre-

sistibly the great contempt such a person |

ought to call forth, but at the same time
that Ellingsworth was unapproachable by
even as vulgar a thing as contempt.

“Indeed® exclaimed Mr. Breton, as he
seated himself, “I will thank you, too, it was
a good job for you, and I will see it don'c
hurt your interests any, either.”

“How do you like your work?” went on Mr.
Breton in his harsh mill voice. ‘I hope you
ain’t one of those who don’t know when they
are well off.”

“I can keep from starving; that is well off,
I suppose.”

Mr. Breton was at loss but for a moment.

*But you poor people don’t save what you
get. You ought to economize.”

»Curran’s eyes flashed dangerously, but he

bit his lip and kept silence.

Mr. Ellin%orth saw a scene was immi-
nent. Howditle tact Mr. Breton showed in
patronizing the young man so provokingly
before the golden haired goddess whom he
had no doubt fallen in love with. Something
must be done.

“Excuse me. Have you had any serious
trouble with your wound, Mr. Curran?®

“T have only lost a few days; that is noth-
ing,” he answered quickly.

“But it must be considerable for a poor
man!” broke in Mr. Breton, with his grand
air; “I will t my paymaster to make it
up to you.” .

Curran glanced- across the room at Miss
Ellingsworth. He expected to see her face
flushed with anger. She would leap to her
feet in indignant remonstrance to shield him
from such impertinence, all the generosity of
her nature in revolt against such return for
his devotion to her.

She was looking at him, but much as a girl
looks at a strange animal she has been pet-

. ting, when suddenly they tell her he bites.
Curran turned away from her and ground
his teeth. Then he looked at Mr. Breton.

‘* “Can’t your paymaster make up for the
pain, too, as well as the lost time?”

Mr. Ellingsworth was at his wit'send. He
saw the cloud gathering in the workman’s
eyes, and that his lip trembled with sup-

feeling when he spoke.

“How long have you been in town, Mr.
Curran?” he said to change the conversation
if possible into safer channels,

“Only six months.” .

“Why,” volunteered Mr. Breton after an

awkward silence, ‘‘that is about as long as’

the mill hands have been fault finding so
loudly.” The old gentleman looked sharply
at him. “I don’t suppose you would tell who
has been making the trouble.”

“Yes, sir.” Curran had risen to his feet,
the flush of offended self respect in his cheeks.
When I came here I found the mills paying
you 12 per cent. dividends, while the help
who ground them out for you, were 2rushed

* almost to the earth. I felt bound to tell them,
as I now tell you, that the owner has no
more God given right to all the profit of their
work than they to all the profit of his
investment.”

““And you are the man who has been stir-
ring up this mischief here!” cried Mr. Bre-
ton, almost starting from his chair. He had

ht him at last then. ‘““And do you say
that a man isn't entitled to the interest on
his money? My money represents a thousand
such lives as yours; it ought to have a thou-
sand times the pay.” He had more terrible
guns than of the batteries of logic for the
rebel, but he could not vesist the temptation
to explode the fallacies of his class before he
let him go.

The young man’s eyes flashed beautifully.

“Your money represents a thousand lives,
then, out of which you have sucked the life
blood? And at how much do you value a
human life? As much as $1,000 for a soul? A
thousand dollars for all the joys and hopes
and possibilities of a human life? Your val-
uation is too miserably small. I tell you,”
and Curran. threw out his right hand in a
magnificent gesture, “I tell you, a human
ereature ought to have for its service a good

- portion of the comforts and delights the
world is so bounteous with. Anything less
is slavery, a slavery worse than negro bond-
age. Do youcall it pay that you give the
hopeless men and women that weave gold for
you on your looms? Rather say the daily
recurring fact of hunger chains them to your

= mill.”

Mr. Ellingsworth had sunk back in his
seat in despair; he might as well resign him-
self to the situation since it seemed beyond
his power to change it. Mr. Breton was

~ “likely to hear some startling truths before
he succeeded in refuting.this dangerous
young man. Perhaps it was just as well,
too; there is no sense in a man’s making his
money as the rich do, by one kind or another
of imposition or injustice and then affect
such ridiculous unconstiousness.” There is
no sense in being blind and stupid about
how one comes to be rich, the comfortable
fact remaining. What was the use of Breton

_-wrestling with such a yourg giant as this?

“I pay my help market prices of labor.
I don’t propose to make them gifts.” The
old gentlemgng handled his cane nervously,
but he coulé nish the man enough later.
He felt Ellingsworth’s sharp eyes, he must
think of something to absolutely overwhelm
the argwments of his workman. He ran
over in his mind the smooth axioms of his
class, and tried hard to recollect some of the
,"pel'fect syllogisms of the political economists.

Curran stood, his elbow resting on the back
of the chair he had been sitting in, in an at-
titude so dignified and agraceful that Mr.
Ellingsworth glanced across at his daughter
tosee if she had observed it. It was not
quite so inconcei », after all, that Bertha
might have takeil afancy to him. But then
his whole associations had been with the poor,
and what possible harmony, even for a mo-
ment—then Mr. Ellingsworth remembered
the maid servant crying at this moment in
the dining room.

“Naturally you prefer to It your half
clothed ill fed hands make you the presents;
they earn you big dividends; you throw them
a crust of bread, the market price of labor
you call it, and put the dividends in your own
pocket.”

‘‘But it's my money made the mill, and my
management runs it.”

¢As for the money,” retorted Curran, “per-
haps you inherited a part of it, saved by the
tax laid on the poor of the last generation, or
you borrowed it, perhaps, on interest, and
made the help in your mill pay the interest
every penny of it; how else could it be paid?
You did not make your money; no man can
till $2,000,000 out of his farm, or dig it out
of a coal mine. You simply took it. Your
new mills are paid for out of wages you

~ht o have given your help; you call them

rs; tie new machinery comes out of thera.
real stockholders in it all.”

sprung from his seat, but

\ “It isn't

] . The manage-

‘53 goed, but no management

could, in thé righteous course of justice, bring |
such vast fortunes into the hands of a few |
men; while the thousands who work for |
them live and die with the consuming thirss |
for happiness never for one hour assuaged in |
their souls.” i |

The old gentleman had come up close to |
him as he spoke, and as he finished, Curran
looked down calmly into a face almost purple
with passion. It occurred to him that Mr.
Breton was about to have an attack of apo- |
plexy. The hand that held his gold headed |
cane fairly trembled. |

““You have earned your last penny in my |

|
|

mills!” the old e.gentleman shouted at him. !
‘“We ought to have laws to shut up such men |
asyon® ° |

“Mr. Ellingsworth,” said Curran, as that |
gentleman rose to his feet, ‘I am very sorry to |
have brought such a scene into your parlor; ’
it seemed unavoidable after what was said to |

me, and it seems likely to prove more un- |
fortunate for me than for anybody else.” |

No one thought of anything tosay. Mr. |
Ellingsworth vaguely wondered where the |
man picked up his neat way of talking, but 1
then the wealthy, after ali, have no monopoly |
of talent. |

Curran cast a withering look of contempt I
on the mill owner. “Iam sorry, too, to be |
deprived of the chance to win my daily !
bread.” i

He did not notice that the expression of
the girl's face had changed, or that she had |
started to come to him, but there was a |
grandeur of wrath in his face and bearing |
that awed her. She stood in the center of |

the room, with heaving bosom and fright- |
ened, troubled eye8, watching him out of the |
door. Then her father came back through |
the hall with his sarcastic smile finely curv-!
ing his thin lips. o

How beautifully he had known how to pre- |
serve his own honor. It would have been |
base and ignoble in him to have crawled out |
of her patlor at the entrance of her father |
and Mr. Breton,self confessed unworthy to
sit in their presence. And for all their wealth I
and power and vantage ground, careless of |
{ what it must cost, he had thrown their in- |
sults in their teeth and shown himself a
grander man, a thousand times, than either f
of them. |

The warm flood of returning feeling swept |
over her soul. She could not bear one more |
cruel word against him rew. Before her |
father could speak she had hurried into the |
hall and shut fast the door so that she should |
not hear the bitter sentence that was just |
parting his lips.

What strange impulse moved her that she
should go to the outer door and look eagerly
down the street? But her insulted guest had
not lingered. In a moment more she was at
the gate, and saw his tall form only at a
little distance. No doubt he was thinking
sadly, or perhaps angrily, of her, as he
walked, and he could not guess that she had
repented, and was eager this moment to beg
his forgiveness, with all the sweet words she
knew. Bertha glanced back at the house in
hesitation. She could see the slim outlines of
her father’s figure shadowed on the curtains.
She could not hear what he was saying. It
was this:

“It is one of Bertha's freaks. All women
are subject to them.”

“But I don’t understand,” insisted Mr.
Breton, wiping the perspiration from his
heated face. “I don’t understand how she
can bring herself, a girl of her notions, to
entertain a fellow like this.. How long do
you suppose this has been going on? Ever
since the dog adventure, very likely. If I
‘were Philip”—

“But you recollect I am only three days
returned from my trip, and am entirely un-
able to tell you how many times she has met
this very striking individual. Don’t hurry
yourself into mental decline by trying to ex-
plain on logical principles a woman’s per-
formances,” smiled Mr. Ellingsworth. “And
I wouldn's take the trouble to suggest mis-
givings to Phil. I would rather trust the
girl's nature, and I think I know it, than de-
pend on a jealous lover’s reproaches. Why,
my dear friend, I would stake my life on the
girl’s attachment to the traditions of her
position. Our wives and daughters are
thrice more intolerable, unreasonable aristo-
crats than we. If she had been guilty of a
touch of foolish sentiment reaction is cer-
tain, and she will only despise the man the
more because of her season of blindness.”

“But supposing the reaction came too
late,” suggested - Mr. Breton anxiously.
“Then it better not come at all,” he con-
tinued. ‘/The very character you give her
would make three people perfectly miserable
—the man she refuses, the man she marries,
and herself.” |

But the girl who had stood at the gate, in
her slippers, and with no covering for her
head but her golden hair fastened low on her
neck, had hesitated but a moment. She
could not let Curran leave her thus; perbhaps
she should never see him again, if he went
away without one word from her to soften
the blows she had let them give him. And
then he seemed to be walking slowly, she
could overtake him in a moment. The un-
even walk hurt her feet, her slippers
were so thin, and as she lifted her skirt
to walk faster a rude briar tore her soft
flesh, and then hung greedily to her to im-
pede her steps. She stopped and called his
name. She had hardly murmured it, but it
seemed so loud spoken and so tender toned
she blushed at herself, and dared not speak it
again. She might run a few steps, and then
he would hear her voice more plainly. But
her dress clung so closely and her excited
breath came so fast that she gained on him
very slowly. There was no use, she must
lose him forever out of ber life; he must al-
ways think her cruel and ungenerons. She
leaned against the fence and sent one more
hopeless cry after him. It was more a sob
than a cry, a piteous sob, trembling with
gentle, heart broken reproach. Why, she
was sure he must have heard that; she had
never meant to speak so loud. What could
shesay to him when he came back to her:
She must try to be very cold and dignified.
But wasn’t he going to turn? Why, her cry
was piercing enough to go a mile on the still
evening air. Noy he was further away, he
had not heard her.

Then she looked backed, and was fright-
ened to see what a distance she was away
from home. And asshe stood looking, now
at his tall form drawing uncorsgjously away
from her, and then at the disfant lights of |
\her home, the first hint of the desolation
that broods over millions of hopeless hearts,
came upon her soul. Her slippers were torn, |
and wet with dew, and each step she took |
bruised the tender feet that had never known |
hurt or weariness. Her heavy masses of hair
had been shaken from their fastenings, and
hung at full length to her waist. She fan-
cled herself some lost, friendless Magdalen,
for whom the world, that fawns on the for-
tunate and proud, had only taunts and cruel
blows. And were there women who had to
face the world alone? fight their own battles
with timid hearts? earn their own right to
breathe, with sinking hearts?

“What was that, a step, a man’s step coming
toward her?’ To her excited imagination at
that moment her beautiful home and the
elegant life she loved so well seemed things of |
{ the past.

She gathered her hair into a loose coil and |
let her dress trail on the walk to eover her
feet. The man wore workman’s clothes.
She had hoped he might be a gentleman.
She tried to keep on the outer edge of the
sidewalk; she would have taken the road if

she had dared. She looked away from the |

man, but she could sce with beating heart he
was coming directly toward her. Dut per-
haps he did not see her, and he'might turn
aside yet.
whose wife'’s loving face was in his thoughts
at this moment. There were such men. But
instead of moving aside the man stopped
short just before her, and she raised her big,

| scared eyes to his face.

“Why, Bertha, I thought it was you.”

Sure cnough it was Philip Breton. He had
come from the mill, where there had been
some extra work, and wore his working
clothes. !

“Let me walk home with you,” he said

any privilege with her.

God grant he be an honest man, |
| squire, a dog has the best of some on us now; |

| poor devils down again. The last cut scemed
{ asif it would kill us, till we found how little
[ it takes to keep soul and body together if a

critter «don’t expect nothin’ else. Why,

| for folks let him steal.” The tall man thrust
[ back his pipe into the depths of his pocket,
| and his face hardened into a sullen expression
| as he added solemnly: “I cal’late another cut
| would fill all the jails in the country. Yer
| might as well give us the least we can live on
| here as support us in prison.”

| very gently, asif he had no right td'assert |

“I came too far, and got frightened,” she ‘
said dreamily, as she rested her hand on his |

arm.

blood tingling threugh his veins,

“J am so sorry.” How he longed to catch
her white hand to his lips, and warm it with
kisses. But lately she had treated him with
a gew coldness, and her coldness he dare not
meet. He dreaded to face it, it pained him so

Her hand was mid, but it sent his young |

}

:

i

past endurance,'and he had called on her but |

seldom since the night of the fire. But now
his heart was full of eloquent love; so full he
could not conccive of her not sharing in'it.
It was she called it forth, she must have
something for him.

They had reached her gate.
surely invite him to go in with her.

She would
Then

she could tell him if he had done anything to |

displease her. He could remember nothing,
but there might have been some unconscious
cold word or tone, as if, poor fellow, he had
not been only too tender with her.

“Good night,” she said. She had lost the
tremor in her voice fright had given her, and
all the softness of heart of her loneliness,

“I thank you,” she added, coldly, as he did
not go, but stood looking as if he did not
quite understand.

“Good night,” he answered, with a great
throb in his throat. He stumbled awk-
wardly, as he went down the steps; he could
not see very well for the mist in his eyes.

CHAPTER XL
UNGRATEFUL POPULACE.
Philip Breton sat late over the tea table,
one evening some days after. His father had

| been detained down in the village, and had

come home with a good deal on his mind.
Indeed, the old gentleman, who generally
laid aside his hardness outside his own doors,
had sat in silence wrinkling his forehead
very inartistically .almost throughout the
meal.

“‘Poor folks are always ungrateful,” he ex-
claimed harshly at last as he shook his head
severely at the maid sefvant who offered him
the cake basket.

‘‘Here I have whitewashed every house for
them, and it was only to-night I heard some
grumbling old woman tell her husband, she
wondered how old Breton would like to live
in one of his own tenements.”

Philip said nothing. It had been his habit
lately, when his father got on this theme, to
keep silence. He was puzzled to know what
to say. :

“Why, look at it, Phil. The insurance on
the burned mill won’t make up for the lost
time in rebuilding, and this is the time they
solect to ask for fire escapes. Yield them an
inch and they want an ell. I suppose they
think I ought to run the factory for a big
benevolent institution. Every man thatis
poor curses me for it, and not one shift-
less family in town, I'll warrant, but
would lay the fault on my shoulders. By
the way’, Phil, you havebeen to college; you
ought to know if there isn’t any way I can
stop the tongue of that tall brown haired
fellow. Can’t the law touch him? I have
discharged him, but he does more mischief
than ever.”

“Discharged Curran!” exclaimed Philip.
‘@ ou don’t mean it! why, he is the man that
saved Bertha's life,” he continued hurriedly.
“You must take him back at once—you must
take him back at once, no matter what he
has said.”

“No matter what he has done either, I sup-
pose,” said Mr. Breton, with somc heat.
“Perhaps I know more of the interesting
young man than you d¢,” he went on indis-
creetly. ‘It may beas well for you if I open
your eyes a little—what is it, Mary?”

“Three men at the door, sir. They want
to see you, sir.”

“] think they are workmen.” The mill
owner found three of his workmen in his
study; all standing when he entered because
they felt less awkward on their feet.

“Send my son in,” he called to Mary. ‘“He

might as well learn how to meet this sort of

occasion.”

The delegation of workmen did not look
very fierce. One of them kept gazing long-
ingly out of the window, and smoothing his
napless felt hat. Another, out of whose
soiled coat pocket stuck the stem of a clay pipe,
was studying the ceiling of the room with an
intensity only explainable by his fear of his
master’s eye. They were two of the men who

had peered into the parlor windows of this.

very house on the evening our story com-
mences. The third was John Graves, whose
eyes were fixed unflinchingly on the mill
owner for whom he had a message. When
Philip came in he was a 1.ttle startled to see
his quondam host, but the man had other
things to think of than the possible identity
of this elegantly dressed young gentleman
with the ungrateful tramp he had kept once
over night. |

“There’s ameetin’ of the mill han’s down
in the hall, sir, and they sent us up toask a
favor.”

Mr. Breton had seated himscli before his
long office table and pulied up a file of busi-
ness letters.

“You have too many meetings,” ho said
loudly. “You talk so much you aren’t fit to
work. Some of the noisiest of you will find
themselves out of a job some fine morning;
one man did the other day.”

The two other men looked anxiously at
their spokesman. If they had dared they
would have begun to make excuses for com-
ing. Their wives and babies must be fed,
and talking about their rights wouldn’t ever
feed them. Let others who could afford to
offend him go to the meetings. But the poor
fellows were afraid toraise their voices, even
in apology.

“PBut the willingest of us all don’t want to

! ba roasted to death, and it aint a bit pleas-

anter to ns men folks to think of seein’ our
wives and children burnt up before our eyes,
Qur women aint quite so purty as those of
he rich, but we prize 'em as much. We
come to ask for fire escapes on the mills. So
if there should happen to come a fire in day
time, when the mills were full, the poor crit-
ters could git out.” It was quite a long
speech for John Graves in such august pres-
ence, and he delivered it in the monotonous
Yankee drawl which earries high tragedy or
low comedy without a distinction of accent.

“There is no danger,” he answered with a |

gruff laugh, “and in business we can’t spend
much money providing against very unlikely
events. Fire escapes would be a piece of useless
extravagance.” Mr. Breton looked sharply at
his visitors over the file of letters. *‘It would
make necessary another cut in your pay”
Bill Rogers fingered his pipe uneasily in
1t silence that followed, and
it half out of his pocket through

finally i
‘Then he found his

force of Labit in distress.
volce.

1t was quite a long speech for John Graves.

The mill owner rose to his feet with a
bustling moverent of impatience. The un-
reasonable beings had no conception of the
principles of political economy, but always
had some particular hardship of their own to
urge against its beautiful theories, as if what
made the rich more rich must not in some
way help the beggars even that cringed at
their feet.

if you don’t bother me too much. I kave
lost so much that I really can’t afford an-
other dollar of expense.” He rang the bell
for the servant. /

There was a gleam of sarcastic humor in
John Graves’ black eyes.

“But wouldn’t it now be quite a loss to
burn up a thousand such good cheap factory
han’s? I wouldn’t thoyght you could afford
that. These fire 'scapes now”.

“Show them out, Mary,” interrupted Mr.
Breton angrily. ‘“You might as well know,
I could find a thousand as good and as cheap,
in a week,” and he shut the office door after
them with a slam.

“But you have let those men go away
thinking you bad just as lief they would be
burned to death,” expostulated Philip, flush-
ing with excitement.

“Nothing of the kind, sir, only that—but
do you take sides with them? That is the
last thing I expected, that my own son would
take part against me.” Possibly the old
gentleman was a little ashamed of baving
spoken quite as harshly to the workmen as
he had. It would be repeated all about
town. And it was certainly incautious, but
his very uneasiness made him the more pro-
voked at Philip’s suggestion. ‘I presume
you picked up a few socialistic ideas at
school. No doubt you would like to put on
the fire escapes out of the money your
mother left you.” He rang the bell violently.

“Yes I would,” exclaimed Philip, his eyes
lighting up. “I will be very glad to pay for
it all. It seems unjust, somehow, to crowd
the men and girls into the mills as thick as
they can work, and not provide so but that
they all may be burned to"”—

“Mary, bring those three men back,” in-
terrupted Mr. Breton.

“But they are on the street by this.”

“Jt makes no difference,” and the choleric
old gentleman brought his fist down with a
crash on the table. ‘‘Go after them if you
have to chase them a mile. Bring them back,
I say.” :

The little office clock ticked its loudest to
Ereak the silence until the door opened to let
in the returning committee. - What could it
mean? Mr. Breton stood with his back
turned to them, drumming on the window
pane, while Philip, pale and. uncomfortable,
looked nervously at his father and then at
the three awkward figures in the doorway,
with the breathless servant girl behind them
waiting for startling developments.

¢“You can report to your meeting,” said
Mr. Breton in a constrained voice, without
facing the workmen, ‘‘that my son will put
on the fire escapes at his own expense. That
is all.”

The men were astonished. So the ‘young
mill owner’s son had begun to redeem his
promise of the night of the fire. There were
rough words of gratitude on their lips, their
hearts were in a glow, after the first chill of
disappointment, but there was an influence
in the little office that hushed their eager
speech, and they only ducked their heads in
awkward acknowledgment and followed the
maid out.

“Did you suppose,” said Mr. Breton in a
calmer tone as he left the window and took
his chair by the long table, ‘‘that I was go-
ing to let you pay for those fire escapes? Not
a penny, my dear boy, but you can have the
credit of it, discredit I should call it.” He
opened the drawer and drew out a sheet of
business paper.

“The Breton Mills,” was printed at the top.
He dipped his pen in the ink and wrote in the
date.

Then he wrote the address, as follows:
“John T. Giddings, Esq., Attorney at Law,

2 Loring street, Lockout.”

“Please sit down, Phil. I am not much in
the habit of talking of my business to any-
body, but I presume it is your right to know
this.” Mr. Breton laid down his pen and
clasped his hands behind his back. “I want
to make this mill four times its present size;
I haven’t the money, but other men have, I
am going to take those other men in with
me, and then turn the whole thing intoa cor-
poration. Giddings is managing it for me.”

Philip’s face fell. A corporation! Then
all his thoughts of some day letting a little
light into the lives of the villagers, so far
always in the shadow, his dreams which had
lent a new dignity to his life, were all for
nothing. A soulless corporation, with no-
body to blame for an act of injustice! How
| it would rivet the shackles of the peor past
any power of his hands to loose them.

““What is the trouble, my boy?’ smiled his
father, in his superior wisdom. ‘One would
think you wanted the tough job I have had,
over again. It is too much, too much for a
man; why, I thought I was doing you a kind-
ness. A man thinks, at first, he is strong,
that he won't care for the murmurs and the
threatenings of his help, but he gets tired.
The amount of power, almost like God’s, Phi-
lip,” said Mr. Breton excitedly, ‘‘almost like
God’s, which a big fortune gives a man, is
too much, too much.” He came around the
table, and put his hand on his son’s shoulder.

“‘The people are poor and unhappy ; we can’t
shut our eyes to it. Don’t we all wonder,”
he went on in this new, strange mood Philip
| was fairly startled at, ‘“‘don’t we all wonder
| what life is worth to them that they are so
l hungry for the bread that keeps the breath in
| them? And 11 blane the men who own

the mills: ik it is our hardness and
injustice. may kaow he is all right,
| that rich 1 done as he is

a1
.
1

kave alw:

“Well, well, I don’t mean to cut you again-

“Yer jokin’, squire; yer wouldn’s cut us | doing,

that the few always have the best of
everything, and seem to deprive the masses
of their rights. But it wears on a man; he
wants to get behind somebody or something
occasionally.”

The little office clock ticked on restlessly,
for another week, and Philip had come to
feel that to be in love may be the most ter-
rible misfortune of a man’s life. His pride
had not let him call again on Bertha for days
of distress, daysof hot, dry wretchedness,
whose dawn was a new, pitiless reminder of
his quenchless passion that met only insult.
It was insult, as he felt it, for a lover has
sensibilities painfully acute, and can detect
the slightest change in a woman’s relations
with him, by signs too subtle for unstimu-
lated observation. A hair’s breadth varia-
tion in tone makes mjysterious revelations,
sweet or bitfer to him; a shade of expression
in the beautiful blue eyes, has a meaning
clearer than words, to thrill him with hope,
or plunge him into despair. And in those
days, too, he found time to remember how
unloverlike Bertha had always been to him,
and the many times she had et his ardor
with coldness, with all the instances of hard-
ness and neglect she had meted out to. his de-
votion, rose up in his mind like hideous sins
that will not be forgot. How he had foofed
himself, and yet he had been so happy in his
delusion.

There came a light tap at tho doon He
closed the drawers and turned about in ‘his
chair in time to see Mary, the maid, enter
with a letter for him. He glanced at the
writing, and then was so angry at the sweet
glow about his heart that he tossed the letter
carelessly on the table,

The maid had lingered with a woman’s un-
wearying taste for sentiment; but now she
slammed the door on him and went bridling
down the hall in high dudgeon.

“He's a pretty beau, he is,” she muttered;
‘“if Iwas that girl of his I'd teach him to
treat my love letters that way.”

But the maid did not see, for the door was
shut, what might have better suited herideas
of propriety. Her young master had torn
open the envelope and read the three lines of
the letter before Mary had finished her dis-
gusted soliloquy. Then he reread it a dozen
times and behaved generally in as foolish a
fashion as the most exacting sweetheart could
have desired. But there were only three
lines.

“I have not deserved it, I donot deserve
it; but will you call before 7 to-night?

“BERTHA.”

But where was his sullen determination
never to see her again? Had he forgotten so
soon that she had never loved him? But he
remembered that moment that to-morrow
was the day she had promised to let him talk
of marriage to her. There was a new flush
on his face, which any woman might have
thought handsome now, and a new bright
light in his eyes. Why, it was near 7 o’clock
now. And he rose to go out.

“Bah!” It was his father who opened the
door and came in, tearing a scrap of paper
between his fat fingers.

But Philip thrust his letter into his inside
pocket, and then made sure it was safe, as if
it were a precious ticket of admission.

“My dear Phil, if there ever wasa man fool
enough to try and give the poor what they
want, they would lead him the wildest kind
of a wild goose chase, I can tell you. Youll
see yet I was right about those fire escapes.
Since they have got those the help are clamor-
ing for something new every day. They de-
vote all their spare time trying to think of
some Right they are kept out of. I suppose
the ninnies imagine the mills ought to be run
in their interest,”’and Mr. Breton smiled at
the absurdity of the idea conjured up. Then
he tossed the torn bits of paper into the waste
basket. ‘‘There goes one of their warnings;
I have burned a dozen within a week. °‘If I
don’t do this or that, my wills will stop,’ they
read. I wouldn’t wonder if a strike was
brewing. I only hope they will give me one
more day. They might scare some of the
capitalists if they should make a disturbance
to-morrow, but after to-morrow it will be too
late. They can do their worst; we shall al-
ways have the whip hand of them.”
(To be Continued.)
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‘WM. RORERTSON, Exmouth street.

E. WALSH, corner Clarence and PBrus-
sels streets,

D. J. GILLIS, Marsh Road.

KING & IRWIN, corner Princess and
Charlotte street.

THOS. L. DEAN, corner Duke and Car-
marthen streets.

RICHARD EVANS, corner Carmarthen
and Brittain streets.

L. E. DEFOREST, Coburg street.

NEWS STAND Intercolonial Passenger
Depot.

W. MALONEY, corner Duke and Sydney

streets.
P. DAVIS, Mill Street.

FAIRVILLE.
C. F. TILTON.

ST. STEPHEN.
C. H. SMITH & CO.
ST. ANDREWS.
JOHN S. MAGEE.
FREDERICTON.
W. T. H. FENETY.
WOODSTOCK.
G. W. VANWART.
MONCTON.
W. H. MURRAY.
SUSSEX.

H. A. WHITE.
HAMPTON.

Dr. MacPHERSON,
ALBER
L. M. WOOD.

CHARLOTTETOWN.
T, L. CHAPPELL.

EASTPORT.
E. 8. WAIDE.

SHEDIAC.
FRED. H. SMITH.

AMHERST.
G. F. BIRD.

el

ST. MARTINS.
M. KELLY.
YARMOUTH

WM. BYRNE.

—
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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,

Pablished every Saturday Morning, from the
office No. 21 Canterbury street.
JOHN A. BOWES; EpiTor AND MANAGER.

B., SATURDAY, JAN. 28, 1838.]

Tar SATURDAY (AZETTE is the only Saturday

naper in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu-
ively to family and general matter®

It will be sent to any addréss in Canada or the
Wnited States, on receipt of the subscription price,
$1.00 per annum ; 50 cents for six months.

Contributions on all subjects, in which Cana-
dians are interestd, will always be welcome. Cor-
respondents will oblige by making their articles
as brief as the subject will allew,and are also par-
tienlarly requested to write on one side of the
paper only. The writer’s name and address must
accompany every communication. Rejected MSS
will be retu¥ned to the writels.

£&~We want agents in every town in New
Prunswick, Nova Scotia, and Prince Edward Is-
land. Liberal comissions will be paid to the right
people. Terms can be had on application. Write
your name and address plainly ona postal card
and send for a specimen copy.

£5~ Advertisers will find THE GAZETTE an ex-
sellent medium for reaching their customers inall
parts of the three provinces. The rates will be
found lower than those of any other paper having
its circulation among all classes. Rates given and
snd locations assigned on application.

24~ The Retail Price of the THE SATURDAY
Gaznrre is TWO cents & copy, and it may be
had at that price from all Booksellers and News-
dealers in the Maritime Provinces; and from the
Newsboys on the street on the day of publication.

Address all communications to

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,
ST. JOHN, N. B.
e

Advertisers desiring changes, to ensure
insertion of their favors in THE GAZETTE
of the current week will be obliged to
have their copy at the office of publication
by Thursday noon.

Owiing to the large demand for Tre
SATURDAY GAZETTE of last week which we
were enable to supply, the opening chap-
ters of THE BRETON MILLS OUR
GREAT SERIAL we reproduced it in
this issue. Everybody, men, women,
boys and girls should read this best of
all serial stories.

EDITORIAL NOTES.

It is reported from England, that not-
withstanding the great popular success
of the “Wild West” show, Mr. Cody and
his partner have cleared only the trifling
sum of $37,000. Mr. John L. Sulliven
may come back with as much as that,
and he took no, wild Indians, cowboys,
nustangs or buffaloes with him. Not-
withstanding this poor success, the
“Wild West” is to stay in Europe another
vear.

Last week says the Epoch we cited
the case of Daniel J. Grady, whose death
was the direct result of a practical joke.
This week brings another example of
this kind of idiocy in the conduct of some
silly practical jokers who have driven
Henry Carmody insane by making him
believe that the woman to whom he is
engaged was not true to him. The lying
weapon employed and the method of its
employment were simply atrocious, and,
although these practical jokers may con-
sider themselves very “funny” men, sen-
sible people will look upon them as pests
of society.

A SAD CASE, illustrating the harshness of
the English law of inheritance, is report-
ed in the London newspapers. A poor
old lady, 68 years of age was found by a
policeman at two o'clock in the morning
of the 14th of last month, lying on the
doorstep of St. Martin’s Vestry Hall, Lon-
don. He asked her what she was doing
there, and she replied, that being in
great trouble, and in arrear with the
rent, she had taken laudanum.

She was taken to King’s College Hos-
pital, and on recovering from the effects
of the poison was brought up before the
police magistrate, when a well known
London solicitor stated that he bhad
known her for many years. and her case
was a peculiarly hard one. She had been
well brought up, and at one time lived in
affiuence. Many years ago ehe had lived
under the protection of a gentleman, who
had died leaving considerable property.
She had had an illegitimate son by this
gentleman, and on his death he left the
son a large sum of money—about eight
thousand pounds.

Unfortunately the son died without
making any will, and the whole of his
property was forfeited to the Crown,
from whom she had since received an
annuity of 25 pounds per annum. This
was merely an act of concession, as she
had no legal claim. On the suggestion
of the solicitor, a petition was drawn up
for presentation to the authorities, and
the magistrate remanded the old lady to
the House of Detention for a week.

CIVIC AFFRIRS.

Last Wednesday’s meeting of the com-
mon council was an important one in
more respects than one. * Ald. Robert-
son’s review of the harbor accounts which
is elsewhere referred to should be read
and digested by all who have the welfare
of the city at Leart. It shows that even
at the best the harbor is a poor asset for
the taxpayers, valuable as the property
unquestionably is. DBut perhaps the
most important feature of the proceed-

* ings is that wiich has reference to the
payment for repaving Prince William

street. When this work was done there | ty of papers is condncted in such a man- |
were some members of the council who | ner as not to be reliable, and the class of |

wanted $6000 of the unissued restoration
bonds sold to pay the cost of the work.
Ald. Peters, the chairman of the finance
committes, opposed the long loan policy,

!the fallacy of which has already been
1

pointed out by TuE Gazerre. Right has
prevailed. The foolishness of selling
twenty-year debentures to pay for an
improvement that will have to be renew-
ed in fifteen years has been made ap-
parent, and the exponents of long loans
have beén obliged to confess that they
were wrong. Instead of a twenty-year
loan the pavement will be paid for in six
years. Such a plan will not prove bur-
densome to the taxpayers, and what
would ohterwise be an 'éuﬁarranted debt
will not be made. Thi8 change marks a
new era in the flnancial history of the
city. Short term loans have often been
made before, but not exactly as this one
has, or so cheaply. The money will be
borrowed from the sinking fund on the
security of the debentures, the cham-
berlain thus obtaining & good invest-
ment for his surplus. Such loans are
cut two ways. The sinking fund is better
invested than if lying in the bank while
the city can borrow from the sinking
fund at as low a rate of interest as from
outside.

The council did a wise thing in decid-
ing to obtzin legislation allowing them
to grant the right of way through the
public streets and over city property

John on both sides of the harbor can have
a railway at a very small expense, and
such accommodation will make St. John
a cheap port. It must, however, be borne
in mind by the trade promoting company
that steam hoisting gear is indespenable
on some wharves—particularly those
where steamers are loaded.

In thig connection we would call atten-
tion to the fact that the agitation for grain
elevators seems to have been abandoned.
The Dominion Government need not be
expected to act voluntarily. Kissing goes
by favor and the girl who does not offer
some inducement to her male escort is
rarely kissed.. We can only hope to get
grain elevators from the government by
continual agitation. The game in this
case is worth the candle and a memorial
from the common council is in order be-
fore the session of parliament.

THE NEWSPAPER OF TO-DAY.

A fow weeks ago the Boston Globe
sent a circular letter to Harvard profes-
sors and other gentlemen well known
throughout the country, requesting
replies to these three questions:

1. What is your opinion of the journal-
ism of to-day ? :

2. How do you think the tone of the
modern press can be improved ?

3. What is your ideal of a newspaper ?

In reply, Admiral Porter writes that
“gvery good newspaper added to the ex-
isting number makes one more link in
the chain that “binds civilization to-
gether.” Journalism has its faults, he
continues, but it has vastly improved
‘Over what it was in his boyhood. “There
is a higher tone in the press, much more
life in it, and a vast increase of readable
information.
should soon lose our civilization, the
world would run riot, and in a few years
we should all relapse into barbarism.”

The Admiral, whoit is said, takes 14
«daily papers, continues, “Every editor
should fearlessly speak the truth, and
shame the devil, even if he has to keep
a shotgun at his side.”

This is his idea of a good newspaper :
“It is the one which has the largest cir-
culation, and makes the most money, in-
culcates the highest code of morals, and
contains the best editorials.”

Barrett Wendell, instructor in English,
Harvard University, writes curtly that
his opinion of American journalism is
“low,” that newspaper men lack “the
sense of veracity,” and that his ideal
newspaper is something “not scandal-
ous.”

Rev. Lyman Abbott of: Plymouth
church and “The Christian Union,” says:
—“The American daily papers are mag-
nificent as reporters of daily history, but
lack moral perspective. Ihave been try-
ing for some ten years to make my ideal
of a weekly newspaper in the Christian
Union, and have not yet succeeded; when
I do succeed I shall be ready to retire
from the profession, and give place to a
man whose ideal has not ceased to grow
better and higher as he approached it.”

That veteran journalist and speculator,
Russell Sage is of the opinion that the
press does not improve as the years roll
by. “My ideal of a good newspaper,” he
says, “is one thatshall be (1) clean, (2)
able, (3) honest, (4) brilliant.”

Congressman 8. 8. Cox says: “Those
who complain of journalism because it
makes mistakes of a colossal nature, or
enters into the gossipy domesticities of
people, would quarrel with the sun be-

cause it has spots.”

Professor Hart deems the typical Am-
erican journal of to-day “an attempt such
as had never before been made in the
history of the world to reflect society as
it is.” At the same time he is of the
opinion that the American daily is too
big, and that it should exclude police re-
ports.

Anthony Comstock writes rather petu-
{lantly: “I have suffered very much,” he
| says, “from the gross misrepresentations
{of the press, and I cannot but believe
| that the news department of the majori-

{

i men that are employed to gather the
] news is not of that high order that com-
mends itself to the intelligent part of the

community.”

along the water front. Every wharf in St.

Without the press, we]

T A KANSAS MAN'S SUIT.

A suit is to be tried in Kansas C ty
which may furnish an important prece-
dent. A commercial traveller was re-
cently robbed in one of the streets of that
thriving town, and he now claims dam-
ages from the corporation upon the prin-
cipal that it is bound to protect the lives
and property of its citizens and of the
strangers within its gates.

If the victim has energy to push his
suit through the courts, and money to
meet the expenses of litigation, we know
of no reasons why he should not succeed
in establishing his claim. We pay a pre-
mium on our fire insurance policies, and
we are reimbursed if the property insur-
ed is destroyed or damaged by fire; we
pay our taxes and are provided with
homes in our almshouses if overtaken by
adversity. We also pay taxes for pro-
tection, and if the state neglects to pro-
tect us, the state is answerable as much
as the insurance company, in case the
property insured is damaged or destroy-
eéd. Here in St. John, if one suffers in-
jury through a defect in the sidewalk or
streef, the liability of the corporation is
not denied. Why then is it not liable for
an inadequate or impure water supply,
neglect in streetlighting, or an inefficient
or insufficient police ? - The result of the
case alluded to will be looked for with
interest. The man who pays for protec-
tion, as every taxpayer does, is entitled
to protection as much as the man who
pays for a barrel of flour is entitled to
his barrel of flour.

IN THE BY-WAYS AND HEDGES.

What the Lounger Hears Other People
Talking Aboui and His Views on
Things in General.

The death of Dr. Botsford removes an
old and well known citizen. The late
gentleman was not only an active physi-
cian, but he was also a strong believer
in the future of St. John. And well he
might be. His immediate ancestors were
loyalists and within his own recollection
St. John had grown from an obscure fish-
ing village to the largest city in the
Maritime Provinces. In his life time St.
John had on two or three occasions been
almost swept out of existence by fire, but
on each occasion it had been built up
anew better than before. Is it any
wonder then that such men as Dr. Bots-
ford, men of energy possessed of the
ability to see a few inches beyond their
noses, should have faith in the future of
the city. ‘It had been his lot to witness
the rise and decline of shipbuilding in
our city. He saw that the growth of the
business brought not only increased popu-
lation, but also increased wealth. When
it fell away we held our own in popula-
tion. Dr. Botsford made the city’s inter-
est his individual interest. He was a
loyal man and a good citizen—a man
who was universally respected and
thoroughly sincere in his desire for the

general welfare of the city.
* * *

The death cf Mr. Skinner which occur-
ed the previous week took away about
the last of the second generation of loyal-
ists. Mr. Skinner was the son of a loyal-
ist and had the honor of rearing one of
the most prominent families in the pro-
vince. His eldest son better known as
Judge Skinner is one of St. John’s most
prominent sons, and at the presemt time
one of her representatiyes in the Domin-
ion Parliament. Mr. Skinner from the
prominent position he has taken in the
organization of the St. John Forwarding
and Trade Promoting Company is a firm
believer in St. John. Indeed it is note-
worthy that the men born and reared in
St. John almost to a man have no doubts
as to the future greatness of this city. It
is the men who have found honor and
riches among us who doubt as to the
future of the city.

"% * *

A word about the Forwarding and
Trade Promoting Co. At first when any-
one told a pessimist that this company
was bound to succeed they smiled. But
the gentlemen who compose the com-
pany undeterred by the smiles and sar-
casm of those who would be gratified to
gee the hills of St. John ten feet under
water, kept right along. First they sent
a pioneer packet to the West Indies
laden with a general cargo. Now the
company have determined to send a
clipper ship to the Argentine Republic to
reach there during the visit of the Czna-
dian Commissioner. This is business
and Mr. George Robertson who is the
leading worker in pushing the trade of
St. John is deserving of the thanks of the
entire community. Why would it not
be well for the Trade Promoting Com-
pany to consider the sending of a 1,500
ton clipper ship to Australia. There isa
regular packet line plying between Bos-
ton and Sydney. There ought to be an-
other between St. John and Sydney, and
and another to Melbourne. If the right
kind of vessels are sent out ships and all
could easily be sold.

* * *

The fine weather of the past few days
has allowed the owners of trotters and
family driving horses an opportunity to
i give them an airing on the Marsh Road.
{ Business may be bad and money scarce
| but whether it is or not there seems to be
| a large number of persons who can still
:aﬂ'ord to hire a horse and drive out as

| far as Dan’s.
| *

The disquieting rumors of the past
| week are still being circulated and the
| names of a number of firms who are to
l‘,:111 appearances perfectly solvent are

| freely canvassed by persons who neitherl

seem to know nor care for the injury
they are doing the city’s trade. It would
be well for people who circulate such ru-
mors to make more diligent enquiries
then seem to be made. There is some
truth in a few of the rumors, but the
majority are lies.
THE SAUNTERER.

> o -
What Will Happen in 1888,

It is the unexpected that always hap-
pens. The forecasts which we shall make
this new year will, in the majority of
cases, go wrong. We may think we can
look as far into the future as most people,
but when it comes to the time when 1889
is to be written on our letter-paper we
shall be fain to confess that if we could
have forecast 1888 as it really turned odt
we might have done much better.

1 had the nfore reason then, believing
this, to go to a very celebrated astrologer
yesterday, and get his forecast for 1888.
“1888,” he said, when I consulted him,
“will be a very remarkable year. It is
the only year that has had three figures
alike in it for 111 years, and there cannot
be another one with three similar figures
in it till another 111 have rolled by. It
is the first leap year that has had three
similar figures in it for 444 years; and
yet, strange to say, it will be a bad year
for maidens wishing to marry; in Eng-
land at least, for many months to come,
Venus will be a morning planet, and
Saturn will be in the ascendency at
night. The merry milkmaid, up with
the lark, may listen while—

The old, old story, is told again,
At five o’clock in the morning.

But, unless she gets her swain to put the
marriage vow into writing at once, she
may expect to be jilted some evening.

“For married people,” he continued,
“it will be a stormy year. Not only is
Saturn triumphant, but Mercury will ex-
ercise a.baneful influence throughout the
ensuing twelve months.”

“In what way ?” I naturally inquired.

“Those planets combined,” he replied,
“will lead to family jars. The husband
will go forth to his work in"the morning,
leaving at home a smiling spouse, and
reckoning on an evening of peaceful joy
upon his return at night. But by even-
ing, Venus, which brought him such
blissful anticipations, will have gone be-
low the horizon, and he and his wife will
be subject-to the militant and disturbing
influence of Saturn and Mars. Woe be
to him if he chance to bring home a
friend .to dinner unexpected! Woe if
there be any little peg on which a family
jar may be bung.”

B
Publieations.

Few more fascinating novels have been
published during the past year than The
Silence of Dean Maitland, by Maxwell
Grey, which comes to us from D. Apple-
ton & Co., through Messrs. J. &"A. Mc-
Millan. Though a comparatively, un-
known writer, he proves himself a master
in the school of fiction; his characters are
sharply drawn, his incidents, which are
of absorbing interest, follow each other
naturally, and the plot of the story is
original and admirably worked eut. The
reader is sometimes reminded of Haw-
thorne’s Scarlet Letter, both by the lan-
guage employed and the wierd effects in-
troduced into the story. Sold by J. & A.
McMillan.

= e

The Crown Prince, who i8 to receive a
visit from the Queen, continues to im-
prove. He is now planning a long yacht
cruise as soon as spring opens. The San
Remo correspondent in speaking of him

calls attention to the fact that all the
members of the German Imperial family
have been taught useful trade. The
Crown Prince is an expert jeweller.
Prince William is a glove-maker and
Prince Henry a watchmaker.

8. Joux Bapmist MssioNn CHURCH.—
Sexagesi.na Sunday, 5th Feb., 1888.

Holy Eucharist, 8 a. m.

Mattins Litany and Sermon 11 a. m.

Children’s Service 4 p. m.

Evensong and Sermon, 7,30 p. m.

Wednesday, 8th Feb., Choral Even-
song 8 p. m.

Thursday, 9th Feb., Holy Eucharist,
7.30 a. m.

Other Daily Services—Mattinsat 9 a. m.
Evensong 5.30.

HUMPHRIE’S

Homeopathic Remedies.

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
. (Golden Med'l Discovery.
o Pellets.
Lydia Pinkham’s Compound.
idney Wort.
Vegetine, dry.
Burdock Blood Bitters.
= Hils,

For sale low by L
R. D. McARTHUR,

Medical Hall. No. 59 Charlotte Street,
Opp. King Square.

Now Opened

All our Annuals for 1887, including
Boys' Own, Girls'Own,

ST, NICHOLAS,
Chatterbox, &c.,&c.

Procure them early and avoid the
Rush.

FOR SALE BY

J. & A. McMILLAN.

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
BILIQUSNESS, DIZZINESS,
DYSPEPSIA DROPSY,

FLUTTERING
2 (}F ‘I‘HEF HEART,
.THE STOMACH,
NESS
OF THE SKIN,
And every species of disease i

m_disordered LIVER, A
STOMACH, BOWELS OR BLOOD.

To MILBURN & G o Proprietors,

TORONTO.

HOLIDAY GOODS

Suitable for Christmas Presents.
LADIES' AND GENTS

Dressing Cases,

In Plush and Leather.

(love and Handkerchiel Boxss

In Plush and Leather.

CUT GLASS BOTTLES, HAND MIR-
RORS, WHISK HOLDERS, in new
designs, ODOR CASES, SHAV-
ING SETS, CELLULOID
BRUSHES and
COMBS.

A large assortment of LupIN’s, ATRINSON’S,
RmvmumeL’s, CoLGATE's and RICKSECKER'S

Perfumesand Cologne

Engraved

Cologne & Bay Rum Bottles,

Prices will be found low.

A. C. Smith & Co,,

CHARLOTTE ST.

The Victoria™ Skaing RILK.

ILL be opened for the season (weather per-
mitting),on THURSDAY EVENING next,
the 22nd instant, when a Bard will be in attend-

ance,
PRICES OF TICKETS.

Single Ticket to Shareholder,
“ o Non-Shareholder, ... 6
Shareholder’s Family Ticket, admitting one 1

only,
Non-Shareholder’s Family Ticket,.. o
Additional Tickets to holders of Family
Tickets, each
Lady Shareholder’s Ticket,
Tic‘l‘xet to

-
Non-Shareholder’s Ticket,

Lady Non-resident per month,
Gentleman Non-resident per mo.,.
Gentleman Shareholder’s Promenade Ticket,
“  Non-shareholder’s * =
Lady, lgharehg‘lder's Promenade Ticket,

on
Tickets can be had at the Secretary’s Office,120

after Wednesday
t building & new

o b0 COBD - Lo
STLSLIIIS2 88

Prince William Street, on an
next. The Directors are abofi i
room in connection with the Rink, which may be
rented at a small figure, where gnthermzs of sub-
scribers can take })lacg, and where refreshments
may be provided if desired. A Band will be in at-
tendance on_ the usual afternoons and evenings
throughont the season.

Dated 20th December, 1887.

A. C. JALDINE,

G. C. COSTER,
Prerident.

Secretary.

ESTABLISHED 1868.

GED ROBERTSON& Go.

WHOLESALE GROCERS

—AND—

West India Merchants

Office, 50 King Street,
Warehouse, 17 Water Street.

Uptown Store,

50 KING STREET.

Business Respectfully Soliei-
ted by
Co,,

Geo. Robertsonds

Office 50 King Street.

WE HAVE TUMBLED

down prices and will give by Lottery to our cus-
tomers three valuable Framed Pictures onthe 3rd
day of January next.

CHRISTMAS CARDS,

One Cent.” Y
PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS,

Twenty-five Cents.

Our Large Stock inc[udes

PICTURES, MOULDINGS, ROOM PAPER,
BOOKS, of all Kinds PLUSH GOODS, WORK
BOXES, WRITING DESKS

And a very large variety of other goods selling
very cheap.

J. CRAWFORD,

Portland, News Depot.

BRANCHES:
Corner Duke and Sidney and Prussels

Street.

MORE HEAT,

Less Coal-----Perfect Ventilation,

THE undersigned will be found for a few days

at 24 Nelson Street, where he will be pleas-
ed to exYlmn to those interested this new and
wonderfu

Strout System of Heating and
Ventilating,

gatented in the Dominion, and which is
orough working order in the Uni

recently
also in t
States as_per the following certificate from the
Rev. Dr. Talmage, of the Brooklyn Tabernacle.

JAMES L. ATCHESON,

BroOkLYN, January 8th, 1887.
All to whom it may coneern :

Tabernacle

This is to certify that the Brooklﬁn
STROUT system,

is heated and ventilated by the
manufactured by Strout & Williams, and that &
has proved a decided success. It is doing the
work with Iwo of the largest furnaces cut off;
where we before used four small farnaces an
two ln-.r%e ones, we now use only the four small
;)lt‘les with much better results than formerly with
€ SIX.

T. DEWITT TALMAGE,
Pastor of Brooklyn Tabernacle.

JOHN WOOD, Treasurer.
Brooklyn Tabernacle, January 10th, 1887,

$10,000

Worth of good

Ready - Made -Glothing

g

AGreat Reduction to Clear

— I N—

Nens, Youlds' and  Dogs.

Scotch, English and Canadian
TWEED SUITS, OVERCOATS,
ULSTERS and REEFERS.
Fine Corkscrew and Diagonal
SUITS,OVERCOATS, ULSTERS
and REEFERS.

Pilot, Beaver, Melton, and Nap Cloth
OVERCOATS, ULSTERS AND
REEFERS.

150 Chamois Lined and Rub-
ber Lined Blizzard Coats.

500Pairs Men’sall-wool work-
ing Pa.nts$ from $1.90 to

P ol fr Cisom Work,

For Christmas

MIXED CANDIES, POP CORN,
ORANGES, LEMONS,
—ALSO—

OYSTERSSHELLED

By the Quart or Gallon and sent
home from

18 King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11, 13 and 256 WATER ST.

CHAMPAGNES.

Leading High Brands—Qts. & Pts.

MOSELLE.
SAUTERNE AND CLARETS.
BELFAST SODA and
CANTRELL AND CUCHRANE
G%ER ALE

AND WHOLESALE.

The Leading Brands—Qts. & Pts.
IRISH AND SCOTCH WHISKIES.

Scotch and English Tweed Suitings,
Corkscrew and Diagonal Suitings.

Beaver, Pilot, Meltons and
Nap=-Cloth Overcoatings.

English Hairline Trousering
in all the latest patterns.

These goods are first-class in quality and will
be made up at a very low figure, the best materials
used, fit and satisfaction guaranteed every time.

You should call and examine my fine stock of

Gents’ Furnishing Goods

IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATTA SHIRTS,
FLANNEL TOP SHIRTS, Fancy Kronts, CAR-
DIGAN JACKETS, WOOL GLOVES, KID
MITTS. COLLARS, TIES, WHITE LINEN
HANDKERCHIE $, SILK HANDKERCHIEFS,
SHAWL STRAPS, BRACES, TRUNKS,
VALISES, &e.

100 dozen all-wool Shirts and

Drawers, at the

City Market Clothing Hall,

51 Charlotite Street,

T. YOUNGCLATN.
NOTICE

S HEREBY GIVEN THAT APPLICATION
will be made to the Local Legislature at its
next Session for an Act to incorporate the Cana-
dian Gas Light and Heat Company, for the pur-
pose of making Gas from oil or petroleum forillu-
mination and heating purposes, with power to lay
pipes in public Streets and with such other powers
and for such other purposes as are incident there-

BRANDIES. e
HOLLAND GIN,

JUST LANDING.
Special Highland Blend W hiskey.

GZAELIC—OLD SMUGGLER.
THE “PROVOST,”%RISH.
“ “VICEROY," d3
« “SHAMROCK,” IRISH.
“GRO. ROE” * and ***,

THOS. L. BOURKE.
WHEN ORDERING YOUR

Christmas Oysters,

Do not forget the New Oyster Store,

5 KING SQUARE.

8~ 0YSTERS delivered to any part of the
City and Portland.

CHAS. H, JACKSON,

For Chriétmas Oysters

GO TO

S. BRUCEPE
OysterHous

9 King Square (North sid

e

“«

Qysters delivered to ali paris of the Ci

“’Dated St. John, Dec. 12th, 1887,

count mado on Family and Hotel Orders,

ot

b~}
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FOR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

A COLUMN OF GOSSIP AND HINTS
FOR OLD AND YOUNG GIRLS.

What Wemen all Over the World are
Talking and Thinking Abowut.

In olden times it was considered the
privilege of the bridegroom’s friends to
pull the garter from the blushing bride’s
knee;, immediately after the wedding
ceremofiy, and the man who was lucky
enough to ebtain it was looked upon with
envy Dy his fellows. In those days gar-
ters were frequently adorned with pre-
cious stones, but this custom also fell in-
to disuse, and the garter sank into insig-
nificance, until now fashion has again
decreed that it shall come into promin-
ence once more. Garters of the most
costly and extravagant style are now all
the go, and the windows of the leading
jewelers in Paris are gorgeous with dis-
plays of unique and costly designs of
garters and garter-buckles. The fashion
was revived some time ago, and tha re-
sponsibility for it is laid at the door of
ex-Queen Isabella of Spain. Thatlady has
been one of the leaders of fashion since
she gave up the business ‘of running a
government, and the news that she had
given an order to a prominent jeweler in
Paris for a pair of garters so studded with
diamonds as to conceal the ribbons, set
all the fashionable ladies agog. Imme-
diately afterward they flooded the jewel-
ers with orders as elaborate as their
purses could afford, and now the garter-
fever is all about. A Sun reporter called
upon the leading jewelers recently, to as-
certain the latest and newest styles. At
Tiffany’s, the manager said that orders
for garters had been recently received
which would rival in expense those re-
ported to have been given by the Euro-

" pean ladies. A number, he said, had
heen filled at a cost exceeding fifteen
hundred dollars a pair. A great many
garters have been sold for one thousand
dollars, and afew for double that amcunt.
He showed the reporter fifty different
styles which he selected at random from
the large stock. Some were quite moder-
ate in price, but all were beautiful. “We
have all sorts of customers for them,” he
‘said, “from tottering patriarchs to bash-
ful young bridegrooms. Among the pur-
chasers are many persons prominent in
society. Some of the orders have entail-
ed upon us a great deal of trouble and
work, as we have had to employ special
- artists to get up the designs required.
The old style of dividing a pair of garters
is gaining ground again among betrothed
couples. The young lady wears one and
her sweetheart the other. The latter
wears his, I believe, upon the arm.” The
garters are made with gold or silver
buckles, and decorated to suit, or some-
times they are made of metal altogether.
The ornamentation consists in engraving,
filagree work, and precious stones. Dia-
monds, rubies, and sapphires are the
favorites, but pearls, emeralds, and the
golden topaz are also used frequently.
Appropriate mottoes, ciphers understood
by the giver and his lady love only, and
declarations of love are among the in-
scriptions, which are often emblazoned
with gems. One of the mest beautiful
and most expensive of those shown the
reporter, was so cunningly made that the
words of adoration were unnoticeable be-
cause of the sparkle of the diamonds un-
less closely scrutiniged. The portrait of
the lover is among the designs. Antique
coins, appropriately set, with inscriptions
on the reverse side, and laughable but
artistic reproductions of insects are not
uncommon. The most royal of all the
designs seen by the reporter was made
of small blocks of the purest gold, bound
together by links of flexible gold. The
links allowed the garter to be stretched
to fit. Each block was a half-inch square
and’ a quarter-inch_thick. The lower
side was smooth, with pretty bevelled
edges. The top was worked into a mass
of crusted gold, and contained three bril-
liant gems of largest size and purest
water—a diamond, a ruby, and a sap-
phire. There were just 4 dozen blocks,
and the links that connected them were
sufficiently large to fill out the required
length. Where the ends of the garter
fastened together, a smooth shield of
gold bore the monogram of the owner set
in diamonds. The garter struck the top-
most notch of beauty and artistic effect.
It was also the most expensive the re-
porter saw. Crests set in diamonds are
among the orders received from the se-
‘lect few who are supposed to be the lead-
ers of New York society. The oldest and
most unique affair is, however, the
«Campanile bell.” This is cut out of a
block of gold. The tongue is frequently
formed of a large gem. The gold is suf-
ficently bard to give out a distinct and
clear tinckle when the bell is jostled.
The idea ig that the ring of the bell can
be heard when the wearer moves about,
and that will make it apparent to the in-
itated that she has on one of those costly
garters, without her having to explain.
* * *
Concerning a Paris first night, George
W. Smalley thus writes to the New York
Tribune: “Few toilets were brilliant, or
even fresh. Fewer women were in full-
dress. Even in two of the stage-boxes
there were ladies in mourning costume,
as they commonly, or often, are on or-
dinary nights. In the balcony, bonnets
were worn universally. A French wo-
man has long since made up her mind
that she ean nol uncover her Lead inside
a theatre, except in a box, What seem-

ed odd was that some of these bonneted
ladies were in low gowns ; not ball-gowns,
but cut square at the neck ; one or two of
them sleeveless. As for the men, they
were for the most part in what here pas-
ses for evening dress, with black neck-
ties. Perhaps itis because Frenchwo-
men dress well, that Frenchmen dress 8o
badly. What has befallen the French
tailor that he can not, or that most of
them can not, construct an evening suit ?
Half the men look as if they had hired
their dress-coats for the evening, so ill-
fitting were these difficult garments.
Waistcoats were so cut as to show as lit-
tle as possible of shirts, not always so
clean that you cared to see more of them.
The neckties were most.y of that order of
architecture known as grotesque ; some-
times a mere rag; sometimes flaunting
in elaborate black bows, and hiding half
the narrow expanse of shirt which' the
glit in the waistcoat permitted to be

seen.”

* * *

We may never again be threatened
with hoops “eight yards wide,” such as a
ballad of 1753 is righteously severe upon,
but so long as eccentricity with some
passes for beauty, there will be revivals,
more or less complete, of the hoop and
the crinoline. Robert Chambers shows
how Edinburgh society suffered, “within
his memory, under the tyranny of hoops.
In the morning a lady put on a “pocket
hoop,” resembling a pair of small pan-
niers. For occasions, not quite full dress,
there was to be worn a bell-hoop—a
petticoat-frame in shape like a bell—
made of cane or rope! For full state
thers was provided a hoop so monstrous
that “people saw half of it enter the room
before the wearcr.” This, the matter-of-
fact chronicler goes on to say, was found
“inconvenient.” So inconvenient was it
that in the narrow passages and entries
of Edinburgh Old Town, “ladies tilted
them up and carried them under their
arms;in case of this happening, there
was a show petticoat below.” This happy
audacity has been denied to women of
later days, althougb there were times
wken it would have relieved perplexity
and spared much annoyance. Solong as
these facts remain, or John Leech’s draw-
ings are remembered, surely the shape-
less horrors of crinoline should be im-
possible of renewal.—Woman’s World.

* * *

A writer in the Washington Critic
says: “Young ladies in ‘society’ some-
times do queer things, but seldom does
one venture on such a remarkably bold
line of action as one young person did in
this city while at a dinner-party not
many months ago. During a luil in the
‘conversation, she quietly remarked to
the young gentleman who took her in to
dinner: ‘Let me see your pocket-book.’
Not knowing what to make of such a pe-
culiar request, the young man quietly
produced his pocket-book, and handed it
to her. She took it, calmly opened it,
and took out a roll of bills amounting to
two hundred dollars—all the money it
conteined. Then saying to her victim,
‘T will buy me a ring to-morrow,’ she as
calmly handed back the empty leather
case to him, ‘and put the money in her
own pocket. The man preferred to lose
the money rather than press his claim
for it upon her relatives, and submitted
to-what was simply a piece of bare-faced
robbery. But he wont escort that young
woman to another dinner-table, even if
he lives to be as old as George Washing-
ton’s favorite body-servant.” The story
is a very pretty one. But the Washing-
ton young man should not carry around
solarge a boodle.. The attempt might be
made on society young men in many
other cities with less alarming results.

“Swipes’ ” Deadly Blow.

Simon Besser, better known as
“Swipes, the Newsboy,” has leaped into
notoriety in a remarkably short space of
time, through the tragic ending of his
fight with Billy Dempsey. Dempsey,
who was employed part of the time in the
press-room of a New York daily news-
paper, was in poor circumstances. He
was poorly clothed, and nearly freezing
when the promoters of the fight suggest-
ed the mill. He very eagerly accepted the
proposition, saying :

“Yes, I will fight if you will give me
$5 with which to buy an overcoa*.”

On the way to the fight Dempsey, who
had on only a short diagonal coat, com-
plained of being chilly and said that he
ought to be home with his wife and child.
He had no training at all, and while
waiting for the referee to give the word
he said to his seconds: “Keep rubbing
me down, I’'m awful chil]{{.” Those were
the last words he spoke. He wasnervous,
and when time was called led off. His
right landed on “Swipes’ ” neck. “Swipes”
answered back viciously at Dempsey’s
body, but the blow was parried and in-
fighting became the order. “Swipes”
gent in a genuine sledge hammer stroke
with his left on Dempsey’s stomach.
Dempsey groaned and grew pale, and as
he came up again “Swipes’ led with his
left again, swinging it with terrific force
on Dempsey’s right temple and he went
down like a dog. Ina moment he began
frothing at the mouth. The crowd cried
“«Fake ! fake!” and “Duffer!” One of his
geconds caught Dempsey in his arms, and
lifting him up, said :

“Billy, don’t give in! Pshaw, man, you
are good yet,” but a wild clutching into
air was the only answer, and in a mo-
ment life had fled. In the dead man’s
pockets were found a plug of tobacco, a
nickel, a brass key and a pawn ticket,
dated Jan. 7, for 50 cents on a mufller.
Everybody was surprised and no one
more than Besser himself, when he was
exonera ed and discharged from custody
| at the coroner’s inquest. 1t was Besser's
| fourth fight and the third that he has
¥ T e | |
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prize ring again.

THE HARBOR QUESTION.

A REVIEW OF ALD. ROBERTSON’S
HARBOR STATEMENT.

The Harbor of St. John a Valuable
Asset, but a Constant Bill of Ex«
pense to the Taxpayers.

The citizens of St. John are certainly
indebted to Alderman Robertson for an
exhaustive statement of the income and
expenditures of the harbor of 8t. John.
It is a pity that the chairman of some
other civic departments would not also
take the public into their confidence and
give them the details of the expenditures
and receipts of their departments.

The evident intention of Alderman
Rotertson’s array of figures is to convince
the citizens that the harbor of St. John
is a revenue producing asset, and conse-
quently it is not advisable to put it into
commission. Ald. Robertson is an ac-
countant, and a man of intelligence. In
attempting 1o prove that it is in the in-
terests of the citizens to.continue their
ownership of the harbor, he must know
that from a civi¢standpoint, he is simply
making himself ridiculous. In 1882he
was convinced that it was in the best in-
terests of the harbor and the city that
the former should be put in commission.
He voted for a commission and accepted
the plan upon which the Dominion Act
of 1882 was based. After the act had be-
came law, he opposed the report of the
delegation, who had obtained the passage
of the bill through parliament on the
very slim ground that the bill provided
for the appointment of only one commis-
sioner by the City of St. John, instead of
two as the resolution of the council in-
structing the delegation stated. The re-
port passed however, by alarge majority.
Looking over Mr. Robertson’s past record,
it is plain that he has changed his mind.

Mr. Robertson makes the statment that
th8 harbor paid the city last year the
sum of $10,404,20. That the surplus was
this no one will question. But how was
this surplus obtained ? First by doubling
the wharfage dues of every vessel'enter-
ing the port. Mr. Robertson may crawl
into the same hole that some other anti-
commission aldermen do and say the
harbor dues have not been increased.
True, the legal dues have not been in-
creased, but prior to 18 months ago,
wharf owners only charged half the
wharfage dues allowed by law. By
doubling the wharfage rates the City of
St. John has been enabled to get $2,-
509,59 more out of its property than the
year previous. If the same rates prevail-
ed as in 1882, the revenues of the whele
harbor including fisheries and west side
properties, which Mr. Robertson omits,
would not exceed $28,000 or $2,000, less
than in 1882. In other words the revenue
has only been kept up by doubling the
wharfage rates, and is not due to increas-
ed trade. Mr. Robértson omits to mention
this fact. It will be generally admitted
that the temporary benefits of such a
plan will be of no lasting good to ﬁl_m'e
trade of the port. It is also unfair for
Ald. Robertson to omit from his review
the west side wharves. Strictly speaking
these properties are directly under the
control of the west side common lands
committee, but the wharves are part of
the harbor, and no account of harbor re-
venues is complete without them. Were
they omitted because they would show a
declining revenue, or was it because they
are not directly under the control of the
harbor committee ? In this connection it
is just as well to point out that while the
expenditure for repairs this year was less
than $1,500, it was in 1885 in the neigh-
borhood of $10,000, and further, that the
average yearly expenditure for repairs in
the past three years has been over §3,000.
Therefore had the wharfage rates not
been doubled last year, and had the
average amount been expended in re-
pairs then Ald. Robertson’s balance of

than $2,000.

At the best the apparent balances, are
fictitious and deceiving inasmuch as the
taxpayer gets no-direct benefit from it
whatever. It may be of benefit to some
generation away in the future, but the
present tax-payers and the generation
which follows will still have to go down
into their pockets every year to help pay
the bills of the harbor.

Ald. Robertson says the net revenue of
the harbor last year was $24,005.57. Let
us examine the statement and see how
much the direct benefits are.

Reed’s Point wharf paid $6,051.59. This
money is held in reserve by the cham-
berldin to pay off city debt bonds accru-
ing each year, the balance going to swell
the Pettengill wharf sinking fund.

Public wharfand pier, $4,225.95. Every
dollar of this money goes to pay interest
and sinking fund. None of it is present-
ly available to reduce taxation.

North and South wharves $826.52.
This money goes into the genmeral re-
venue account to pay interest and sink-
ing fund on bonds issued on account of
these wharves. This amounted last year
according to Ald. Robertson’s own state-
ment to $1,500, showing a dead loss on
this account alone of upwards of $675.

Adam’s wharf $925.85. Mortgaged to
pay a special loan of $2,870.

The other revenues of the harbor are:
Charlotte street extension.. :

Sydney Market wharf
Untou stteet slip. ..
North sllp

Vessels in stream
Anchorage dues. .......
{ Harbor Masters fees

Rentals.. .

3.888 84
3,507.75
225 00

$10,000 would have been reduced to less |

Therefore of the total net revenue of
the harbor of $24,000 there only went
into the coffers of the city the small sum
of $10,156, and of this sum a part of the
purchase money of the Sydney Market
Wharf of $800 is chargeable to this year’s
account. The balance sheet of the har-
bor and the annual assessment would be
something like this:

Net Revenue of the Harbor............ $10,156 52
Te be decucted.
Cost of Management of Harbor, $2,754 81
Assessments levied on account
of Harbor 6,154 16
$673 48

Loss on Market Wharves,...... P
$9,582 45

This way of figuring makes a decidedlv
different showing from that of Ald.
Robertson, but it is nevertheless the cor-
rect way in which to view harbor finan-
ces. Itis not disputed thatthe harbor
of St. John is a valuable property not
that the revenue last year was in the
neighborhood of $33,000. The point we
desire to make clear to the citizens is that
no matter how much the revenues of the
harbor amount to they are all absorbed
to pay interest, and that instead of being
a source of revenue to the city the harbor
in reality costs the ratepayers at least
three thousand dollars a year under the
present system of management. It would

be otherwise if the harbor were put into |

commission. The city would of course
lose the revenue but the purchase money,
when invested, would so add to the
sinking fund that the assessment eould
be reduced by EIGHT THOUSAND DOLLARS
immediately, and in the course of three
or four years the reduction in the annual
assessment would be upwards of $25,000.
This statement can easily be proven cor-
rect, and we challenge Ald. Robertson to
prove otherwise, or to gainsay what has
already been said in Tae Gazerre. There
is not the slightest-doubt that the harbor
commission would be the greatest boon
the taxpayers of St. John could obtain,
and the sogner the question is taken in
hand by the citizens and galvanized
into life again the better for the future of
the harbor.

To organize the commission is not only
the best but the very best thing that can
be done in the interests of the harbor
and trade of the city, but it is the very
best thing also for the citizens. Let the
question be taken updivested of its politi-
cal toggery amnd tested on its merits.
No same man who has ever given the
question sufficient consideration to
master it but knows that we state the
truth.

-
<l

Literary Notes.

Lord Brassey is preparing for the press
the last journals of his late wife, Lady
Brassey.

Mr. E. C. Stedman has becp enabled to
devote a few spare hours to verse lately,
and he:contributes to the current num-
ber of the Independent a poem in com-
memoration of Lord Byron’s hundredth
anniversary.

Mr. Robert Louis Stevenson enters the
lists against the realistic writers in the
February number of Scribner’s. His
arguments against realism in fiction are
somewi:at similar to those used by John
Burroughs in a recent issue of The Epoch.

The first English daily paper ever pub-
lished in Berlin recently made its ap-
pearance in that city. The name of the
new journal is thé Morning News.

Mr. Ruskin has written for the Maga-
zine of Art an article on “The Black Arts.”
It is to be illustrated with reproductions
of three of his own original drawings.

In spite of what the Athenznum calls
“the patent absurdity” of the theory,
Messrs. Sampson, Low & Co., intend to
bring out an English edition of Mr. Don-
nelly’s volume, and the author is going
over to London to defend his views in
person.

The author of *“Margaret Kent’—who
is reported to be Mrs. Ellen Olney Kirk
—has written & new novel which Tick-
nor & Co., will publish immediately. It
is entitled “Queen Money,” and is a study
of society in New York city. Another
story just coming from the Ticknor press
is Edward Bellamy’s “Looking Backward;
2000—1887.” 1t is understood that it is
wierd in character. .

Sir Prederick Pollock, when visiting
Tennyson one day, asked the poet which
he preferred ot his two poems, “Enoch
Ar(?en” and “Aylmers Field.” Tenny-
son frankly replied “Enoch Arden,”
which he thought was very perfect and a
beautiful story. “Aylmer’s Field” had
given him more trouble than anything
he ever did. At one time he had to put
it aside altogether for six months; the
story was so intractable, and it was so
difficult to deal with modern manners
and conversation. The Indian relative
was introduced solely for the sake of the
dagger which was to be the instrument
of the lover’s suicide.

Pretty Kitchens.

There is no objection to a pretty kit-
chen, or to a girl filling one up with bric-
a-brac, if she keeps it free from dust. A
kitchen, to thcse who do the work in it,
is a living rcom, and why should 1t not
be made convenient and pretty? If the
kitchen is a comfortable, cheery room,
most girls will take a pride in keeping it
so. Give them pink colored tissue paper
for the shelves if they wish it, and a
fancy lamp shade to rest by after the
kitchen is tidied up for the night. See,

too, that they have convenient utensils
to cook with, a good clothes wringer and
?len_ty of clothespins, and a gcod stove.

t will pay you well to look after these
things in the good, wholesome dishes
that will come on to the table well cook-
ed. Many girls have to do with make-
shifts that you would not think possible
for yourself to use—a broken wrincer, a
tub without handles, or a wash-boiler or
a tea-keitle with a rag runthrough a hole
to prevent leaking No girl likes to ask
for repairs, and oftentimes the m’'stress
is too careless to look well after the little
things of the kitchen. I would add, let
the girl’s sleeping room be a pleasant, at-
tractive place. Many a horse has better

| quarters for rest than our servants have.
@ W1 1f not appreciative at firss,
! . $10,156 52 | Jearn to be so.—Detroit Tribune.
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MANKS & CO.,

Ladies’ Astrachan Jackets,

GENTLEMEN'S COATS,
LR 7 o
ASTBACHAN, COON, DOG., WOLF AND LAMB.
Coat Linings, Collars and Cuffs, Cloves
: and Mitts.

Beaver Capes, Muffs, Collars and Stoles.

BLACK MARTIN, CAPES, MUFFS, and COLLARS.

Seal Muffs, Capes and Collars.
: “Also a large Jine of
Cheap Capes, and Muffs, Gray WoH and
Buffalo Robes.

50 KINC STRET.
DOWLINC BROS.

ave received and are
Now Selling at the Lowest Cash Prices

A NUMBER OF USEFUL ARTICLES IN

DRY GOODS

—FOR THE—

XMAS SEHASON.

WOOL FASCINATORS ; FUR CAPES: -
LADIES” WOOL GLOVES AND MITTS;
KID GLOVES; KID MITTS
COLLARS*AND CUFFS, for Ladies and Gentlemen ; \
GENTLEMEN’S SILK SCARFS ; .
GENTLEMEN'S EASHMERE MUFFLERS;

GE MEN’S SUSPENDERS ;
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S MERINO AND LAMBS’ WOOL UNDERWEAR.

We have reduced a special line of

DRESS MATERIALS

From 15c¢. to 10c. per yard to clear,

At 49 Charlotte St., City Market Building.

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,

60 and 62 Prince William Street.
BUILDERS’ HARDWARE:

A full line of above in LOCKS, HINGES, KNOBS, GLASS, NAILS, PAINTS, OILS,
and the numerous goods comprised in this Department

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:

In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE TRONS, COAL VASES,
: DISH COVERS, &c., &c.

PLATED WARE:

Best SPOONS, FORKS, &c., in manyZdesigns: CASTERS, CAKE BASKETS
BUTTER COOLERS, ICE PITCHERS, and a variety of other articles,
a large stock always on hand: FINE CUTLERY, Table and
Pocket: SILVER GOODS, fFANCY GOODS, &ec.

Call and Examine our Stock,
Prices as Low as any in the Trade.
SPORTING GOODS, suitable for the Season.
Wholesale and Retail.

CHRISTMAS CARD from-

W. TREMAINE GARD,

NO. 81 KING STREET, under Victoria Hotel.
HEAD QUARTERS FOR FINE

Gold:SilverWatches,Jewelry

The Great Holidayassortmentinow complete, and offered at low=
est possible prices to ensure sales of Standard and Sterling marked
Goldfilled and proofplate soods of the very latest styles and novel=
ties for Ladies, Gents and Juveniles, in Gold and Silver articles of
all kinds SUITABLE FOR HOLIDAY GIFTS. Gold Spectacles and
Eyeglasses, Walking Canes, Bronzes, -and A 1 silverware in ABUN-
dance. Lots of Diamonds and other Gems on hand and set to order
as required. oSolid gold jewellry made and repaired. Satisfaction

guaranteed by ,
W. TREMAINE CGARD,

Inspection
Goldsmith and Jeweler.

Called for.
Ladies

E. C. MARCH.

Gentlemen

REQUIRING

Overshoes
Rubbers

Sheuld call at the
AMERICAN

Rubber Store,

65 Charlotte Street,

235~ Ask to see our immense Stock of LADIES’
WATERPROOF CLOAKS
AT ALL PRICES.

New Cloths

FOR WINTER,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

MERCHANT TAILORS.

DeFOREST & MARCH,

A. F. DEFOREST.
FOSTER’S CORNER,
42 KING STREET.

87 CHARLOTTE ST.,

MURDOCH'S
NEW FRUIT

—AND—

Confectionery  Store.

All kinds of New and Choice Fruit and
Confectionery constantly on hand.

JOSEPH A. MURDOCH.

I HAVE NOW ON HAND A FULL
LINE OF
Winter  Overcoatings,

SUITINGS AND ULSTERINGS

To which I invite the attention
of my Customers.

A. R. CAMPBELL,
46 KING STREET,
Over Colonial Book Store.
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WILL 0' THE MILL.

BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON,

[Continued.]

And yet this would scarcely parallel the
intensity of Will's feeling for the plain. If
he could only go far enough out there, he felt
as if his eyesight would be purged and clari-
fied, as if his hearing would grow more deli-
cate and his very breath would come and go
with luxury. He was transplanted and
withering where he was; he lay in a strange
country and was sick for home. Bit by bit
he pieced together broken notions of the
world below; of the river, ever moving and
growing until it sailed forth into the majes-
tic ocean; of the cities, full of brisk and
beautiful people, playing fountains, bands of
music and marble palaces, and lighted up
at night from end to end with artificial stars
of gold; of the great churches, wise univer-
sities, brave armies and untold money lying
stored in vaults; of tho high flying vice that
moved in the sunshine and the stealth and
swiftness of midnight murder. I have said
he was sick as if for home: the figure halts.
He was like some one lying in twilit, form-
less pre-existence, and stretching out his
hands lovingly toward many colored, many
sounding life. It wasno wonder he was un-
bkappy, he would go and tell the fish: they
were made for their life, wished for no more
than svorms and running water and a hole
below a falling bank; but he was differently
designed, full of desires and aspirations, itch-
ing at the fingers, lusting with the eyes,
whom the whole vaniegated world could not
satisfy with aspects. The true life, the true
bright sunshine, lay far out upon the plain.
And O! to see this sunlight once before he
died! to move with a jocund spirit in a
golden land! to hear the trained singers and
sweet church bells and see the holiday gar-
dens! ‘“And O fish!” he would cry, “if you
would ouly turn your noses down
you could swim so easily into the fabled
waters and see the vast ships passing over
your head like clouds, and hear the great
water hills making music over you all day
long!” But the fish kept looking patiently in
their own direction, until Will hardly knew
whether to laugh or cry.

Hitherto the traffic on the road had passed
by Will, like something seen in a picture; he
had perhaps exchanged salutations with a
tourist, or caught sight of an old gentleman
in a traveling cap at a carriage window; but
for the most part it had been a mere symbol,
which he contemplated from apart and with
something of a superstitious feeling. A time
came at last when this was to be changed.
The miller, who was a greedy man in his
way, and never forewent an opportunity of
honest profit, turned the mill house into a
little wayside inn, and, several pieces of good
fortune falling in opportunely, built gtables
and got the position of postmaster on the
road. It now becamo Will's duty to wait
upon people, as they sat to break their fasts
in the little arbor at the top of the mill gar-
den; and you may be sure that he kept his ears
open, and learned many new things about the
outside world as he brought the omelet or the
wine. Nay, he would often get into con-
wversation with single guests, and by
adroit questions and polite attention, not

only gratify his own curiosity, but win
the goodwill of the travelers. Many compli-
mented the old couple on their serving boy,
and a professor was eager to take him away
with him and have him properly educated in
the plain. The miller and his wife were
mightily astonished and even more pleased.
They thought it a very good thing that they
should have opened their inn. ‘“You see,”
the old man would remark, ‘“he has a kind of
talent for a publican; he never would have
made anything else!” And so life wagged on
in the valley, with Migh satisfaction to all
concerned but Will. Every carriage that left
the inn door seemed to take a part of him
away with it, and when people jestingly
offered him a lift he could with difficulty
command his emotion. Night after night he
© would dream that he was awakened by
flustered servants, and that a splendid equi-
' page waited at the door to carry him down
. into the plain; night after night; until the
. dream, which had seemed all jollity to him
. at first, began to take ona color of gravity,
and the nocturnal summons and waiting
equipage occupied a place in his mind as
something to be both feared and hoped for.
. One day, when Will was about 16, a fat
young man arrived at sunset to pass -the
. night. He was a contented looking fellow,
\with a jolly eye, and carried a knapsack.
g While dinner was preparing he sat in the ar-
bor to read a book; but as soon as he had be-
gun to observe Will the book was laid aside;
he was plainly one of those who prefer liv-
ing people to people made of ink and paper.
‘Will,"on his part, although he had'not been
much interested in the stranger at first sight,
soon began to take a great deal of pleasure in
his talk, which was full of good nature and
good sense, and at last conceived a great re-
‘spect for his character and wisdom. They
‘sat far into the night, and about 2 in the
., mo1 _ing Will opened his heart to the young
¥ man and told him how he longed to leave
the valley, and what bright hopes he had
- connected with the cities of the plain. The
young man whistled and then broke into a
smile,

“My young friend,” he remarked, ‘‘you
ave a very curious little fellow to be sure,
#and wish a great many things which you will
fnever get. Why, you would feel quite
ashamed if you knew how the little fellows
i{in these fairy cities of yours are all after the
}isame sort of nonsense and keep breaking
H their hearts to get up into the mountains.
R And let me tell you, those who go down into
M the plains are a very sHort while there before
Hthey wish themselves heartily back again.
H The air is not so light nor so pure, nor is the
i{sun any brighter. As for the beautiful men
gland women, you would see many of them in
; rags and many of them deformed With hor-
Hrible disorders; and a city is so hard a place
[§for people who are poor and sensitive that
Hmany choose to die by their own hand.”
i ‘“You must think me very simple,” an-
Hswered Will. ‘“Although I bave never been
Mout of this valley, believe me, I have used
@my eyes. I know how one thing lives on an-
other; for instance, how the fish hangs in the
¢, eddy to catch his fellows; and the shepherd,
¢ who makes 80 pretty a picture carrying home
F:t;he lamb, is only carrying it home for din-
ner. Ido not expect to find all things right
(in your cities. That is not what troubles me.
}It. might have been that once upon a time;
{but although I live here always, I haveasked
many questions and learned a great deal in
these last years, and certainly enough to cure
ame of my old fancies. But you would not
‘have me die like a dog and not see all that is
it be seen, and do all that a man can do, let
iit be good or evil? you would not have me
spend all my days between this road here and
-the river, and not so much as make a motion
;to be up and live my life?—I would rather die
out of hand,” he cried, “‘than linger on asI |
¥ am doing.”

- happy.”
“Ah!” said Will, “if there are thousands
.who would like, why should not one of them
have my place?”

W It was

:; there was a hanging |
-h litup the tablo and
rd al !

f! *‘Thousands of people,” said the young man, |
5“1ive and die like you and are none the less |

nated against the night sky, a pattern of
transparent green upon a dusky purple. The
fat young man rose and taking Will by the
arm led him out under the open heavens.

“Did you ever look at the stars?” he asked,
pointing upwards.

“Often and often,” answered Will.

“And do you know what they are?”’

*I fancied many things.”

““They are worlds like curs,” said the young
man. ‘‘Some of them less; many of them a
million times greater; and some of the least
sparkles that you seo are not only worlds,
but whole clusters of worlds turning about
each other in the midst of space. We do not
know what there may be in any of them;
perhaps the answer to all our difficulties or
the cure of all our sufferings: and yet we can
never reach them; not all the skill of the
craftiest of mon can fit out aship for the
nearest of these our neighbors, nor would the
life of the most aged suffice for such a jour-
ney. When a great battle has been lost or a
dear friend is dead, when ‘e are hipped orin
high spirits, there they are unweariedly shin-
ing overhead. We may stand down here, a
whole army of us together, and shout until
we break our hearts, and not a whisper
reaches them. We may climb the high-
est mountains and we are no mnearer
them. All we can do is to stand down
here in the garden and take off our
hats; the starshine lights upon our heads, and
where mine is a little bald, I dare say you
can see it glisten in the darkness. The moun-
tain and the mouse. That is like to be all we
shall ever have to do with Arcturus or Alde-
baran. Can you apply a parable?” he added,
laying his hand upon Will’s shoulder. “It is
pot the same thing as a reason, but usually
vastly more convincing,”

Will hung his head a little, and then raised |

it once more to heaven. The stars seemed to
expand and emit a sharper brilliancy; and as
he kept turning his eyes higher and higher
they seemed to increase in multitude under
his gaze.

*‘I see,” he said, turning to the young man,
‘“we are in a rat trap.”

“‘Something of that size. Did you ever see ‘
a squirrel turning in a -cage, and another |

squirrel sitting philosoghical]y over his nuts?
Ifnee[dn’lt ’?sl: you which of them looked more
of a fool.

THE PARSON'S MARJORY.

After some years the old people died, both
in one winter, very carefully tended by their
adopted son, and very quietly mourned when
they were gone. People who had heard of
his roving fancies supposed he would hasten
to sell the property, and go down the river to
push his fortunes. But there was never any

sign of such an intention on the part of Will, |

On the contrary, be had the inn set on a bet-
ter footing, and hired a couple of servants to
assist him in carrying it on; and there he set-
tled down, a kind, talkative, inscrutable
young man, six feet three in his stockings,
with an iron constitution and a friendly
voice. Hesoon began to takerank in the
district as a bit of an oddity. It was not
much to be wondered at from the first, for h~
was always full of notions, and kept calling
the plainest common sense in question: but
what most raised the report upon him was
the odd circumstance of his courtship with
the parson’s Mar jory.

The parson’s Marjory was a lass of about
19 when Will would befabout 30, well enough
looking and much better educated than any
other girl in that part of the country, as be-
came her parentage. She held her head very
high and had already refused several offers
of marriage with a grand air, which had got
her hard names among the neighbors. For
all that she was a good girl and one that
would have made any man well contented.

‘Will had never seen much of her, for al-
though the church and parsonage were only
two miles from his own door he was never
known to go there but on Sundays. It
chanced, however, that the parsonage fell
into disrepair and had to be dismantled, and
the parson and his daughter took lodgings
for a month or so, on very much reduced
terms, at Will's inn. Now, what with the
inn and the mill and the old miller’s savings,
our friend was a man of substance, and be-
sides that, he had a name for good temper
and shrewdness, which make a capital por-
tion in marriage, and so it was currently gos-
siped among their ill wishers that the parson
and his daughter had not chosen their tem-
porary lodgings with their eyes shut. Will
was about the Jast man in the world to be
cajoled or frightened into marriage. You
had only to look into his eyes, limpid and
still like pools of water, and yet with a sort
of clear light that seemed to come from with-
in, and you would understand at once that
here was one who knew his own mind and
would stand to it immovably. Marjory her-
self was no weakling by her looks, with
strong, steady eyes and a resolute and quiet
bearing. ‘Tt might be a question whether she
was not Will's match in steadfastness, after
all, or which of them would rule the roast in
marriage. But Marjory had never given it

a thought, and accompanied her father with [

the most unshaken innocence and unconcern.

The season was still so early that Will's |

customers were few and far between; but the
lilacs were already flowering, and the weather
was s0 mild that the party took dinner under
the trellis, with the noise of the river in
their ears and the woods ringing about them
with the songs of birds. Will soon began to
take a particular pleasure in these dinners.
The parson was rather a dull companion,
with a habit of dozing at table; but nothing
rude or cruel ever fell from his lips. And as
for the parsén’s daughter, she suited her sur-
roundings with the best grace imaginable;
and whatever she said seemed so pat and
pretty that Will conceived a great idea of her
talents. He could see her face, as she leaned
forward, against a background of rising pine
woods; her eyes shone peaceably; the light
lay around her hair like a kerchief; some-
thing that was hardly a smile rippled her
pale cheeks, and Will could not contain him-
self from gazing on her in an agreeable dis-
may’® She looked, even in her quietest mo-
ments, so complete in herself, and so quick
with life down to her finger tips and the very
skirts of her dress, that the remainder of
created things became no more than a blot
by comparison; and if Will glanced away
from her to her surroundings, the trees
looked inanimate and senseless, the clouds
hung in heaven like dead things, and even
the mountain tops were- disenchanted. The
whole valley could not compare in looks with
this one girl.

Will was always obscrvant in the society of
his fellow creatures, but his observation be-
came almost painfully eager in the case of
Marjory. He listened to all she uttered and
read her eyes at the same time for the un-
spoken commentary, Many kind, simpleand
sincere speeches found an echo in his heart.
He became conscious of a soul beautifully
poised upon itself, nothing doubting, nothing
desiring, clothed in peace. It was not possi-
ble to separate her thoughts from her appear-
ance. The turn of her wrist, the still sound
of her voice, the light in her eyes, the lines

| of her body fell in tune with her grave and

gentlo words like the accompaniment that
sustains and harmonizes the voice of the
singer.
be divided or discussed, only to be felt with
gratitude and joy. To Will her presence re-

| called something of his childhood, and the
thought of her took its place in his mind be- |

side that of dawn, of runuing water and of
the eariicst violets and lilacs. 1t is the
property of things seen for the {ix:ttime, or

Her influence was one thing, not to |

J for the first time after'long, like the flowers
in spring, to reawaken in us the sharp edge
of semse and that impression of mystic
strangeness which otherwise passes out of life
with the coming of years; but the sight of a
loved face is what rencws a man’s character
*»om the fountain upwards.

One day after dinner Will took a stroll
among the firs; a grave beatitude possessed
him from top to toe, and he kept smiling to
himself and the lanscape as -he went. The
river ran between the stepping stones with a
pretty wimple; a bird sang loudly in the
wood; the hilltops looked immeasurably
high, and as he glanced at them from time to
time, seemed to contemplate his movements
with a beneficent but awful curiosity. His
way took him to the eminence which over-
looked the plain; and there hesat down upon
a stone, and fell into deep and pleasant
thought. The plain lay abroad with its
cities and silver river; everything whs
asleep, except. a great eddy of birds which
kept rising and falling and going round and
round in the blue air. He répeated Marjory’s
nand aloud, and the sound of it gratified his
ear. He shut his eyés, and her image sprang
up before him, quietly luminous and attend-
ed with good thoughts. The river mightrun
forever; the birds fly higher and higher till
they touched the stars. He saw it wasempty
bustle afterall; for here, without stirring a
foot, waiting patiently in his 6wn narrow
Eallﬁy, he also had attained the better sun-

g

The next day Will made a sort of declara~
tion across the dinner table, while the parson
was filling his pipe.

“Miss Marjory,” he said, ‘I never knew
any one I liked so well as you. I am mostly
a cold, unkindly sort of man, not from want
of heart, but out of strangeness in my way
of thinking; and people seem far away from
me. ’Tisasif there were a circle round me,

hear the others talking and laughing, but
you come quite close. Maybe this is disa-
| greeable to you?” he asked.

|  Marjory made no answer.

| - ““Speak up, girl,” said the parson.

“Nay, now,” returned Will, “I weuldn’t
press her, parson. I feel tongue tied myself,
who am not used to it, and she’s a woman,
and little more than a child, when all is said.
But for my part, as far as I can understand
what people mean by it, I fancy I must be
| what they call in love. I do not wish to be
held as committing myself, for I may be
wrong, but that is how I believe things are
with me. And if Miss Marjory should feel
any otherwise on her part, mayhap she would
be so kind as shake her head.”

Majory was silent, and gave no sign that
| she had heard.

“How is that, parson?’ asked Will.

“Tl.. girl' must speak,” replied the parson,
laying down his pipe. ‘‘Here’s our neighbor
who says he loves you, Madge. Do you love
him, ay or no#”

“] think I do,” said Marjory, faintly.

“Well, then, that’s all that could be
wished!” cried Will, heartily. And he took
| her hand across the table and held it a
moment in both of his with great satisfaction.

““You must marry,” observed the parson,
replacing his pipe in his mouth.

“Is that the right thing to do, think you#"
demanded Will.

“It is imdiispensable,” said the parson.

“Very well,” replied the wooer.

Two or three days passed away with-great
delight to Will, although a bystander might
scarce have found it out. He continued to
take his meals opposite Marjory, and to talk
with her and gaze upon her in her father’s
presence; but he made no attempt to see her
alone, nor in any other way changed his con-
duct towards her from what it had been
since the beginhing. Perhaps the girl was a
little disappointed, and perhaps not unjustly;
and yet if it had been enough to be always in
the thoughts of another person, and so per-
vade and alter his whole life, she might have
been thoroughly contented. For she was
never out of Will’s mind for an instant. He
sat over the stream, and watched the dust of
the eddy, and the poised fish and straining
weeds; he wandered out alone into the purple
even, with all the blackbirds piping round
him in the wood; he rose early in the morn-
ing, and saw the sky turn fromjgray to gold,
and the light leap upon the hilltops; and all
the while he kept wondering if he had never
seen such things before, or how it was that
they should look so different now. The
sound of his own mill wheel, or of the wind
among the trees, confounded and charmed
his heart. The most enchanting thoughts
presented themselves unbidden in his mind.
He was so happy that he could not slecep at
night, and so restless that he could hardly sit
still out of her company. And yet it seemed
as af he avoided her rather than sought her
ou

One day, as he was coming home from a
ramble, Will found Marjory in the garden
picking flowers, and as he came up with her,
slackened his pace and continued walking by
her side.
| “You like flowers?’ ha said.

“Indeed I love them dearly,” she replied.
| “Do you?”

| “Why, no,” said he, “not so much. They
are a very small affair, when all is done. I
can fancy people caring for them greatly,
but not doing as you are just now.”

“How?” she asked, pausing and looking up
at him.

“Plucking them,” said he. “They are a
deal better off where they are, and look a
| deal prettier, if you go to that.”

“I wish to have them for my own,” she
answered, ‘‘to carry them near my heart,
and keep them in my room. They tempt me
when they grow here; they scem to say,
‘Come and do something with us;’ but once I
have cut them and put them by, the charm is
laid, and I can look at them with quite an
easy heart.”

‘“You wish to possess them,” replied Will,
“in order to think no more about them. It's

b

eggs. It's a bit like what I wished to do
when I was a boy. Because I had a fancy
for looking out over the plain I wished to go
down there, where I couldn’t look out over it
any longer. Was not that fine reasoning?

world would do like me, and you would let
your flowers alone, just as I stay np herein
the mountains.” Suddenly he broke off
sharp. “By the Lord!” he cried. And when
she asked him what was wrong he turned the
| question off and walked away into the house
| with rather a humorous expression of face.

{  He was silent at table, and after the night
{ had fallen and the stars had come out over-
head he walked up and down for hours in
the courtyard and garden with an uneven
pace. There was still a light in the window
of Marjory's room—one little oblong patch of
orange in a world of dark blue hills and sil-
ver starlight. Will's mind ran a great deal
on the window, but his thoughts were not
very lover like. ‘There she is in her room,”
he thought, ‘“and there were the stars over-
head—a blessing upon both!” Both were
good influences in his life; both soothed and
braced him in his profound contentment with
the world. And what more should he desire
with e_.her? The fat young man and his
councils werr so present to his mind that he
threw back his head, and, putting his hands
before his mouth, shouted aloud to the popu-
lous heavens. Whether from the position of
his head or the sudden strain of his exertion,
he seemed to see a momentary shock among
| the stars, and a diffusion of frosty light pass
from one to another along the At the
same instant o corner of the blind was lifted

which kept every one out but you. Ican.

a bit like killing the goose with the golden |

Dear, dear, if they only thougt of it, all the |

upand lowered again at onee, He laughed
a loud ho-ho! ‘““One and another!” thought
Will. “The stars tremble and the blind goes
up. Why, before Heaven, what a great ma-
gician I must be! Now, if I were only a fool,
should not I beina pretty way?’ And he
went off to bed, chuckling to himself: “If I
were only a fool!”

The next morning, pretty early, he saw her |
once more in the garden, and sought her out.

I have been thinking about getting mar-
ried,” he began abruptly ; “and after having
turned it all over, I have made up my mind
it’s not worth while.”

She turned upon him for a single moment;
but his radiant, kindly appearance would,
underthe circumstances, have disconcerted
an angel, and she looked down again upon
the ground in silence. He could see her
tremble,

“I hope you d&h’t mind,” he went on, a lit-
tle taken aback. ‘‘You ought not. I have
turned it all over, and upon my soul there’s
nothing in it. We should never be one whit
nearer than we are just now,andif I ama
wise man, nothing like so happy.”

“It is unnecessary to go round about with
me,” she said. “I vexry well remember that
you refused to commit yourself; and now that
I see you were mistaken, and in reality never
cared for me, I can only feel sad that I have
been so far misled.”

“I ask your pardon,” said Will stoutly;
‘‘you do not understand my meaning. As to
whether I have ever loved you or not, I must
leave that to others. But for one thing, my
feeling is not changed; and for another, you
may make it your boast that you have made
my whole life and character something dif-
ferent from what they were. I mean what I
say; no less. I do not think getting married
is worth while. I would rather you went on
living with your father, so that I could walk
over and see you once, or maybe twice a
week, ©.; people go to church, and then we
should both be all the hajpjicr between
whiles. That's my notion. Lut I'll marry
you if you will,” he added.

“Do you know that you are insulting me?”
she broke out.

“Not I, Marjory,” said he; *‘if there is any-
thing in a clear conscience, not I. I offer all
my heart’s best affections; you can take it or
want it, though I suspect it's beyond either
your power or mine to change what has once
been done, and set me fancy free. I’ll marry
you, if you like; but I tell you again and
again, it’s not worth while, and we had best
stay friends. Though I am a quiet man, I
have noticed a heap.of things in my life.
Trust in me, and take things as I propose; or,
if you don’t like that, say tae word, and I'll
marry you out of hand.”

There was a considerable pause, and Will,
who began to feel uneasy, began to grow
angry in consequence,

(It seems you are too proud to say youg
mind,” he said. ‘DBelieve me, that's a pity.
A vlean shrift makes simple living. Can a
man be more downright or honorable to a
woman than I have been? I have said my
say, and given you your choice. Do you
want me to marry you? or will you take my
friendship, as I think best? or have you had
enough of me for good? Speak out for the
dear God’s sake! You know your father told
you a girl should speak her mind in these
aflairs.”

She seemed to recover herself at that,
turned without a word, walked rapidly
through the garden and disappeared into the
house, leaving Will in some confusion as to
the result. He waliked up and down the
garden, whistling softly to himself. Some-
times he stopped and contemplated the sky
and hilltops; sometimes he went down to the
tail of the weir and sat there, looking foolishly
in the water. All this dubiety and perturba-
tion was so foreign to his nature and the lifé
which he had . resolutely chosen for himself
that he began to regret Marjory’s arrival.
“After all,” he thought, “I was as happy as
o man need be. Icould come down here and
watch my fishes all day long if I wanted; I
was as settled and contented as my old mill,”

Marjory came down to dinner looking very
trim and quiet; and no seoner were all three
at table than she made her father a speech,
with her eyes fixed upon her plate, but
showing no other sign of embarrassment or
distress.

“Father,” she began, “Mr. Will and I have
been talking things over. We sce that we
have each made a mistake about our feelings,
and he has agreed, at my request, to give up
all idea of marriage, and be no more than my
very good friend, as in the past. You see
there is no shadow of a quarrel, and indeed I
hope we shall see a great deal of him in the
future, for his visits will always be welcomo
in our house. Of course, father, you will
know best, but perhaps we should do better
to leave Mr. Will’s house for the present. I
believe, after what has passed, we should
hardly be agreeable inmates for somo days.”

Will, who had commanded himself with
difficulty from the first, broke out upon this
into an inarticulato noise, and raised one
hand with an appearance of real dismay, as
if ho were about to interfere and contradict.
But she checked him at once, looking up at
him with a swift glance and an angry flush
upon her chezk.

*“You will perhaps have the good grace,”
she said, ““to let me explain these matters for
myself.”

Will was put cntirely out of countenance
by her expression and the ring of her voice.
He held his peace, concluding that there were
some things about this girl beyond his com-
prehension, in which he was exactly right.

The poor parson was quite crestfallen. He
tried to prove that this was no more than a
true lovers' tiff, which would pass off before
night; and when he was dislodged from that
position, he went on to argue that where
there was no quarrel there could be no call
for a separation; for the good man liked
both his entertainment and his host. It was
curious to see how the girl managed them,
saying little all the %ime, and that very
quietly, and yet twisting them round her
finger and insensibly leading them wherever
she would by feminine tact and generalship.
It scarcely seemed to have been her doing—
it scemed as if things had merely so fallen
out—that she and her father took their de-
parture that same afternoon in a farm
cart, and went farther down the valley,
to wait, until their own house was ready for
them, in another hamlet. But Will had
been observing closely, and was well aware
of her dexterity and resolution. When he
found himself alone he had a great many
curious matters to turn over in his mind. He
| was very sad and solitary, to begin with. All
the interest had gone out of his life, and he
might look up at the stars as long as he
pleased, he somehow failed to find support or
consolation. And then he was in sueh a tur-
moil of spirit about Marjory. He had been
puzzled and irritated at her behavior, and
yet he could not keep himself from admiring
it. He thought he recognized a fine, perverse
angel in that still soul which he had never
hitherto suspected, and though he saw it was
| an influence that would fit but ill with his
own life of artificial calm, he could not keep
himself from ardently desiring to possess it.
Like a man who has lived among'shadows and
now meets the sun, he was both pained and
delighted.

As the days went forward he passed from
one extreme to another; now pluming him-
self on the strength of his determination,
now despising his timid and silly caution.
The former was, perhaps, the true thought
| of his heart, and represented the regular
tenor of the man’s reflections; but the latter
burst forth from time to time with an unruly
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MOST WONDERFUL '
FAMILY REMEDYR B : .
EVER KNOWN. i ;

A . G.BOWES & Co,

21 Canterbury Street.

-

SOLE AGENTS IN ST. JOHN FOR THE DUGHESS RANGE,

7=Call and examine it&

At 21 Canterbory el coruer GAurel:
CARPETS

—AND—

House-Furnishing - Goods.

Skinner’s Carpet Warehouse.

MY FALL STOCK

IS OPENED ANDP READY FOR INSPECTION.

As I buy from Manufacturers only, Customers can
rely on getting First-Class Goods at the Lowest Prices.

A. O. SEININHIR.

FURNITURE

ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES!

R

PARI.OR SUITS:
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK,H BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK
o PLUSH.

" BEDROOM SETS:
BIRCH, ASH, CHERRY, WALNUT and MAHOGANY.

Cheffoiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets,
Sideboads, Hall Racks, &c., &c. Rattan and Reed Chairs,
Carpet Rockers. Also, a complete assortment of
CHEAP GOODS.

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.,

JTOEIN WIEITE,

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

BOOTS, SHOES = SLIPPERS

FRANCIS & VAUGHAN,

19 KING STREET.
Are now Showing a Splendid Assortment of

Ladies’ and Gents’ Boots and Shoes,

In all the Leading American Lines.
ALSO THE BEST SELECTED STOCK OF

Boys', Youths', Misses' and Children’s Boo.s

To be _found in the City.

FRANCIS & VAUCHAN,

« 19 KING STREET.

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON,

[RON, STEEL 2 GENERAL METAL MERCHANT
AND

Manufacturer,

OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's New Buildiag,
Cor. Mill and Union Streets.

WILLIAM GREIG, Manager.

7
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violenco, and then he would forget all con-
sideration and go up and down his house and
garden or walk among the fir woods like one
who is beside himself with remorse. To
equable, steady minded Will this state of
matters was intolerable; and he determined,
at whatever cost, to bring it toan end. So
one warm summer affernoon he puton his
best clothes, took a thern switch in his hand
and set out down the valley by the river. As
soon as he had taken his determination he
had regained at a bound his customary peace
of heart, and he enjoyed the bright weather
and the variety of the scene without any
admixture of alarm or unpleasant eagerness,
It was nearly the same to him how the matter
turned out. If she accepted him he would
have to marry ber this time, which perhaps
was all for the best. If she refysed him he
would have done his utmost, and might fol-
low his own way in the future with af un-
troubled conscience. He hoped, on the whole,
she would refuse him; and then, again, as he
saw the brown roof which sheltered her,
pecping through some willows at an angle of
the stream, he was half inclined To reverse
the wish and more than half ashamed of him-
self for this infirmity of purpose.

Marjory scémed glad "to see him and gave
him her hand without affectation or delay.

“I have been thinking about this marriage,”
he bezan.

“So have I,” she answered. ‘“And I respect
you more and morg for a very wise man. You
understood me better than I understood my-
self, and I am now quite certain that things
are all for the best as they are.”

“At the same time"——ventured Will, :

“You must be tired,” she interrupted.
“Take a seat and let me fetch you a glass of
wine. The afternoon is so warm, and I wish
you not to be displeased with your visit.
You must come quite often; once a week if
you can spare the time; I am alwaysso glad
to see my friends.”

“Q, very well,” thought Will to himself.
4Tt appears I wasright after all.” And he
paid a very agreeable visit, walked home
again in capital spirits and gave himself no
further concern about thematter.

For nearly three years Will and Marjory
continued on these terms, sceing each other
once or twice a week without any word of
love between them; and for all that time I
believe Will was nearly as happy asa man
can be. He rather stinted himself the pleas-
ure of ceeing her; end he would often walk
half way over to the parsenage, and then
back again, asif to whet his appetite. In-
deed there was one corner of the road,
whence he could see the church spire wedged
intoa crevice of the valley between sloping
firwoods, with a triangular snatch of plain
by way of background, which he greatly
affected as a place to sit and moralize in be-
fore rcturning homeward; and the peasants
got so much into the habit of finding him
there in the twilight that they gave it the
name of “Will o’ the Mill’s corner.”

At the end of the three years Marjory
played him a sad trick by suddenly marrying
somebody else. Will kept his countenance
bravely, and merely remarked that, for as
little as he knew of women, he had acted very
prudently in not marrying her himself three
years before. She plainly knew very little
¢f ber own mind, and, in spite of a deceptive
manner, was as fickle and flighty as the rest
of them. He had to congratulate himself on
an escape, he said, and would take a higher
opinion of his own wisdom in consequence.
But at heart, he was reasonably displeased,
moped a good deal for a month or two, and
fell away in flesh, to the astonishment of his
serving lads. {

It was perhaps a'year after this marriage
that Will was awakened late one night by
the sound of a horse galloping on the road,
followed by precipitate knocking at the inn
door. He opened his window and saw a farm
servant, mounted and holding a led horse by
the bridle, who told him to make what haste
he could and go along with him; for Marjory
was dying, and had sent urgently to fetch
him to her bedside. Will was no horseman,
and made so little speed upon the way that
the poor young wife was very near her end
before he arrived. .But they had some
minutes’ talk in private, and he was present
and wept very bitterly while she breathed her
last. .

DEATH.

Year after year went away into nothing,
with great explosions and outeries in the
cities on the plain; red rcvolt springing up
and being suppressed in blood; battle sway-
ing hither and thither; patient astronomers
in observatory towers picking out and chris-
tening new stars; plays being performed in
lighted theatres; people being carried into
hospitals on stretchers, and all the usual tur-
moil and agitation of men’s lives in crowded
centers. Up in Will's valley only the winds
and seasons made an epoch; the fish hung in
the swift stream; the birds circled overhead;
the pine tops rustled underneath the stars;
the tall hills stood over all; and Will went to
and fro, minding his wayside inn, until the
snow began to thicken omn his head. His
heart was young and vigorous, and if his
pulses kept a sober time they still beat strong
and steady in his wrists. He carried a ruddy
stain on either cheek, like a ripe apple; he
stooped a liftle, but his step was still firm,
and his sinewy hands were reached out to all
men with a friendly pressure. His face was
covercd with those wrinkles which are got in
open air. and which, rightly looked at, are
no more than a sort of permanent sunburn-

" ing; such wrinkles heighten the stupidity of
¥ stupid faces, but to a person like Will, with
4 his clear eyes and smiling mouth, only give
another charm by testifying to a simple
and easy life. His talk was full of wise say-
ings. He had a taste for other people, and
other people had a taste for him. When the
valley was full of tourists in the season, there
were merry nights in Will's arbor; and his
views, which seemed whimsical to his neigh-
bors, were often admired by learned people
out of town and colleges. Indeed, he had a
very noble old age, and grew daily better
known; so that his fame was heard of in the
es of the plain; and young men who had

en summer travelers spoke together in
cafes of Will o’ the Mill and his rough phi-
losophy. Many and many an invitation, you
may be sure, he had, but nothing could
tempt him from his upland valley. He would
shake his head and smile over his tobacco
pipe with a deal of meaning. ‘You come
t00 late,” he would answer. “I am a dead
man now; I have lived and died already.
Fifty years ago you would have brought my
heart into my mouth; and now you do nct
even tempt me. But that is the object of
long living, that man should cease to care
about life.” And again: “There is only one
difference between a long life and a good
dinner: that, in the dinner, the sweets come

last.” Or once more: “When I was a boy. [ |

was a bit puzzled, and hardly knew whetber
it was myself or the world that was cunious
and worth looking into. Now, I know it is
mygself, and stick to that.”

He never showed any symptoms of frailty,
but kept stalwart and firm to the last; but
they say he grew less talkative toward the
end, and would listen to.other people by the
hour in an amused and sympathetic silence.
Only, when he did speak it was more to the
point, and more charged with old experienca
He drank a bottle of wine gladly; above all,
at sunset on the hilltop or quite late at night
under the stars in the arbor. The sight of
something attractive and urattainable sea-
soned his enjoymeent, be would say; and he
nrofessed he had lived long enough to admire

" a candle all the more when he could compare
it with a planet.

| One night, in his 72d year, he awoke in bed

in such uneasiness of body and mind that he

meditate in the arbor. It was pitch dark,
without a star; the river was swollen, and
the wet woods and meadows loaded the air
with perfume. It had thandered during the
day, and it promised more thunder for
the morrow. A_. murky, stifling night
for a man of 72 Whether it was
the weather or the wakefulness, or
some little touch of fever in his old limbs,
‘Will’s mind was besieged by tumultuous and
crying memories. His boyhood, the night
with the fat young man, the death of his
adopted parents, the summer days with Mar-
jory, and many of those small circumstances,
which seem nothing to another, and are yet
the very gist of a man’s own life to himself —
things seen, words heard, looks misconstrued
—arose from their forgotten corners and’
usurped his attention. The dead themselves
were with him, not merely taking part in
this thin show of memory that defiled before
his brain, but revisiting his bodily senses as
they do in profound and vivid dreams,. The
fat young man leaned his elbows on the table
opposite; Marjory came and went with an
apronful of flowers between the garden and
the arbor; he could hear the old parson
knocking out his pipe or blowing his resonant
nose. The tide of his consciousness ebbed
and flowed ; ho was-sometimes half asleep and
drowned in his recollections of the past,
and sometimes he was broad awake wonder-
ing at himself. ‘But about the middle
of the night he was startled by the
voice of the dead miller calling to him out of
the house as he used to do on the arrival of
custom. The hallucination was so perfect
that Will sprang from his seat and stood
listening for the summons to be repeated ; and
as he listened he became conscious of another
noise besides the brawling of the river and
the ringing in his feverish ears. It was like
the stir of the horses and the creaking of
harness, as though a carriage with an im-
patient team had been brought up upon the
road before the courtyard gate. Atsuch an
hour, upon this rough and dangerous pass,
the supposition was no better than absurd;
and Will dismissed it from his mind, and re-
sumed his seat upon the arbor chair; and
sleep closed over him again like running
water. He was once again awakened by the
dead miller’s call, thinner and more spectral
than before; and once again he heard the
noise of an equipage upon the road. And so
thrice and four times, the same dream, or the
same fancy, presented itself to his senses;
until at length, smiling to himself as when
one hymors a nervous child, he proceeded
towards the gate to set his uncertainty at
rest.
From the arbor to the gate wasno great
-distance, and yet it took Will some time; it
seemed as if tho dead thickened around him
in the court, and crossed his path at every
step. For, first, he was suddenly surprised
by an overpowering sweetness of heliotropes;
it was as if his garden had been planted with
this flower from end to end, and.the hot,
damp night had drawn forth all their per-
fumes in a breath, Now the heliotrope had
beea Marjory’s favorite flower, and since her
death nct one of them had ever been planted
in Will’s ground.

“T must be going crazy,” ho thought. “Poor
Marjory and her heliotropes!”

And with that he raised his cyes towards
the window that had once been hers. If ho
had been bewildered before, he was pow al-
most terrified; for there was a light in the
room; the window was an orange oblong as
of yore, and the corner of the blind waslifted
and let fall as on the night when hestood and
shouted to the stars in his perplexity. The
illusion only endured an instant, but it left
him somewhat unmanned, rubbing his eyes
and staring at the outline of the house and
the black night behind it. While he thus
stood, and it seemed as if he must have stood
there quite a long time, there came a renewal
of the noises on the road, and he turned in
time to meet a stranger, who was advancing
to meet him across the court. - There was
something like the outlineof a great carriage
discernible on the road behind the stranger,
and, above that, a few black pine tops, like
so many plumes.

“Master Will?? asked the new comer, in
brief military fashion.

“That same, sir,” answered Will.
do anything to serve you?’

“I have heard you much spoken of, Master
V7ill,” returned the other, ‘‘much spoken of
and well. And though I have both hands
full of business I wish to drink a bottle of
wine with you in your arbor. Before I go [
shall introduce myself.”

Will led the way to the trellis and got a
lamp lighted and a bottle uncorked. He was
net altogether unused to such compli-
mentary interviews, and hoped little enough
from this one, being schooled by many dis-
appointments. A sort of cloud had settled
on his wits and prevented him from remem-
bering the strangeness of the house. He
moved like a person in his sleep, and it
seemed as if the lamp caught fire and the
bottle came uncorked with the facility of
thought. Still, he had some curiosity about
the appearance of his visitor and tried in
vain to turn the light into his face; either be
handled the lamp clumsily or there was a
dimness over his eyes, but he could make
out little more than a shadow at table with
him. He stared and stared at this shadow
as he wiped out the glasses and began to feel
cold and strange about the heart. The si-
lence weighed upon him, for he could hear
nothing now, not even the river, but the
drumming of his own arteries in his ears.

*‘Here’s to you,” said the stranger, roughly.

‘“Here is my service, sir,” replied Will,
sipping his wine, which somehow tasied
oddly.

“I understand you are a very positive
fellow,” pursued the stranger.

Will made answer with a smile of some
satisfaction and a little nod.

“‘So am IL,” continued the other; ‘“‘and it is
the delight of my heart to tramp on-people’s
corns. I will have nobody positive but my-
self; not one. I have crossed the whims, in
my time, of kings and generals and great
artists. And what would you say,” he went
on, “if I had come up hero on purpose to
cross yours?”’

‘Will had it on his tongue to 1.1ke a sharp
rejoinder; but the politeness of an old inn-
keeper prevailed: and he held his peace and
made answer with a civil gestwre of the
hand.

“I have,” said the stranger. “And if I did
not hold you in a particular esteem, I should

| make no words about the matter. It appears
| you pride yourself on staying where you are.
You mean to stick by your inn. Now I
mean you shall come for a turn with me in
| my barouche; and before this bottle's empty,
| 50 you shall.”

“That would be an cdd thing, to be sure,”
replied Will, with a chuckle. “Why, sir, I
have grown here like an oak tree; the devil
| himself could hardly root me up; and for all
| I perceive you are a very entertaining old
| gentleman, I would wager you another bottle
you lose your pains with me.”

The dimness of Will’s eyesight had been in-
creasing all the while; but he was somchow
| conscious of a sharp and chilling scrutiny
which irritated and yet overmastered him.

“You nced not think,” ha broke out, sud-
denly, in an explosive, febrilo manner that
startlcd and glarmed bimself, “‘that I am a

stay at home, because I fear anything under

“Can I

arose and dressed himself and went out to |-

|

t

God. God knows I am tired enough of it all;
and when tho time comes for u jonger jour-
ney than ever you dream of, I reckon I shall
find myself prepared.”

The stranger emptied his glass and pushed
it away from him. He looked down for a
little, and then, leaning over the table,
tapped Will three times upon the forearm
with a single finger. “‘The time has come!”
he said solemnly.

An ugly thrill spread from the spot he
touched. The tones of his voice were dull
and startling, and echoed strangely in Will’s
heart.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, with some
discomposure. *‘ What do you mean{”’

‘“Look at me, and you will find your eye-
sight swim. Raise your hand; it is dead
beavy. This is your last bottleof wine, Mas-
ter Will, and your last night upon the earth.”

‘“You are a doctor?” quavered Will.

“‘The best that ever was,” replied the other;
“for I cure both mind and body with the
same prescription. I take away all pain and
I forgive all sins;and where my patients have
gono wrong in life, I smooth out all compli-
cations and set them free again upon their
foet.”

“I have no need of you,” said Will.

“A time comes for all men, Master Will,”
replied the doctor, ‘“‘when the helm is “taken
out of their hands. For you, because you
were prudent and quiet, it has been long of
coming, and you have had long to discipline
yourself for its reception. You have seen
what it is to be seen  about your mill; you
have sat close all your days like a hare in its
form, but now that is at an end, and,”
added the doctor, geiting on his feet, ‘“you
must arise and come with me.”

““You aro a strange physician,” said Will,
looking steadfastly upon his guest.

“I am a natural law,” he replied, “and
people call me Death.”

“Why did you not tell me so at first?”
cried Will. “I bave been waiting for you
these many years. Give me your hand, and
welcome.”

“Lean upon my arm,” said the stranger,
“‘for already your strength abates. Lean on
me heavily as you need, for though I'am old
Iam very strong. It is but three steps to my
carriage, and there all your trouble ends.
Why, Will,” he added, “I have been yearn-
ing for you as if you were my own son; and
of all thec men that ever I came for in my
long days I have come for you most gladly.
I am caustic, and sometimes offend people at
first sight; but I am a good friend at heart to
such as you.”

*Since Marjory was taken,” returned Will,
“I declare before God you were tho only
friend I had to look for.” =

So the pair went arm in arm across the
courtyard.

One of the servants awoke about this time
and heard the noise of horses pawing before
he dropped asleep again; all down the valley
that night there was a rushing asof a smooth
and steady wind descending towards the
plain; and when the world rosc next morn-
ing, sure enough Will o' the Mill had gone at
last upon his travels.

A Philadelphia lady now thirty-three years
of age is a widow for the second time, and is
also a grandmother, 5

How to Cure »x Cold.

Mark Twain in his peculiar vein of hu-
mor, has said manv funny things illus-
trative of the “hobbies” of mankind ; but
none of them surpass his story of how he
treated a cold.

Every friend he met for weeks, had a
“sure cure” to suggest, until finally the
cold wore itself out and as usual, the
last remedy used got the credit for the
cure.

Experimenting with a severe cold
however—now trying this remedy and
then that, is dangerous business ; forlike
lightning one can never tell where a cold,
may strike or finally settle. It may lo-
cate in the head and cause severe nasal
catarrh ; it may locate in the throat or
-large bronchial tubes, causing sore
throat, laryngitis, bronchitis and con-
sumption ; it may locate in the pleura,
producing dangerous pleuro-pneumonia;
it may locate in the muscles, causing
pains and aches only equalled by rheu-
matism, or it may ‘locate in the small
ronchial tubes or air cells of the lungs,
causing lobar-pneumonia, the most to be
dreaded of all results from a cold.

There is a right wav to do everything,
80 there is a rational treatment fora cold,
which must be cured promptly. The
first result from a cold is the retardation
of every secretive function in the body.
Skin, lungs, kidneys, and bowels, several-
ly or all are affected. Therefore,the first
thing to be done is to restore the func-
tions of these organs. Because of its ef-
fect upon the gkin, the old-fashioned
“rum sweat” was an excellent method to
restore the action of the pores of the skin.
But it is a dangerous method to use, be-
cause so few people are willing to confine
themselves to the house long enough to
recover; and to expose one’s self imme-
diately affer a sweat or warm bath, is
risking your life. :

In treating a cold among our active
New Englana people, some method must
be used that will admit of a person at-
tending to their daily labor as usual.

Among such people, probably more
colds, more cases of catarrh, bronchitis,
sore throat, -cough and horseness, have
been cured by the use of Johnson’s Ano-
dyne Liniment than any other remedy
known. The large circular wrapper
around each bottle, contains simple and
plain directions for treating and curing
all these complaints. The proprietors, 1.
8. Johnson & Co., 22 Custom House St.,
Boston, Mass-, will send to any address,
free, a valuable pamphlet on the subject.
Or for 35 cents, they will send one bottle
of Johnson’s Liniment. Six bottles for
$200, express paid to any express office.

Aoy
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Thousands Suffering.

Thousands of people are suffering un-
told miseries from constipation, head-
ache, blliousness and weakness that
might be at once relieved and so.n cured
by the use of Burdock Blood Bitters.
This invaluable medicine is sold by all
dealers at One Dollar per bottle, thus
placing it within the reach of all.

e S i,
Important to Working Men.

Artizans, mechanics and laboring men |
are liable to sudden accidents and in-|
juries, as well as painful cords, stiff joints
and lameness. To all thus troubled we
would recommend Hagyard’s Yellow Oil,

the handy and reliable pain cure for out-
ward or internal use.

Les

In a Dangerous Condition.

Any person troubled with irregular
acting kidneys or any form of kidney
complaint, however slight it may seem, |
is in a dangerous condition if the trouble |
is neglected. Burdock Blood Bitters !
should be taken at once; it is the best re- |
gulator of the kidneys, liver and blood |

known to the world,

Ahead of all.

I have used Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam
in my family for years and have found
it atead of any preparation of the kind
in curing colds, ete. I can especially re-
commend it for children. Avrrx. MoFFar,
Millbrook, Ont.

s s
A Timely Precauntion.

To prevent serious disease, regulate the
stomach, liver, bowels, kidneys and
blood with Burdock Blood Bitters. Re-
member that prevention is better than
cure.

COSTUMES. s COSTUMES.

SPENCER’S
Standard Dancing Academy,

New Classes for inners mects every
Tuesday and Friday evening. Afternoon Class
meets Tuesday and Saturday. Call at the Acad-
emy for information and terms. !

Private Lessons given day and evening to
suit pupils. Violin Lessons given on reasonable
terms—a capital opportunity for beginners.

. A fine line of

COSTUMES TO LET,

or made to order. Also, will let to responsible
parties out of town.

Violins and Strings for sale. Best quality
always on hand.

NICE ROOMS to let for Balls, Assemblies,
Parties, Tea Meetings, Bazaars, and all respect-
able gatherings.

Chairs, Tables, Dishes, Knives and Forks, Spoons
&e., all at low prices, to let.

A Good Supper Room in connection with the
Academy for those wishing the same.

Pianos to Let by the night, or moved at low
rates, as I have on hand the Slings and competen
men to discharge this duty.

COME AND SEE ME. P

A. L. SPENCER,
Next doer to Turner & Finlay’s Dry Goods Store

P. 8.—Vieolins and other Musical Instruments
selected for those wishing to purchase. J

No pains will be spared to have the roomsin
good order at all times.

IhEis

Hotel Dufferin

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor.

Royal Hotel,

T.F.RAYMOND, Prop'r
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

VictoriaHotel

(Formerly Waverley.)

81 to 87 KING STREET,
ST. JOHN, N. B.
D. W. McCORMICK, Prop’r.

CONFINGNTAL HOTEL!

(LATE ROYAL,)

King Square, St. John, N. B.

6. RIX PRICE,
Owner and Proprietor.

Thoroughly renovated and furnished. First-
elass in all itz appointments.

GREAT

CHRISTMAS ‘SALE

Now going on at the

faréat London 2 China Tea Go's

No. 33 King Square.

Sign of the 14 Lights over the door.

10,000 beautiful gifts to be given away to
all purchasers of

TEAS AND COFFEES,
SUGARS AT NET COST,
G.L.&C. TeaCo’s,

33 KING SQUARE.

A. G. BOWES & CO.

21 Canterbury Street,

DEALERS IN

Stoves,
Ranges

AND

Heating Appliances.

THF “DUCHESS” RANGE

HAS ALL THE

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS,
AND IS

Highly appreciated by all who™use it.

CITY RECOMMENDATIONS.

CALL AND SEE IT

o adalie

a Spllilaly

ES~We make
Stove Repairs.

ct
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Waritime Warehonsing

—AND—

DOCKICOMPANY,

Victoria ‘W harf, Smythe Street,
(Foot of Union Street),
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

DIRECTORS:

SIMEON JONES, Esq., PRESIDENT,
GEORGE ROBERTSON, Vice-PreSiENT,
THE HON. JOH&EBOYD

C. H. FAIRWEATHER, Hsq.,

W. H. THORNE, Esq.

THOS. STEAD,

Secretary and Manager

BONDED and Frée Warehouses, Goods stored

at moderate rates. Warehouse receiprs-
negotiable by endorsement, issued under authorit
ty of Special Act of Parliament of the Dominion
of Canada. i

Shippers may contigmgoods direct to the Com-
pany. With substantial and dry warehouses and
commodious wharves and slips, this company is in
a position to receive consignments and attend t0
shipments with the utmost despatch.

1l communications to be addressed to

THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

Z2&~Insurance at minimum,rates.

Notice.

PPLICATION will be made to the Parliament
i of Canada at its next session for an Aect to
incorporate The Saint John Bridge, Dock and Im-
provement Company, with power to erect bridges
across Courtenay Bay, and across the Harbor at
Navy Island, Saint John, with provision for vest-
ing in the said Company the ats of Courtpnay
B'Ei' subject to the proper protection of private
rights, as well as the rights of the Corporation of
St. John; and also to vest in the said Company
that portion of the said Courtenay Bay and flats
which belong to the Crown, subject to Order-in-
Council, with power to teclaim the land of said
flats, and with power to establish and operate Lo-
comotive and Car Works, and also Smelting
Works and other manufacturing enterorises, and
likewise with power to build, buy, lease, charter
and run steam and sailing vessels, to build and
operate wharves, docks, warehouses and grain
elevators, and to build undpﬁerste railways and
tramways connected therewith and with all other
powers and for all other purposes incident there-

to.

The said bridges are intended to be toll bridges
and to be arranged with draws. The rates of toll,
height of the arches, interval between the abut-
ments_or piers for passage of rafts and vessels,
the dimensions of .the bridges and of the draws,
all to' be subject to approval of the Governor in
Council.

Dated Dee, 12th, 1887.

HARRISON & PUGSLEY,
Solicitors for Applicants.

St. John Academyof Art

—AND—
SCHOOL OF DESIGN.

OW ecpen for instruction in Free-Hand Draw-

X ing from objects. Perspective paintings in

Oils and Water Colors by competent teachers,

China painting taught by the most xm’groved

methods. Lessons in: painting by mail. Classes

for teachers on Saturdays and two nights a week.
Circulars sent onapplication.

JOHN C. MILES, A. R. C, A.; Principal.
FRED. H. C. MILES, Assistant.

ROBT ¢ BOTRREALs

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

HATS, CAPS & FURS,
63 Charlotte Street,
St. JOHN., N. B.

WORM POWDERS.

Ars pleasant to toke. Contain thelr own
Purgative, Is a safo, sure, and effectual
destroyer of worms in Children or Adulta

OARSENESS E

- WANTED.

Hides, Calfskins,
Sheepskins,
Wool and _Wool Pickings.

Persons in the country sending the
above will promptly receive the highest
market prices.

THOS L. HAY,

Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St,
Residence—41 Paddock Street

EXPRESS.

TC

s

Th Intercolonial Expmsss Co.

(LIMITED.)

Forwards Merchandize, Money and Packages
every description; collects bills with Goods,
Drafts, Notes and Accounts.

Running daily (Sunday excepted), with Special
Messengers in charge, over the entire line of the
Intercolonial Railway, connecting at Riviere du
Loup with the

Canadian Express Co.

fo}'_all'points in the Province of Quebec and On-
ta’rtlhotﬁnd the Western States, and at St. John
wi e

American Express Co.

for all'points in the Eastern and Southern Stater.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-
town, P. E. I. European Express forwarded and
received weekly.
Debenture Goods or Goods in Bond premptly
attended to and forwarded with despateh.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur-
ther information on application to

JAMES BRYCE, J, R. STONE,
Superintendent, Agents

RAILROADS.

(ALL RAIL LINE.)

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in_effect Oc-
. tober 24th, 1887, Leaves St. John Inter-
clonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.
8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlani, Bog=
ton and points west. and for Fredericton,
t. Andrews, St, Stephen, Houlton% Woodstock
resque Isle, Grand Falls and Edmundston.
8.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points.
8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,
Portland, Boston, and all points west, (exeept;
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton
“Voodstgck,St._ Stepuen, Presque Isle n,n(i
Grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for
Bangor.

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m—(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban-

» gor, Portland, Boston and all points west,
and from 8t. Stephen, Houlton andp\Voodswck,
Présque, Isle and Edmundston.

10.00 a.m—From Fredericton and intermediate
points. iy

4.10 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston and all
points west, and from Fredericton. St.
Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock,:
Grand Falls and Presque Isle.

LEAVE CARLETON.

8.25 a.m—For Fairville. and for Bangor and all
points west, Fredericton, St. Stephen, Ste
AD(Z}I;GWS, Houlton and Woodstock and points
north.

3.30 p.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton. and
intermediate points.
ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

10.10 a.m—From Fairville and Fredericton.

4.20 p.m—From Fairville and points west,

H. D, McLEOD, _ F. W. CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. Gen. Manager.

J. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.
St. John, N. B., October 17, 1887.

— 5o
e

NTERCOLONTAL RALLWAY.

1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888

ON and after MONDAY, Nov. 28th 1887
the trainsof this Railway will run daily
(Sunday excepted) as follows:—

Trains will Leave St. John.

Day Expeuss

ACCOMMODATION

EXPRESS FOR SUSSEX........ vy
Express ror HaLirax & Quesrc

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train
On Toteiay, Thuriiay siil Basurday; s 81
n Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, a Sleepin,
Qar for Montreal will be attached toy the ugbeg
Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and riday
eeping Car will be attached at ﬁmcton.

Trains will Arrive at St.John:-

ExprEss ¥rRoM HALIFAX & QUEBEC
EXPRESS FROM SUSSEX........0.su. o
ACCOMMODATION. .....

Day ExPrESS

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superindendent.
RarLwaY OFFICE, 2

Moncton, N. B., November 22nd, 1887,

b P
-

ST. STEPHEN & ST. JOHN.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

ON AND AFTER SATURDAY, Feb. 5, Trains
will run daily (Sundays ezcepted), as follows;—
LEAVE ST. JOHN at 2.09 p. m., and Carleton at

2.25 p. m., for St. George, St. Stephen, and in-

termediate poxntsharnving in St. George at

5.14 p. m.; St. Stephen at 7,42 p. m.

LEAVE St. Stephen at 7.30 a. m.; St. George at
0.00 2. m.: arriving in Carleton at 1.00 p. m.; St

John at 1.15 p. m.

Freight, up to 500 or 600 Ibs.—not large in bulk
—will be received by James MouLson, 40 Water
street, up to 5 p. m.; all larger weights and bulky
frelfht must be delivered at the Warehouse,
Carleton, before 6 p. m.

Baggage, will be received and delivered at
MouLsTon’s, Water Street, where a truckman will

be in attendance. N CnwEne B
« AN, EN 3y "
F. W. HOLT, Superindende:xt. i g

STEAMERS.

INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

—FOR—
BOSTONN,
Via Eastport and Portland.

COMMENCING MONDAY, November 14, and
J_until further notice, Steamers of this Line
will leave St. John every MONDAY and THURS-
DAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport, Portland
and Boston.

Returning, will leave Boston at 8.30 a. m., Mon-
day and Thursday, and Portland at 5 p. m., same
days, for Eastport and St. John.

Algo, leave Boston for Annapolis every Monday,

at 8 a. m.
W, CHISHOL.M, Agent.
NOVYA SCOTIA

STEAMSHIP CO0., Limited,

—T0—

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

Yarmouth, Kentville, Halifax, and all
intermediate stations.

O.\T and after NOVEMBER 14th, and until}fur-

ther notice, the Steamer Srcorer will leave
Saint John for Digby and Annapolis every MON-
DAY, WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY morn-
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will leave
Annapolis and Digby same days, after arrival of
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H. W. CHISHOLM,
Reed’s Point Wharf.

"BOARDING.

RS. CHAPMAN, Excuisa Lapy. has taken
the house, 136 Carmartheu Street, and will

N

be nleased to receive Gentlemen boarders, who
will have with her all the comtorts ot home,

il

Terms moderate. A Good Table,
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POOR DOCUMENT

__FUNNY MEN'S SAYINGS

WHAT THE SAD-EYED SCRIBES OF
THE HUMOROUS PRESS WRITE.

Paragraphs from a Great Number of

Places and About a Great Number.
of Subjects.

Brown (whispering to Robinson): “You
are safe enough in asking Dumley to
drink. He’s just sworn ofl.”

Robinson (calling to Dumley): “Dum-
ley, come and join us?”’

Dumley: “Thanks, no, I've sworn off.
Tell the bar-tender to semd me a good
cigar,

“Mamma,” said a little Dakota bay, as
he came into the parlor, “where is pa(})a?"

“He is crawling up the chimney, dear,
to see what kind of a day it is.”

Mrs. Gotham (to her niece, visiting

from Chicago): “I am going to see a
lapidary, Clara; would you like to go
along.
Clara: “I think not, this mornipg,
Aunty; I have a slight headache, and,
-besides, I care very little for the mena-
gerie.”

Tombstone dealer (to widow): “I have
a gecond-hand stone, Madam, which I
can make quite a reduction on.”

Widow: ‘“Any inscription on it?”

Tombstone dealer: “Simply, ‘The good
die young.’”

Widow (comtemplatively): “Let—me
—see—William was nigh on to eighty,
but I do n’t s’pose the inscription would
make any difference if you fix the price
right.”

*Mrs. Lakefront (of Chicago): “Yes,
TLawyer Sharpedge only charged me one
hundred dollars for obtaining my di-
yorce.”

Mrs. Stockyard: “Is it possible! Why,
he charged me five hundred}”

Mrs. Lakefront: “Yes; but I have al-
ways employed him in such cases, and
that makes a difference, you know.”

Husband (groaning): “The rheumatism
in my leg is coming on again.”

Wife (with sympathy): “Oh,I am so
gorry, John. I wanted to do some shop-
ping to-day, and that is a sure sign of
rain.” :

“Mr. Sampson,” she said with a blush,
“T want to ask, what you may think is a
very strange question: Do you know if
young Mr. Brown is a gentleman of cor-
rect habits ?”

Mr. Sampson grew pale, and hemmed
and haweg: “Well—er—um—yes,” be
said, “I think he is, but oh, Miss Smith
—Miss Clara—Clara i

A little later he looked down into her
eyes and said : -

“Why did you ask me about Mr. Brown,
darling ?” :

“Because I fancied he is becoming in-
terested in a very dear friend of mine,”
gaid the girl, unblushingly.

“When you call on sister Clara, Mr.
Featherly,” said Bobby, “you never stay
later than 12 o’clock, do you?”

“No, indeed, Bobby, and often not as
late as that.”

“That's what pa said. He told ma
that there was no danger of your ever
staying any later than quarter to 12, be-
cause the saloons close up at 12.”

STAGE EFFECTS IN DAKOTA.

Dakota Theatre Owner—I can’t allow
ou to put & steam-engine on my stage.
’'m afraid of fire.

Travelling Manager—We only use
enough fire in the thing to make a little
smoke. i

“Won't do. It's against the insurance
rules.”

“But, my dear sir, it’s too late to send
out for innocent chemicals. The audi-
ence are getting impatient. Hear the
racket they are making.”

«Audiences in Dakota always do that;
they stamp their feet to keep warm. Go
ahead without the smoke.”

“Wait a moment. I'll put a boy in the
smoke-stack and tell him to breathe up-
ward.”—[Omaha World.

SOOTHES, STIMULATES!

A coraespondent asks about the burial
place of Ham. There isa town in Massa-
chusetts called Sandwich. Perhaps that
is the place.—[Baltimore American.

We don’t know Wenham died, and
cannot tell Wareham was buried, but
over between Needham and Bellingham
is the only place in Massachsetts we
should think of looking for Dedham.—
[Marlboro Times.

You feel free from pain and stronger
after putting on a hop plaster. Soothes,
stimu}l)aws.-—[Athol ranscript.

A PLEASANT CALL.

Bobby—Clara was telling ma that she
bhad a call from you through the tele-
phone yesterday, Mr. Featherly.

Featherly—Yes; and what did your
sister say, Bobby?

Bobby—She said that it was the plea-
santest call she ever had from you.—

[Epoch.

Chicage Anarchists have been pretty
quiet since the execution there a few
months ago. Hanging seems to improve
Anarchists—the live as well as the dead
ones.—[Norristown Herald.

Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes wants to
know what civilization would be without
a piano. Nobody can tell, but we
shouldn’t be afraid to try it for a week or
so.—Philadelphia Press.

De Faggs—A fine audience this! Why,
a dog-fight would draw a bigger crowd.
Gagler (wearily)—Yaas; but a dog-
}f;lght only tires the dogs, you know—[Tid-
its.

“So you are to be married?” “Yes,
and to the nicest girl in the world!
Charley, she’s worth a million!” “You
don’t say so! Harry, I congratulate you,
old boy!” “Yes, she’s worth a million
of such girls as one sees in society!”
“Oh!” (Charley murmurs as he goes off),
“Poor devil, how I pity him!”—[Boston
Transcript.

When Landseer, the great animal
yainter, was introduced to the King of
ortugal, the latter, whose knowledge of

English was strictl{' limited, welcomed
him with, “I am de ifhted to make your
acquaintance, Mr. Landseer—I am so
fond of beasts.”—[W. P. Frith’s Autobi-

ography.

FOR MUSICIANS.

Odd Itesns in the Musical Line From
Different Parts of the Conntry.

On Thursday evening a concert was
given im the school room of St. John’s
church under the auspices of the Young
Men’s Association. It was a very pleas-
ant entertainment, and all were well
pleased. .

* s *

The St. John Oratorio Society are hard
at work practicing Handel’s “Judas Mac-
cablus,” which they hope to produce be-
fore the music lovers of St. John about
the last of June.

*
*

And Fairville is to have a brass band.
At least they have made a good start in
that direction. The members will be
those at present belonging to the Fair-
ville fife and drum band, and if they do
as well withethe brass as they did with
the fifes they will no doubt be a good
band. They have another good thing in
their favor—a generous hearted gentle-
man, Mr. King, a mill owner and lumber-
man of Fairville, who has presented
them with a new set of nineteen instru-
ments from the Boston Musical Instru-
ment Manufacturing Co. The present
cost the doner $800. They are setting
out in earnest, and have engaged Prof.
Williams to teach them, who gave them
their first instruction on Saturday night
last in the hall which they have built for
themselves. Their regular practices will
be held on Saturday nights, when the
Professor will be with them ; and under
his tuition they will no doubt soon be
able to appear before the public with
credit to themselves and their teacher.
They are enterprising and shrewd, as is
shown in their selection of an instructor,
and it is safe to predict & brilliant career
for them. The professor pronounces their
instruments first class, and speaks well
of their ability to learn. The following
is a list of the instruments: piccolo, Eb
clarinet, 2 Bb clarinets, 4 Bb cornets,’3
Eb altos, 2 Bb tenors, baritone, 2 Eb
basses, sided rum; bass drum, and cym-
bals—in all nineteen pieces. I will pro-
bably run over some Saturday night and
see them after they have got a little ad-
vanced.

*

*
*

The following is clipped from an Ameri-
can paper. Of course in St. John wehave
no such paid singers; but if efforts were
made by some of our more wealthy
churches they would not only be benefi-
ted by larger ccngregations, but the
gervices would be much more hearty and
attractive. We hope some day to see
our churches “strike out” more decided-
ly in the musical line, and they will find
it a paying investment both spiritually
and financially.

»,Nowhere are so large sums paid for
church music as in New York, says a cor-
respondent. Singers that sing+ better
than many on the operatic stage are en-
gaged at large salaries, and most of them
prefer the less arduous life of a perman-
ent home to the wear and tear of & travel-
ling operatic or concerf company. It
used to be that as soon as a singer enga-
ged with a church they lost theiridentity,
they became simply “the tenor ” or the
“goprano” of such and such a church.
Those who were ambitious objected to
this, and preferred the operatic stage,
where they become known to their audi-
ences, at least by sight, and bad an op-
portunity of making a reputation and be-
coming favorites.

“The high, and what was better, sure
salaries offered by the churches, as well
as an opportunity to be in New York, at
last prevailed. Of late the singing has
been of such excellence that lovers of
music in the congregations sought out the
singers, and now not to know the differ-
ent owners of the famous voices em-
ployed by the churches is a species o
unfashionable ignoramce. Another thing
that has brought into prominence these
singers is the growing taste for higher
music, the ability to criticise,and the de-
sire on the part of hostesses to secure and
pay well for the services of popular sing-

érs atgtheir receptions.”
* *

*

*

A St. John youth goes to church where
the concluding amen of the parson’s
prayer is sung by the choir. The other
night, after he had said his prayers, he
preduced a harmonica from his pillow and
astonished his mother by blowing a
blast where the amen came in, remark-
ing* “That's the way we doin church.’

* *
*

Here is something from the New York
Journal that will interest bandsmen :

“The_manner in whieh players of wind
instruments keep their lip muscles hard-
ened often excites curiosity. This is
only attained 'by constant practicc, and
the more perfectly a performer plays the
more practice is needed to keephim up to
the mark.

“Many performers on wind instruments,
and especially cornetists, frequently lose
control over the muscles of their mouths
and are affected by what is known as the
“frozen lips.” In this case the lip some-
times swells to an enormous size, and in
many instances the performer is obliged
to take a temporary Test from playin -

“Too much smoking is also bad for the
lips, as it makes them dry and feverish.
While the use of too much liquor would,
of course, be bad for any performer, yet
when used in moderation it sometimes
has a beneficialfeffect upon the playing.
This is especially true_when a very heavy
programme is rendered.”

-

THE WHIRL OF TRADE.

ABSALOM IVORY DISCUSSES SOME
THINGS HE SAW THIS WEEK.

The Strout Patent Heating and Venti-
lating Attachments.

Of all the women in my circle of ac-
quaintances, Mrs. Ivory has the warmest
heart and the coldest feet. Ispeak in-
telligently, for in age as well as in youth,
in sorrow as well as in joy, in adversity
as well as in prosperity, in evil report as
well as in good report, her faithful heart
and her cold feet have undergone no
change. If I were g.physiologist I might
attempt to explain why the extremities
of warm hearted women are always cold,
put as I am not, I must be content with
the assertion that by the experience of a
long life, I am convinced thatsuch is the
case. The matter may be one worthy ef
investigation by the doctors.

Mrs. Ivory had drawn an easy chair

before the grate, it was last Tuesday
evening, and sat, with her feet on the
fender, reading Edmond Downey’s last
story, A House of Tears, which had been
gent in a few hours befcre by Mr. Mc-
Arthur, the King St. bookseller. Mr.
Bryce, of Toronto, publishes the book in
a very attractive form, and it is his in-
tention to supply the market with re-
prints of all the notable novels by Eng-
lish authors, from whom he purchases
the Canadian copyright.
* «It is a very sad story, Absalom,” said
Mrs. Ivory, “but it is so interesting that
I must finish it before I retire. Poor Mr.
Brabazon.” With that she stirred the
fire—how the coalssparkled and glowed—
and resumed her book, leaving me to my
reflections.

And when she had finished the last
paze she shivered slightly, and shading
her eyes with her hand, turned toward
the window, the panes of which were
covered with fantastic pictures painted
by the frost.

“Atsalom,” she remarked, after a few
moments spent in meditation, “were you
at Trinity ]fz Sunday evening ?”

Now MrslIvory and I had walked to
Trinity together, but so soon after read-
ing so atsorbjng a story as A House of
Tears, I was not surprized by her absent-
mindedness, so I answered in the affir-
'mative, without comment.

“Ard did you notice the equitableness
of the temperature and the pur"ty of the
atmosphere ?”

«I did ; it was nothing more than had
been promised.”

“By whom ?” asked Mrs. Ivory.

MBy

CHARLES F. FOGG & CO.,

manufacturers and proprietors of the
Strout Patent Heating and Ventilating
Attachments, whose head office for the
Dominion of Canada is at 24 Nelson St.”

And then I went on to explain how
thege attachments, which are adjustable
to any furnace at small expense, utilize
all the heat produced by the furnace and
regulate the circulation of the air go that
all parts of the building are at the same
temperature and purity. This is a copy
of a letter received by the company from
Rev. Dr. Talmage of the Brooklyn Taber-
nacle.

BrookLYN, January 8th, 1887.

This is to certifiy that the Brooklyn
Tabernacle is heated and ventilated by
the Strout system, manufactured by

a decided success. It is doing the work
with two of the largest furnaces cut off;
where we before used four small furnaces
and two large ones, we now use only the
four small ones with much better results
than formerly with the six.
T, DEwitr TALMAGE,
Pastor of Brooklyn Tabernacle.
Again, March 8, 1887, Dr. Talmage
wrote :—Messrs. Strout & Williams seem
to have found the best mode of heating
and ventilating houses, churches and
halls. How many audiences have been
practically asphyxiated by foul air. Our
crowded audience-room has been won-
derfully relieved by the heating and ven-
tilating attachments of Strout & Williams, |

| We have tried this new invention long

enough to pronounce it a complete suc-
cess and to commend it to others. The
apparatus soon pays for itself in the
amount of coal saved, and the public
health would be grealty advantaged by
its general introduction.
T. DEwrrr TALMAGE,
Pastor of Brooklyn Tabernacle.
This system is now in working order
not only in Trinity Church, but
in the residences of Count DeBury, and Mr.
Thomas Ellis, and in St. Rose Church,
Fairville, and I wish Messrs. Fogg & Co.
and their resident partner and represen-
tative, Mr. Thomas Ellis, the bestsuccess
in their efforts to purify the atmosphere
of our churches, schools and private re-
sidences. The system heats and venti-
lates with about half the fuel consumed
under the old system, and can be ap-
plied to any make of furnace in it, with-
out defacing the building. The subject
of heating and ventilation has engrossed
the attention of scientists for years, and
the problem has been solved by this in-
vention which is destined to greatly
benefit mankind.
ArsiLoM Ivory.

5

A Great Sufferer.

That person who is afflicted with rheu-
matism is a great sufferer and greatly to
be pitied if they cannot procure Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil. This remedy is a certain
cure, not only for rheumatism but for all

Strout & Wiiliams, and that it has proved | M

Hints to Housekeepers.

Sgotted veils are considered by oculists
to be very trying and injurious to the
eyes.

Scatter powdered alum on shelves in-
fested with ants.

Milk which has changed may be ren-
dered fit for use again by stirring in a
little soda.

To remove fruit stains rub with whisky
or camphor before being washed.

Dyspeptics who use coffee will do well
to take it in small quantities, black and
strong, without milk.

Tack a piece of ticking inside your
:{;rdrobe d%or and keep your pattyerns

re.

Kerosene will soften boots and shoes

render them pliable as new.

The best thing for a burn is, wet the
burn with cold water, then cover the
burn with wheat flour so thick it will
keep out the air; keep it on, it will pre-
vent blistering.

Charcoal is recommended as an ab-

sorber of gases in the room where foul
gases are present. It should be freshly
powdered and kept there continually.
Table linens should always be hemmed
by hand. Not only do they look more
dainty, but there is never a streak of
dirt under the edge after being launder-
ed, as with machine sewing.

A decided improvement in the eating
bib for children is made of a towel. It
is better to have the towel white. Hol-
low out the neck before binding, and
bind with white tape.

Turpentine and black varnish, put with
any good stove polish, is the blacking by
hardware dealers for polishing heating
stoves. If properly puton it will last
throughout a season.

Apple sauce is much improved by the
addition of a tablespoonful of butter and
requires less sugar.

Infants under three months of age

should not be given.arrowroot or other

:}t}archy foods, for they cannot digest
em.

To seed raisins easily, pour hot water
over them, let it remain & moment then
drain offt The hot water loosens the
seeds and they come out clean.,

In putting away wash dresses, every
vestige of starch should be removed, and
they should be left unironed. White
dresses of any fabric are improved by

iplacing sheets of blue tissue paper be-

‘tween the folds, and then wrapping the
whole dress in the same paper.

e

Secret voting was practised by the an-
cient Greeks and Romans. The word
ballot comes from the French bullotte (a
little ball). The first record of the use of
a ballot box is that of 1526, when such
was employed in the election of alder-
men of London. '

<>

Queer, Queer Human Nature.
s

[Newton Journall.

The experiences of a newspeper editor
are certaimly varied, and in the prosecu-
tion of his duties he comes in contact
with thé most curious individuals and is
afforded excellent glimpses of the reverse
sidé of matters only the. exterior and
front of which are discerned by the pub-
lic. Itis often wondersd by many read-
ers how it happens that so many small
personal notes appear in print,and many
people really averse to such things con-
cerning themselves (together with others
who profess to be 80 but at the same
time are anxious to see there names
in the paper) deride and denounce the
newspaper for such publications. Of
course there are many items sentto a
newspaper office that never see the com-
posing room, but we believe the follow-
ing, sent us for publication by a Newton
lady, is too rich for the waste basket :

We are sorry to learn that Miss—has been
quite ill for nearly two months ; she is now slowly
recovering ; she has recently purchased a piano of
essre,— ; for tone and durability it cannot be
surpassed,

The first portion of the item is a desir-
able and proper piece of news, but the
latter only indicates how strongis the
desire for publicity. We are pleased to
Jearn so much concerning the superior
excellence of that piano, a 50 uncommon
musical instrument that has been pur-
chased by the iady, and the declaration
that “it cannot be surpassed” must strike
the mind of the average reader as of
course nothing short of the absolute fact,
as there are so very few that such a
characterization is fully warranted. We
have, however, been unable as yet to es-
tablish the logical connection between
the lady’s illness and the declaration con-
cerning the “tone and durability” of the
piano.

e e

This is an age of premiums. Given
away with every sealskin sacque a burn-
ing desire to possess other costly belong-
ings to match.—Boston Commonwealth.

POWDER
Absolutely Pure.

Thie powder never varies. A marvel of purity,
strength and wholesoineness, More economic

pﬁatition with the multitude of low test, short
ght alum or phosphate powders. So’d only in

com
wei
cans. RoYAL Baking Pewpgr Co., 106 Wall St.,

external aches and internal pains.

New York.

that have been hardened by water, and l

than the ordinary kinds,and cannot be sold in.

80 KING STREET.

FANCY

80 KING

HOLIDAY GIFT BOOKS,

GOODS,

Albums, Annuals, Plush and Leather Goods, Bibles,
Prayer and Hymn Books, Pocket Books,
Purses, Work Boxes, Christmas
Cards, &e¢., &e.

BEST VALUE EVER OFFERED.

Inspection respectfully invited.

D. McARTHUR,

-

]

STREET.

Every Fam

TOILET

Health, Neatness & Economy

WILL USE

PERFORATED

IN ROLLS,

NO WASTE!

You save 50 PER CEXT. over old
Methods.

HEALTH IS WEALTH!

hn having

PAPER !

NO LITTER!

b

Parer 43D FIxTURES FoRr SALE BY

R.D. McCARTHUR:

Wholezale by LzB. ROBERTSON,

A.C. SMITH & Co.

500 DO E R ]

————— ————

THIS GLOVE, is

been a

EXTREME

tation it is tated with, and (in point
EQUAL to any

rect size should be given.

AWAY in the seams.

FAIRALL & SMITH,

ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an un
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE” G

OUR KID GLOVE.

“TANT MIEUX.”

placed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufactur-
ing tables of a GRENOBLE FRENCH KID GLOVE HOUSE, for

ﬁointed the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGENTS, and owing to its
LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SOFTN

which we have

and
aralleled hold both in EUROPE
%lil))ﬁo of ST. JOHN, at

VE, whilst in repu-
of actual wearing value) 18 allowed to be

S to the

«TREFOUSSE” or other high class glove made.

‘We are prepared to Mail them to any part of CANADA for six cents extra, and
for orders exceeding four pairs we will send them CARRIAGE PAID. By this
means ladies in out districts may have the gloves delivered at their homes without
any additional cost. As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor-

Tr{(a air upon our guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
BREA
PRICE 64 CENTS.

King Street, St. John, N. B.

B'urs.

B'urs.

S, &c.
LADIES,
LA

MITTS, &c.

Sizes and Prices.-

The Largest Stock we ever had, and
Call and Examine.

MENS 13(?1% COATS, FUR LINED COATS, CAPS, COLLARS, CUFFS, GLOVES,

SEAL SACQUES, ASTRACHAN SACQUES, FUR LINED CIRCU-
RS AND CAVENDISH MUFFS, COLLARS, BOAS, CUFFS, GLOVES,

MEN’S, WOMEN’S, AND CHILDREN’S IMITATION FUR CAPS, all

SLEIGH ROBES, IN BEAR, WOLF, RACCOON, JAP BEAVER, JAP
WOLF, &c.

as large as any other house in the City.

D. MAGEE’S SONS,

7 and 9 MARKET SQUARE.

Thos.Dean.

Beef, Pork,
Lamb,

Mutton,

Lard,
Hams, Poultry,

Bacon, Game.

13,14 & 15CITY MARKET

LaceCurtains,
% Blankets

—AND—

PILLOW SHAMS

CLEANSED in first-class style at
Reasonable Rates.

Fller Beds and Pilows

RENOVATED AT

UNGAR'S LAUNDRY,
82 WATERLOO STREET,

R.O’SHAUGHNESSY & Co,,

(McLaughlan Building,)
83 GERMAIN STREET, ST. JOHN, N. ’

Hayve jsst opened a flne assortment of

Pt Tades Work Beskets,

UPHOLSTERED & LINED WITH SILK,
Which will make a handsome Christmas Presen
—ALSO,—:
MANUFACTURERS OF

Trunks, Satchels, Bags, Valises, &

Society Boxes and Canvas Covers Made to er.
Sample and Express Work a Sp-<ialty.

J. D. McAvity,
Family Grocer

39 BRUSSELS ST. .

~

Teas, Coffees, Sugars, Tobac-
cos, Spices, Fruits, &c.
ALSO DEALER IN j

Hard and Soft Coal,

Delivered to all parts of the City.

SMITH’S MANUAL
—OF—

Engineers'Calculations

FOR SALEZAT
McMillan’s, Harrison’s, Barnes’ MeArthur's and
Watson’s Bookstores.

PRICE, - $3.00.




