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"AN AMERICAN SERIAL!
«THE BRETON MILLS.”

A Romance of New England Life.

)

' BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY,

Editor of the Springfield (Mass.) Daily News.

‘A SOCIAL BEVOLUTION.

FIRST MEETING OF THE ANTI-TEA-
DRINKING SOCIETY.

The President's Inangural Address—

! Stirring Speech of Mr. Dow the

i Great Reformer.

> i

The - inaugural meeting of the “Anti-
tea-drinking Society” was held last
eyening in the large g patlor at the
back of Terry Oldknow’s billiard saloon.
The room was well filled, much interest
having been evinced in the new move-
ment.

The notice eonvening the meeting bav-

ing been read, Mr. J.T. Hardeoak was
unanimously voted to the chair, and,
having fortified himself with a long pull
at a black square bettle on the table,
proceeded to address the meeting as fol-
lows. “Gentlemen:—We are called to-
gether at a momentous epoch of the
-| history of our country—a crisis, which
1 may say, without fear of exaggeration,
affeets not only the living members of
the community, but even the babe un-
born. Yes, Gentlemen, the effects of the
movement we are met together this even-
ing toinaugurate will be felt not only by
the present generation, but away onward
thropgh the dim, distant future, “down
the ringing grooves of time,” as the poet
has said. Gentlemen, the object of this
gathering here to-night of such an over-
whelming mass of our most prominent,
most solid citizens, is nothing short of a
revolution—an utter abolition of one of

The above Sketches, taken from among the Pictures appearing in the Story, wﬂl suflficiently indi-
cate the Character of the Illustrations. % e

COPYRIGHTED AND ILLUSTRATED.

This paper will shortly begin the publication of a Serial Story with the ahove title, and
of intense interest. FEach chapter is alive with excitement and the plot moves on with a
power and spirit which will, we belieye, make this one of the most acceptable serials we have

ever offered in these columns.

THE BRETON

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 a®ors 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"dissects the pa-
thetic elements of the life of the poor with fearless hand. Still his romance, after all,isa
romance of love, and all else in the story is only introduced to solve the problem of one

man’s devoted and faithful nature.
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PLATED WARE,

the most cherished habits of society—a
custom which has come down to us from
dur great grandmothers and which has
done more mischief to mankind than all
the wars—all the epidemics, all the earth-
guakes, cyclones or tornadoes, of centu-
ries. Gentlemen, I allude to the baneful,
pernicious, heslth-destroying custom of
drinking tea! If war hasslain her thou-
sands, tea has counted her victims by
tens of thousands. That poison—deadly
poison, lurks in the leaves of this vile
foreign plant, no man of ordinary educa*
tion or common sénse will attempt to
deny. Look at home; gentlemen—the
evil is entrenched at our own firesides.
Look at your nervous, dyspeptic, hysteri-
cal wives and daughters, and if you are
men—men worthy of the name—proclaim,
{rumpet-tongued, over the length and
breadth of the land, the cause—the true
cause of all this sorrow and suffering.
Tea, gentlemen ! It is all the fruit of this
noxious plant, with which (in addition to
cheap labor) China is slowly but surely
working the ruin of our great and glori-
ous republic. Let us arise in our mil-
lions, and as one man set our foot on the
neck of this foreign invader, which is
slowly but not the less surely draining
the life out of our wives and children, as
well as injuring with its baneful competi-
tion, our home manufactures.

For is not every pound of tea that is
brought into this country from abroad a
direct injury to our vineyards, our hop-
growers, our barley and corn raisers ?
I appeal to you gentlemen—I ask you, in
the full certainty of what your answer
will be,—able as we are, to produce the
best of wine, whiskey and beer that this
| fair earth can afford—what on earth do
we want with this wretched Chinaman’s
deeoction called Tea?”

Tremendous applause, during which
the chairman took another pull at the
black bottle and resumed his seat.

The next item on the programme was
a hymn, but owing to nearly every mem-
ber of the meeting having his own pri-
vate ideas as to time and tune, the
reporter failed to catch the words—one
| verse, however, sounded something like
this—

“If wine is poison, g0 is tea,
Though in another sha;

C,
What matter whether fbe killed,
By Canister or Grape.”

At the conclusion of the hymn Mr.
Y Asa F. Dow arose, and having duly paid
his devotions to the aforesaid black bottle,
i| said—“Gentlemen:—I do not pretend to
be a practisek orator, like our worthy and
respected chairman; but as a man, a8 &
husband and father, as a citizen of our
glorious country, I feel that I must say a
word upon this all-important subject.
Our chairman has depicted, in burning
words that must strike home to the heart
of every man in this assembly, the terri-
ble effects of this poisonous decoction, the
use of which by our wives and daughters
i filling the coffers of a foreign nation

gentlemen, there is another aspect of this
most momentous question, which has
not yet been considered—I mean, gentle-
men, its medical and scientific aspect—
and, qualified, as I think I may say I am,
from my early experience as errand boy
in a drug store, I propose to say a few
words upon this pernicious habit of tea-
drinking, from :a medical point of view.
Gentlemen, the active principle of this
outlandish, heathenish decoction which
is insidiously stealing the roses from the
fair che.eks of our wives and daughters is
a villainous stuff called “Tannin”—and
this tannin has the property of turning
the food with which it comes in contact
in the human stomach, into leather!
Think of it,gentlemen! At ‘this mo-
ment, when we men are encouraging and
upholding to the baest of our abihty
our home products and manufactures Ve
here the speaker reverently raised the
biack bottle to his lips—“our wives.and
daughters at home are turning their

stomachs into Tanneries! Gentlemen ”—
But this awful revelation was too much
for the already highly strung nerves of
the assembly. With a universal how!} of
dismay the members broke, as one man,
for the bar in the billiard saloon, and the
meeting terminated, without the dox-

ology.

The pledge of the society will be found
at the usual places for signature.
who are degirous of stu;gxing the great
waste resulting from indulgence in the
noxious tea plant, and who have at heart
the interests of the rising generation are
invited to sign and by example and pre-
cept :‘%deavour to stay the evil which is
spreading its myriads of death dealing
arms all over the land. 5

Annexation. n it Practieable?

To the editor of the SATURDAY GAZETTE :

Sir,—Will you allow a stranger the
privilege of a word upon a subject that is
attracting a large share of public attengion
in St. John at the present moment=the
question of the Annexation of the Mari-
time Provinces to the United States. I
restrict the argument to the Maritime
Provinces for the reason that, as far I can
see, the question of annexation has not
arisen in the Upper Provinces, but is
confined to those on the Atlantic sea-
board.

It has been said that & looker on some-
times sees more of & game than those
who are playing, and it certainly seems
to one that the direct issues involved in
the question of -annexation have never
been looked-in-theface or discussed by
either party. In the first place let us,
for the sake of argument, assume that
the feeling -in favour of annexation in
these Maritime Provinces continues to
increase until a majority of the inhabi--
tants decide to abandon the old flag and
place themselves under the government
of the neighbouring Republic. ~What
then? The Dominion Parliament would
almost cerlainly refuse to allow the con-
federation to be broken up, and the Bri-
tish Government would certainly back up
the Canadian Parliament in their refusal.
That would place the_annexationist ma-
jority face to face with—submission, or
war. Would the Americans declare war
on England for the sake of a majority of
New Brunswickers and Nova Scotians
who wished to become Americans citi-
zens? Not likely! What then? Simply
a return to the “status quo ante,” but
with diminished prestige and diminished
influence in the councils of the Dominion.

That is one issue which the promoters
of annexation have to face.

On the other hand, suppose this hypo-
thetical majority, having, as I said before,
declared in favor of aunexation, in some
miraculous manner, succeed in obtaining
the consent of the Dominion Parliament
and the Home Government to the sur-
render. What then? The United States
Government accept the offer, and a new
state is added to the Union. Would the
people bemefit by the change? Would
the new state be more prosperous than
the old Provinces? British trade would,
as usual “follow the flag”—the chances
of St.2John and Halifax as winter ports
would be gone for ever—for the United
States require no winter ports; they are
already fully supplied in that line.
Would our cotton mills, our. factories
stand under the competition with those
of the United States?

Last year, in the northern part of New
Brunswick, close to the boundary line, I
saw Mr. Gibson’s cotton selling,on the New
Brunswick side, for 8 and 10 cents a yard;
at a nother store, a couple of miles away,
on the American side, the same kind of
goods (United States manufacture) sold at
4 and 5 cents. Given annexation, would
not the Gibson cotton have to come down

to the same figure?

It seems to me that a brighter future
ig in store for Carada. The time will
come when, owing to enormously increas-
ed po}lmlations, both Canada and Austra-
lia will become too large, and of too much
importance in the world, to longer remain
British colonies. Then, as independent
and powerful nations, it may be as mem-
bers of one vast British confederation,
a Zollvereian of En, lish-sgeaking nations
encircling the world and monopolizing
the trade of the world, Canada will have
worked out her destiny—surely a higher
and nobler fate than to sink into a petty
state; under the government of the
national assembly at Washington.

I am sir yours faithfully,

with our hard-earned dollars. But

St. GEORGE.

EUROPEAN ECHOES.

A FEW OF MANY EVENTS OVER THE
WATER.

»

Things the European Correspondents
Think Worth’ Cabling.

Loxpox, Jan. 10.—The wonderful ex-
hibition of pictures at the Grosvenor
Gallery comprises a large loan collection
representing a century of British art. It
is chiefly valuable on account of its giv-
,ing the public an opportunity of examin-
ing examples of the leading artists of the
British school of the early part of this
century which have for a long time been
in private hands. The most interesting
pictures are by Hogarth, Gainsborough,
Sir Joshua Reynolds, and of the land-
scapes those of John Constable, who died
in 1837. One of the Hogarths was lent
by the Queen. Her Hogarth represents
a view of the Mall in St. James’s Park.
This is a faithful study of the park in the
time of Hogarth, while the densa crowds
walking upon the Mall are made of repré-
sentatives of all classes of society of that
time—gentlemen, ladies, soldiers and
workmen. There is even a waterman,

1 wearing the badge of the last century. It -

was formerly the vroperty of the Prince
Regent. The most interesting of the
Hogarths are the portraits of Peg Wofl-
ington, It is astonishing to witness the
difference between the three portraits
exhibited as those of Woffington. Two
of them are quite ugly; the third, which
I ani prepared to believe must be the

.| best portrait, represents a handsome and

brilliant women. The most striking of
the character pictures is that of “%he
Lady’s Last Stake.,” This picture repre-
gents an interior of Hogarth’s house at
Chiswick. Itwaspainted for Lord Clarle-
mont, who paid Hogarth £100 for it. It re-
presents a young and handsome married

woman, dressed in the height of fashion, ~
who has been gambling with a young
officer in her drawing-room until 5 o’clock
in the morning. He has won from her a
necklace, her diamonds, her husband’s
miniature, set in diamonds, all of her
loose gold and a note for £500. The scene
of the picture is at the time when the
officer has offered all he has won inreturn
for her virtue. This picture is as full of
striking character to-day as when first
painted: The wall of the room and all is
very similar to the ordinary English
dmwinﬁ;room:interior of the day. The
color is bright and the general condition
of the picture most excellent.' It brought
at the sale of Lord Charlemont’s pictures
in 1874, £1585. It is the property of
Louis Huth. There is also exhibited in
this collection” of Hogarth a celebratod
inting of the sleeping congregation.
his is the property of R. Rankine, Esq.
It was originally purchased by Sir
Edward Walpole. It wassold in 1875 for
£94 10s. Etchingg™f this picture have
been sold almost from the day it was first
completed.

The Jockey Club this week has declin-
ed to renew the licenses of three jockeys
—Wood, George Barrett, and Glover, the
first for suspicious riding, the second for
foul riding, and the third for disobedi-
ence. The most sensational case is that
against the premier jockey, Wood, who
is accused of having twice pulled a
horse named Success last year. Wood
was threatened with suspension at the
time, and it was then only ayerted by
his assertion that legal proceedings would
be taken against the author of the state-
ment, but this appears to have been only
bounce. Wood earns about twice as much
as President Cleveland is paid in salary
by fair work, and if he pulls his horses
and bets against them occasionally the
extent to which he can increase his ime
come has no limit. But now he can only
rest until the wrath of the Jockey Club
has subsided or ride in France for some
French stable, the general refuge for
England’s detected and ejected jockeys.
He has no chance of riding anything in
England until his Jockey Club license
is renewed. Tbe Jockey Club have cer-
tainly enough on their hands just now,
but it is quite time they begun to bestir
themselves. Sir Gecrge Chetwynd, for
some reason or other, fights shy of going
into the law courts, and asks the Jocke

Club to investigate the charge of swind-
ling the public, by running his horses to
suit his betting book, which Lord Dur-
ham has brought against him. So far
the racing gublic have been with Lord
Durham, and the feeling in his favor has
been strengthened since Chetwynd has
declined to go into the law courts. Wood
is one of the jockeys who is alleged to
have pulled Chetwynd’s horses to order.

Jack Wannop, the heavy-weight wrest-
ler and boxer, leaves England early next
month for the United States, where he
will wrestle Evan Lewis of Chicago.
Wannop says he will fight or wrestle any
man in America. ‘Wannop is a clever
wrestler, but is onl{ ordinary at boxing,
though he has a long reach. He has
never done any fighting worth speaking
of here, so that he is to some extent an
untried man. . Wannep is a good-temper-
ed opponent and whether ‘he wins or
loses he is a:ways friendly with his an-
tagonist. i

A story is being revived in diplomatic
circles of the Czar’s intention to have
himself proclaimed Emperor of Asia,
and, it is said, the ceremony is to take
place shortly at Merv. The friends
this rumor declare it is with this end in
view that the Czar has lately cultivated
Germany so assiduously, in order to have
a strong alliance somewhere with wl;:ch
to offset the burst of rage which might
be expected from England and from
England’s Queen should the Czar takew
title which would include that of the
Empress of India. Victoria’s mostc e€ert

pride and joy.
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CHAPTER L
A PICTURE AND ITS CRITICS. -

“Let’s take a squint in.”

It is on the sidewalk in front of the fine
residence of Ezekiel Breton. Surely every-
body within the length and breadth of a hun-
dred miles must have heard the name of the
wealthy mill owner, whose energy and
shrewdness have passed into a byword. The
house is brilliantly lighted, and the windows
wide open as if to invite the attention an¥
admiration of the humble passers by.

Three men, laborers, if coarse, soiled clothes
and dull, heavy tread mean anything, have
come down the street and now stand leaning
against the tall iron fence.

“Why shouldn’t wo see the show, boys#”
sontinued the long whiskered man, with an

“Mhpleasant laugh. ““It's our work that’s pay-
in’ for it, I guess. How long do you think it
would take you, Jack, to scrimp enough to-
gether to buy one of "them candlesticks?
Hullo—there's. the boss himself,” and he
thrust his band inside the iron pickets to
point out a portly gentleman whose bald
head was fringed with silver white hair.

*Mr. Breton had paused a moment before the
window.

“Come, let’s go on,” urged the man with a
clay pipe, edging off a little into the shadow;
“he’ll see us and be mad.”

“What's the odds if he does?” and the
speaker frowned at the rich man from be-
tween the pickets. ‘“He can't get help no
cheaper than us, can he? That's one good
pint of bein’ way down, you can’t tumble a
mite. But just look at him, boys; big watch
chain andsgold bowed specs a-danglin’. See
the thumbs of his white hands stuck in his
vest pocket and him as smilin’ as if e never
did nobody a wrong in his whole blessed life.
There now is somethin’ purtier, though.”

The old gentleman moved unsuspectingly
aside and revealed a young girl. ~ °

v+ viz, T SUppose my girl Jane mighi 100k
just as good in such clothes as them. But she
Wouldn’t no more speak to Jane than as if
the girl wasn’t human. And as for a poor
man, he might pour his life out for her purty
face and she wouldn't give him alook. A
few dollars and a suit of clothes makes the
odds.”

“What's she laughin’ at?" said the tall man,
taking his clay pipe from his mouth.

“Can’t you see? There’s the boy standin’
jist beyond her. Breton’s young hopeful
Nothin’ less than the biggest kind of game
for her, I callate.”

“] never seen him before,” remarked the
third man, reverentially. *I s’pose he'll be
our boss some day.”

“He's been to college polishin’ up his wits.
"Taint goin’ to be so easy as it was to grind
the poor. The old man now didn't need no
extra schoolin’.”

_ “I aint so sure now,” said the tall man,
blowing out a wreath of smoke, ‘“The boy
looks more kind about his mouth and eyes,
See him look at thegirl. I cal'late she don’t
think he’s very bad.”

“Wait till he gets his heel on - the nécks of
a thousand of us, as his father has. Wait
till he finds we ainf got a penny ahead, nor
a spot of God’s earth for our own, but lie at
his mercy. See how kind he'll be then.
"aint the nature of the beast, Bill Rogers.”

Bill Rogers took a long look at the slight
form of the mill owner’s son—at his fresh,
young face and small, pleasant black eyes.
“] wish the lad had a chance: I believe I'd
trust - himy Graves. Hadn't we better be
startin’? The meetin’ will begin purty soon.”

“What's the hurry? Curran is always late
himself,” Well, come along, then.”"

Just now Mr. Breton is leaning lightly on
the mantel near one of his pet heirlooms—
thesiver candelabra. Near him stands a tall,
elegantly formed gentleman, only a trifle
past middle age, whose clear chiseled mouth
has the merest hint of a smile on it, as if he

.had just said something bright. It was a ymile
he always wore when he had spoken—d smile
with an edge to it. But Mr. Ellingsworth
had to make that smile do good service, for
he never laughed. -The funniest jokes had
been told him—the most ridiculous situations
described to him—but he only smiled.

“What am I going to do with the boy?”
Mr. Breton’s voice was always loud and
sharp as if making itself heard above the
roaring of his mills. “Why, marry him to
your daughter the first thing. Eh! Philip?’

~— == - =

“WAy, marry him to your daughter the l
first thing.”

Would she be angry, proud and reserved
as she was? Philip shot a furtive glance at |
Bertha as she sat at the piano idly turning
over the music sheets. But the girl might
not have heard, not a shade of expression
changed in her face. It might as well have
been the sources of the Nile they were dis-
cussing so far as she was concerned, appar-
ently, but as she pressed her white hand on
the music sheet to keep it open, her lover’s
cyes softened at the flash of their betrothal

diamond.
¢ should think your hands must be pretly
full already,” suggested Mr. Ellingsworth in |
the low smooth tone, as much a part of his
style as the cut of his black coat, “with a |
thousand unreasonable beings down in your
factories. And by the way, I hear that
Labor is claiming its’ rights, with a big |
L. Asif anybody had any rights, except by |
accident.”
“Skeptical as ever, Ellingsworth,” said the |
mill oyner with all a practical man’s distaste |
for a thing so destructive to industry. ‘‘But
£ ily cnough with my help if |
would only keep out of
o kind of an
mebody is |
IwishI|
1 m looked
rooni «s if Le hoped !
in some corner of hir
own parlor.
[ He met Bortha’s blue eyes wide open in &

new interest. She haa halr turned trom the
piano, but her sleevg was caught back on the
edge of the keyboard, revealing the fair full
contour of her arm, which. glistened whiter
than the ivory beneath it.

©A mystery, how charming!” she smiled;
“lot me picture him: tall, with clustering
auburn hair on his godlike head”—

“Pijsh—excuse me, my dear—but more
likely the fellow is some low, drunken jail-
bird you would be afraid to pass on the
street, Some day they will find out there is
no good making working people uneasy.
They want the work, and they ought to be
glad the work wants them. Their interests
are identical with ours.”

“No doubt,” assented Mr. Ellingsworth, in
his suavest tones, that seemed too smooth for
satire, ‘‘but perhaps they think you get too
large a share of the dividends.”

“You like to round your sentences pretty
well,” retorted Mr. Breton, flushing slightly,
“but do you mean to say you, of all men,
sympathize with this labor reform nonsense?”

Ellingsworth smiled and shrugged his
shapely shoulders just visibly.

“You ought to know me, Mr. Breton. I
sympathize with—nobody. It is too much
tronble. And as for the sufferings of the
lower classes—they may be very pitiable—but
I don't see how the nether millstone can help
itself, or for that matter be helped either.”
Then he glanced curiously toward the piano.

“Why, where are our young people?’

After considerable dumb show Bertha had
become aware that Philip had same intelli-
gence of a startling nature to communicate.
So it happened that,-at the moment Mr.
Ellingsworth inquired for them, the young
people stood just inside the door of the cozy
little room called ‘‘the study.”

“I am going to have some high fun to-
night, Bertha; I am going tothat labor meet-
ing. I want to see the business from the in-
side, when the public show isn't going on.”

The girl looked at him im astonishment. .

“They won't let you in.”

“That's just where the fun is coming. It is
going to be better than all the college devil-
try, and—wait here two minutes and I'll
show you.”

Book shelves ran up to the cefling on the side
of the room, opposite the door. A long of-
fice table stretched across the center almost
to the high window looking toward the
street. But all the business associations did
not oppress this elegant young weman, who
threw herself in luxurious abandon into the
solitary easy chair. She apparently did not
find love very disturbing. No doubt she only
smiled at its poems, fervid with a passion un-
known to her calm, even life.- Her young
lover had often been frightened at the firm
outline of the cold red lips, with never a
thought of kisses on them, and at thesprite-
like unconsciousness of her blue eyes that

ked curiously at him when love softened
voice and glorified his face. , She was not
listening for his returning footsteps, not one
ine of eagerness or of suspense was on the
dispassionate face, while she played with the
flashing .jewel her lover bad placed long ago
on her finger.

The door opens behind her, but she does not
turn her head—no doubt he will come in
front of her if he wishes to be—there he is, &
slight figure, looking very odd and disagree-
able in the soiled and'ill fitting clothes he has
put on, with no collar or cuffs, but a blue
flarinel shirt open a button or two at his neck.
His faded pantaloons were roughly thrust
into the tops of an immense pair of cowhide
boots which apparently had never been so
much as shadowed by a box of blacking. His
black eyes sparkle as he holds out to her a
bandless felt hat which shows the marks of a
long and varied history. Bertha looked at
him in dull distaste. What a poor mouth he
had, and how unpleasantly his face wrinkled
when he smiled.

“I wouldn't ever do this again,” she said
coldly.

A hurt look came into his eyes; he dropped
his hat on the floor and was turning dejected-
ly away. i

The fun was all gone, and her words and
her look he knew would come back to him a
thousand times when he should be alone.

But she put out her hand to him like the
scepter of aqueen. “Never mind—you will
generally wear better clothes than these,
won’t you?’

“But I wouldn't like ‘to have that make
any difference,” said Philip, looking wistfully
at the cool white hand he held. ‘‘Supposing
I was poor”—

She drew her hand away impatiently. If
he had known *how he looked then, he would
have chosen another time for his lover’s fool-
ishness.

“Don’t get poor. I like pretty things and
graceful manners and elegant surroundings;
that is the way I am made. I should suffo-
cate if I didn’t have them.” .

“But,” urged Philip uneasily, ‘‘you couldn’t
love anybody but me, could you?”

She smiled charmingly. ‘‘You must not
let me!” Then shw “pse asif to dismiss the
subject. ‘‘Are you ad ready?”

In a minute more he was, after he had
fastened on his yellow whiskers and bronzed
over his face and meck and white wrists.
“Your own father wouldn’t know you!” she

| laughed, as they opened the outer door.
| Philip went down two steps.

“You shake the foundation with those
boots.” - He was quite recovering his spirits,
now that she was so kind with him. ‘‘And
you will tell me all about it, and whether the
leader has auburn hair as I said? How long
before you will come back—an hour? Well,
I'll bo here as long as that.”

He pulled his great hat well down over his
eyes and started, but at the gate he turned to
look back.

Bertha stood in the doorway, tall and
queenly, the red gold of her hair glistening
in the light like a halo about her head. He
could not catch the look in her face, but as
she stood she raised her hand to her lips
and threw him a kiss with a gesture of ex-
quisite grace.

Ina moment more he. heard her at the
piano, and he tried to keep clumsy step to
thestrain from ‘“La Traviata” that came
throbbing after him.

CHAPTER 1IL

MASQUERADING.

Philip pushed open the door of Market
hall and looked in. About sixty men were
scattered over the benches in all conceivable
positions, A number held pipes between
their teeth, filling the room with the rank
smoke of the strongest and blackest tobacco.
Here and there two men appropriated a
whole bench, one at each end, for a sofa. But
more of them were settled down on the small
of their backs, with thewr knees braced
against the bench in front. He saw in a mo-
ment that, though he was worse dressed than
any of them, yet there was a difference in
kind also. There was more meaning in one
wrinkle on their well worn coats than in all
hisingenious paraphernalia. He felt ashamed

| in the presence of these pathetic realities, and

turned to go back, but his great boots creaked
incautiously. Only two or three looked
around; a poor man more or less does not
count for much with the poor or with the
rich. Two or three grave, worn faces, two
or three p: of tired, hopeless eyes rebuked

y for the idle freak that |
ad he there, |

.- What rig

*it the un-

vy eyamtoms of the disease ealled pov-
erty? What aninsult to their bitter needs
were his mock trimmings, in which he came

nge one masquerading among a graveyard
full of ghosts!

“Hold on, friend, ye needn’t go,” and a
long whiskered man beckoned to him.

He found his way to a seat with a hang
dog air, the best piece of acting he had done
yet. The same stolid 18ok was on this man’s
face, bleached to a settled paleneds from the
confinement of years in the walls of the mills,
and there was a bitterness about the mouth
and postrils as if he had not kissed the rod
that smote him. :

‘‘No call to be shamed, young man. Isup-
pose them's the best clothes you got. Your
heart may be just as white as if you had a
better livin’.”

The poor don’t talk except when they have
something to say. So Philip said nothing, to
act in gharacter.

“I suppose you think you're pretty hard
up,” resumed the big whiskered man, who
was no other than Graves, the man who had
peered into his companion’s parlor window
only an” hour ago. And he glanced signifi-
cantly at Philip's boots and soiled panta-
loons.

“Jest look at that little chap over yonder,
all bowed up. He don't look very hearty,
does he? Up to his house there's a wife all
faded and broken, and twoe little cripples for
children, a whinin' and a screechin’ from
mornin’ to-night. He would chop his head
off to help them, but he is slow and weak,
and don’t git but ninety cents a day, and he
ean’t save them babies a single ache, nor ease
their poor misshapen little bones one twinge.
It takes every penny to keep the wretched
breath in 'em all, and him and his wife, once
as purty a gal as ever you seen, has only to
stand and see ’em‘cry. They used to ery
themselves, too, but that was long ago.”

Graves looked about him. ‘“Do you see
that lean faced man with the hurt armms, at
the end of the seat ye're on? Well, he's got
the smartest little boy in town. All he
wanted was schoolin’, and his father and
mother saved and scrimped so he could have
it. You o&hter seen how proud they was to
see their lad struttin’ off to school while they
kept a thinkin’ of him all day long in the
mill. And they was never too tired to hear

the boy tell them over the hard names
he had learned. And then they would
tell the neighbors, who sometimes gob
jealous, how. they was savin’' every
cent and how their boy was goin’ to col-
lege like old Breton's son. But there was no
call for the meighbors to be jealous; the
woman went to work one day when she was
sick, and caught her death o’ cold and it took
a mint of money to nuss and then bury her.
Then the man fell and got hurt and the little
boy cried enough to break your heart whén
they took his books away.” The face of the
long whiskered man softened an instant, but
he turned his head away.

“He needn’t a cried,” he said gruffly; “I
don’t know as he was any better than the
rest of us.”

Now there came a little commotion on the
platform.

A man who sat head and shoulders above
the group on the platform rose to his full
height like a young giant and came forward.
He looked down into the upturned faces for
a moment in silence, and Philip felt his
steel blue eyes piercing him like a sword.

“Men,” he began. Then he stopped speak-
ing a moment. ‘Yes, men you are, in spite
of all the degradation the rich and the pow-
erful can put upon you. The time is coming
when the principles of equality vaunted on
the pages Of so many lying constitutions, and
breathed on the lips of so many false tongued
demagogues, shall be fully realized. The
time is coming when the work shall not be on
one side and the reward on the other, We
shall not always wear rags as the livery of
our masters. Not always shall the poor rise
early and toil late, wear their skin till it be
shriveled like parchment, and their bodies till
they be ready to drop into the grave for
weariness, only to pluck the fruit of God’s
bountiful earth forthelips of the idle and the
proud to taste. The gracious favors of ten
thousand smiling hills and valleys are gath-
ered only for the few, and those whose arro-
ganceand hardness of heart have least de-
served them. An&tehey tell us it must be so;
that the few who more capable and pru-
dent should thus be rewarded for their
superiority. They point to six thousand |
years' oppression of the poor, and say
what has been must be. Yes, for six
thousand years the groans of the poor have
gane up, and as long the few, for whom alone
all the beauty and bounty of the great earth
secemed to blossom, have answered with
curses and contempt.” Now his magnificent
¢hest seemed to expand; his voice lost its pa-
thetic tone and rang out like a trumpet.

“But the knowledge they have given to
make us better slaves is bursting our fetters.
before their frightened eyes. The astonished
people see at last the black and monstrous in-
justice of theirsubjection. They have num-
bered their hosts, as countless as the sands of
thesea. It is the strength of their arms has
girdled the earth with unceasing streams of
wealth. It is the ingenuity of their brains
has harnessed each of the untamed forces of
nature to service. The infinite number of
their cunning fingers has woven the fabrics
to clothe Christendom, and their red blood
poured out -on a thousand battlefields has
bought vain triumphs for the pride of their
masters.”

His lips suddenly curled in majestic scorn.
“And how long will your patient, calloused
hands build palaces for the great, while you |
live in hovels? Ought not such ‘strong arms
as yours be able to win enough to make one |
modest home happy, if you were not robbed? |
The world is full of cheap comforts; the
harvests are boundless, the storehouses burst-
ing, but each worthless pauper has as good a
share as you who make the wealth. You cause
the increase; your hands till the teeming lands 1
and work the tireless loorss. Your shoul- |
ders bow beneath the products of your toil |
—like muzzled oxen beating out the grain for
unpitying masters. Why will you endure it? |
They tell you it is only right; their books |
teach gentle submission; their oily tongued
speakers soothe you with proverbs and con- |
soling maxims, but all the wise men of cen- |
turies and all the hundred thousand printing |
presses of today, heaping up books in every |
language like a new tower of Babel, cannot
turn a lie into the truth.”

Philip sat leaning forward, his eyes fixed |
on the speaker in a strange excitement. Cur-
ran’s words came into his soul like molten
fire, consuming the chaff of years and leav- |
ing a path of light behind. He was full of
wonder that he had been blind solong, mixed |
with joy at his new picercing vision. He had
forgotten how he had come there, and felt a
sudden desire to tale the hand of every poor
man in the room and pledge him his help. |
But no one seemed touched as he was. The |
same hard look was on each face, the mask
the poor assume to cover their distress, but
the eyes of them all were centered on their |
orator. i

“But youare poor, and with your wives |
and children are hungry for even the crust |
of bread your masters cast you. Though you
were a million to one, you are held to their |
service, no matter how unjust, by the daily |
recurring facts of hunger and cold. Look!
the fields are white with their harvests, the |
shops filled with their cloths, but the law
ma and their pit police are in their |
pay, and you must bow your meek necks and
thank your huambly for the trifle
their greed vouchsafes you.”

Philip’s heart thumped painfully within hie

masters

faded coat. Could the speaker give no hope

Philip’s heart jumped. Of course he

to the wretched listeriers hanging on his 1ips? | aouldn’t stay, bt What excuse cotld he give
Must they cringe forever at the foot of | for coming at all, then?

power?

Their thin, worn hands made the |

“Be you lookin’ for a job?” asked Graves,

bread, but it wassnatched from their mouths | after his daughter had left them.

and doled out in scanty allowance as thel

It occurred to Philip that he had-one, if he

price of hopeless slavery. He had never seenl | wanted it—to put one spark of happiness

it before.

| into such lives as these, but he nodded. The

“Who is he?” he whispered to his compan- | looked hi ther disparagingly.
jon. The man did not even turn his face ‘! ma‘a:anQ?L ega;;,n ;:s:sarlaf :; msﬁ blgickg;:mr

from the speaker.

boots a bit, and I guess I can do somethin’

“It'is Curran. He belongs to the Labor for you in the mill. It's hard work and
lsaguc.” This, then, was the agitator his fa- | small pay, but we never had better, you and

ther spoke of. And Bertha had pictured him |
rightly, with his clustering auburn hair. For
a moment he stood silent, while under the
divine light in his eyes the souls of each one

ripened for his next words.

“Alone you can do nothing, but united we
can shake the world, and all over the land
We are
weak now, but when the long stifled voice of
your wrongs finds utterance, the answering
moans of millions will rouse yoursouls to the
resistless martyr piteh. Then it will seem
sweet to die—yes, to starve—with your dear
ones about you inspired with the same en-
When the generation is born
which dare starvebut has forgotten how to
yield, and even for the bread ofglife will not
gell its children into eternal slavery, then
will the gold of the rich rot worthless in
their white hands till they divide with us our

the oppressed are banding together.

thusiasm.

‘common heritage,”

He stopped and sat down, and as his en-
thusiasm faded from his face, Philip saw he
was not handsome. The eyes that had seemed
so wonderful were too deep seated beneath
his heavy brows, and his smooth shaved face
was searred from exposuré tosun and storm;
yet, while he had been speaking, pity and di-
vine wrath in turn melting and burning in
his eyes and - lighting up his rugged. cheeks,
he had seemed beautiful, like an archangel.

The audience sat in silence 4 moment, then
one man shuffled his feet-uneasily, then an-
other, and then all rose listlessly to their
feet. Philip thought their zest in life had
gone so long ago that they did not even miss
it; then heé remembered what his life wds,
bright a¢ a June morning. Did God love
him so much better than these weary crea-
tures, whose only refuge was in hopeless-
ness? Then he thought of Bertha waiting
for him, and he hurried out, glad that he
sestied to be escaping notice. Where was
the funny adventure he had to tell his sweet-
heart? A new world had been revealed to
him; & world within the world he had played
with, that knew no such thing as mirth, but
fed forever on bitter realities,-and his little
spark of happiness seemed smothered in its
black night. Each one must have a family
circle of his own. There were hungry eyes

that looked to him for the cheer his poor

heart was toodead togive. Suddenly a heavy

hand was laid on his shoufer.

“Praps you aint got no place to go to,
friend.” It was his big whiskered compan-
ion in the hall, Graves.

“I sort o' liked your looks in the meetin’
to-night, and you're welcome to a bed at my

house if you want it.”
Oh, no,” stifmbled Philip, at his wit's ead.

“Oh, no?* Why not, then? Where be you
goin’ to stay?” and the man took his hand
from the young man’s shoulder and eyed him
“Why, he wanted to go home

suspiciously.

and lay off his masquerade forever. Bertha,

all radiant in all that wealth can addto
beauty, was awaiting him. He had so much

to tell her,” but he had nothing to say aloud.

“I won’t take no refusal,” insisted the man,
taking Philip by the arm.
will get along easy with an extra for once.
I presume you've slept in wuss places.”

CHAPTER IIL
AN UNWILLING GUEST.

Philip thought ‘things were going a little
too far, and as he walked along with his un-
desirable host he began to plan escapes.

Up on the hill to his left he could see, now
and then, between the” houses, his own home
and the lights in its window streaming wel-
come to him. The tense mood relaxed in
him, old habits of thought and association
made themselves felt again; the poor man
walking heavily by his side seemed & thou-~
sand miles removed from him.

“Here we are,” said Graves,as he led the
mill owner’s son up a couple of rickety look-
ing steps to a doorway. Philip ‘was not
pleased at all; -he had seen enough poverty
to-night; he did not care-to- particularize.
‘What-was the use of distressing himself over
this man’s private miseries and discomforts?
Wasn’t it written in all the books of political
economy that—but Graves opened the door
and waited for his unwilling- guest to'go in
before him. The poor man’s heart was warm
in the unwonted exertise of hospitality.

With an ungracious frown on his face
Philip entered the dimly lighted room, his
great boots sounding with startling effect on
the bare floor. The top heavy kerosene lamp
was turned down, but with the heartiness of
a true host, Graves turned up. the'lamp so
that Philip could look about him. There was
little enough to see—a round pine table with
a little blue, cracked crokery on it, a rusty
cooking stove, two or three dingy, unpainted
chairs, a high backed rocking chair, with a
faded, shapeless chintz cushion, and what
seémed to be a sofa in one corner.

At first Philip thought the room had been

| unoccupied, but as Graves turned up the
| lamp a trifle more he saw it wasa woman
| lying upon the sofa—a woman with sunken
1

black eyes and wan, colorless cheeks, whose

| loosely bound hair, gray before its time, fell
| down over her shoulders.

| ‘“The woman is sick, or she'd get -up and
| speak to you,” said Graves, with a new gen-
| tleness in his voice, as he looked at the wife
“They say she might get well |

of his youth.
if we could pay doctors’ bills. Eh, Jennie?”
The girl who stood in the doorway had her

mother’s eyes, not quite large enough, bud,
with a rare sheen in them; it might be her-
mother’s face, too, but with the bloem of

perfect health lightening up its olive.
Involuntarily he rose to his feet and

bowed, but as the girl only seemed to regard
| him as one might look at a circus tumbler,
Philip relapsed into his seat, in the humilia-

tion beauty can put upon the greatest of us.

“Nothin’ but cold notatoes? Well, I guess
| they'll do with a little salt and & piece of

bread.”
«Did Curran speak?”’ asked the girl.
“Yes,” answered Philip.
—a common laborer?” Then he bit his lip.

But nobody took offense, no one suspected
| their guest of being anything above a com-

mon laborer.

“QOnly a laborer,” answered Graves, ‘“‘a
weaver, but he's got some book knowledge
There aint many can beat him

somehow.
at talkin’, is there?”

The girl’s eyes were on Philip now, impa-
tient, as he fancied, even for his poor tribute

to her lover’s praise.

“‘He is wonderful,” he assented, ‘‘but what
I don't understand is, that he can be such a
‘Where did he learn

man and still a weaver.
it all®”
“Have you got enough to eat?

classes now, for those as wants it.
for all who have eyesor ecars for it.

Brains and hearts don’t go by station.
found smar

to congress.

bad soine way.
Fou got this man’s bed ready.”

““No words; Jane

“And who is he

Well, |
knowledge has got pretty well through all

It’s there |
Why, |
friend, where have you been all your life? |
I've
r en in shops and mills than
There'’s thousands
if they only got the stirrin’ he'’s
INow, Jane, il's aboub wiue

me. “We don’t well know what we miss bein’
poor, we miss it such a big ways.”

“How long has Curran lived here?” asked
Philip incoherently. The man stared at him
a moment.

“Oh! Curran, he ain’t been here more’n a
gix month. He aint got no folks; he lives
down to one of them factory boardin’ houses,
but don’t have no friends, or talk about any-
thin’ but what you heard to-night. But it's
all useless.” Graves looked gloomily on the
floor. “We aint got no show; the rich are
too many for us. I guessit’s human nature
for one man to boss the crowd, or it wouldn’t
a always been so. There's the girl, she'll
show you where to sleép. Be tip early in the
m&rniy’, now.”

The only course for him seemed to bo to
follow the girl, and Philip rose to his feet.

“Good night,” he said. The sick woman
opened her eyes in'surprise. Such people as
they found no time for amenities in their
dreary home. Graves looked around.

“What? Oh, yes, goodby, but I'm goin’ to
see you in the mornin’.”

His bedroom, on which the roof encroached
greedily, was newly whitewashed, or else was
seldom -used. His lamp sat on a wooden
chair with no back to it, crowded by atin
wash basin, with his portion of water half
filling it,and a round black ball of soap.
Then Philip turned to look at the bed they
had made for him on a slat bedstead with
low headboard but not so low as the thin
pillow. How ‘many times must anybody
double the pillow to make it fit for his head?
For a counterpane was the girl’s plaid shawl;
he had seen’it on a nail down stairs. Poor
little girl, she would want it very early in
the morning. Then he glanced in the éight
by ten looking glass that hung on the white
wall. Disguised! hi§ 6wn father would not
have known him, and he had a sensation of
double consciousness as he saw his own re-
flection. Perhaps Graves was disguised too,
and all the ill dressed men he had seen that
evening, who suffered as much in their
wretched lives as he could, whoscould
enjoy all that brightened “his own life
as much. And clothes made the
difference between him and them, apparent-
1y, perhaps really. ' The world managed ac-
cording to the clothes standard—for the man
who could borrow a broadcloth suit, com-
forts, consideration, happiness—for the man
in overalls, weary days, cheerless houses,
hunger and—bah. Phillip pulled off his
great boots and threw them angrily across
the room; he did not know what to make of
it all

He did not propose to spend the night here,
of course, and face the family and his job in
the mill in the morning, but he might as
well lie down till the house was asleep and
escape. became possible. But he could not
lie down with all his paint on and spoil
the poor little pillow. "So he takes off his
yellow whiskers, and makes such good use
of the basin of waterand the ball of soap
that when he next looked in. the little
mirror he saw no longer the road dusty
tramp, but the fresh, kindly face of a young
man who has never tasted of the bitter foun-
tains of life. He started as if he had been
shot; the windows had no curtains, and any
passerby miight have seen his transforma-
tion. "Then came & heavy stép'on the stairs,
He blew out-the light and buried himself in
the bedclothes. - In a moment mare the door
opened-and 'Philip was breathing heavily,

“Asleen?”’ it wus the voice of: his host.
“Well; 1 s’pose the ‘morning will do. ~Pretty
tired, I -uess; wonder how far-he ‘came to-
day?’ anl Graves closed the déor after him
and went down stairs again.

Of course Philip was not going to sleep, but
there would' be no harmi in just clesing his
eyes; he could think so much better.

Here-he wis drinking“in the very life of
the poor,.4 strange, terrible-life e had never
really “imagined before. - He had seen how
worn and-broken were their.men, and read
the pathetic lines of despair _and sullen
wretche
silent reproach to the providence that had
inflicted the upsoftened curse 6f-life-on them.-

;Hé-had seen, too, their hapless, girlhood,
*which beatity ¢dnnot cheer, which’ love only
makes Hlacker, as the path of lightning a
starless night.- And their sick, teo; with no
nursing, no géntle words, no comforts to.as-
suage one hour of pain.” Then he seemed to
be in the hall once more, and thrilling- under
the eloquence of the man Curran. Suddenly
he opened his eyes wide. It could not be he
wes. going to sleep; the: bed was-too hard—

five minutes the heir of the Breton mills was
sound asleep in John Graves’ garret room.

How long he had slept Philip had no more
idea than Rip Van Winkle on a former occa-
sion; indeed it took him a ridiculously long
| time to separate dreams and facts enough to
get his bearings. Was that moonlight in the
east, or dawn? Perhaps the family were all
i up and escape would be impossible. He

bounded to his feet and clutched at his false
| whiskers, but alas! his paint was all dis-
| solved in the tin basin. His only chance was
in getting away uanoticed, and in two min-
ltes more he was groping out of his little
TYoom and down the steep stairs, boots in.
hand. He slowly opened the door into the
sitting room. What if Graves stood within
curiously watching. An odd guest, this,
stealing out before daybreak. Again Philip
wished he had stayed at home that night.

Thank God! no one was in the room. There
was the cracked, Tusty stove and the sofa the
sick woman had lain upon; there was the
dish of cold potatoes on the table and the
chair he had sat in while he tried to eat. But
somebody must be upin the inner room; a
stream of light made a white track through
the half open door. Would that bolt never
slip—there. It slipped with a vengeance, and
| Philip drew back into the staircase in mortal

terror. The light streak on the floor began
{ to move, and In a moment more a white
| figure stood on the threshold of the bed
| room. It was Jane Graves, with her long
| black hair about her neck and white night
; dress, and her eyes glistening brightly. She
| held the lamp above her head, and let -her
| drapery cling as fondly as it chose about a
| form that would have charmed a sculptor.
| Asshe listened he could see her wavy hair

rise and fall over her beating heart. Would

she notice the open stair door and come for-
| ward? What then? He must push her rude-
| 1y to one side. He imagined her startled

screams and the father’s figure hurrying into
| the scene from another room to seize the in-
| terloper. No, she returns to her room. In
another instant he has opened the door and
is walking along the street. His escape was
well timed, for the gray dawn of another day
of toil and weariness is creeping over the
factory village.

The houses were all alike, the front doors
| fast as soiled, the steps equally worn, the
| paint the saine cheerless yellow to a shade.
| Through the windows of one of them he
| caught n giiupse of a tall gaunt woman
building wue kitchen fire, her face and form
lighted up by the Bames she was nursing,

edriess written on' ‘their’ faces, as if in |

absurd—there could be no danger. But in:

His ready imagination pictured the wane
featured man who must be her husband, out
of whose eyes had faded so many years ago
the Jast lingering gleam of tenderness. - He
imagined their old faced, joyless children be-
grudged the scant play hours of childhood.
Trooping behind them all, he pictured a long’
line of special wants and sorrows, the com-

It was Jane Graves.

=
panions of their days, the” specters of their #

nighfs. Their houses looked all alike-as he
walked along, so their lives might seem just
alike at fitst thought. Ten hours for each in
the same mills—who got almost the same
pittance for their hot work—andsmust spend
their pennies for almost the same necessities,
But infinite must be the diversities of their
suffering.
CHAPTER IV.
CRYING FOR THE MOON.

The strident voices of 400 looms woul
seem to be too much for human nerves, bu 08
the walls of the weave room Number TW%
the Breton mills are hung'with soiled plaid-
shawls and chip hats,the livery of the fac-
tory girl. Their restless forms are busy
among the rattling machinery, their swift
eunning fingers moving harmlessly where
mutilation would seem certain. It is a mere
matter of habit; one look at most of .the set
pale faces” would show there was no brain
force?in exercise. Why, the overseer will
tell you-those girls are as much . machines as
the frames and belting; though they un-
doubtedly have one advantage for the em-
ployers, the girls are cheaper. The wonder-
ful mechanism of those.looms, the skillful
system of belts and pulleys and the enor-
mous water wheel cost a fortune. Girls can
be bought in the market any day for a crust

of bread. ; N

Is not that figure familiar—the dne that
stands this moment leaning against a dingy
white pillar, while the rushing belts and slid-
ing frames seem hurrying the faster allabout
her? Yes, on the piece of wall between the
two jail like. windows nearest to her hangs
the plaid shawl Philip Breton had for a coun-
terpane only last night. Her dress is soiled
and ill made, and her hair tied up in the
closest and ugliest coil to escape the greedy
machinery, ever reaching out for new vic-
tims. But the warm, soft tint of her cheeks
and the moist sheen in_her black eyes were
always the same, and many a young man
would rather look at her this minute than
turn off an extra cut, they call it, of cloth at
twenty cents.

Her days used. to be more terrible to her
even than now. She had wished every morn-
ing that she might die before night, and at
night that God would take her before morn-
ing; take her, she cared not where; no place
could be worse, certain. But she was slowly
growing, she thought, into the dead calm
that all the rest had learned; and yet how she
hated the great iassive mills,. irresistible
giants that held her with deathless grasp,
grimly contemptuous of her. writhings and
foolish struggles. The overseers, too, how
she hated them; their shari;:srds stung her
like the lash of so many tas! ters, and the
paymaster who doled out to her the few dol-
lars, the wages of her blood and life, as if
that eould be paid for. . She had longed so
many times to throw back his money in the
smiling, patronizing face; but the poor can-

-not afford the dearest of all luxuries, pride.

Suddenly the mill bell rang out above the
Toar of the wheels, and at its voice the looms
stopped, the.breath of their li en away,
and the belts ceased from theirt endless race.

Another day’s work was elosed, -and the
poor girls hurried on their shawls and hats
as -if .at- last ‘something . pleasant . awaited

‘them and went out in chattering groups.

. #“What is it, Tommie?” A -broad shoul-
dered young fellow had left the crowd and
followed her shyly up the hill.

- “Nothin’ much, only may I-walk home
with you?’

“Will that do you any good? Hurry up
then.”

‘He was an honest faced young fellow, and
a little better dressed than most of the group
that waited about the mill yard gate.

“What you want to walk round here with
me for I can’t see. They can’t work you very
hard, Tommie, if you want so much extra
exercise.”

It was rather a contemptuous laugh she
had for him, but she showed a row of small
white teeth that poor Tommie thought were
very beautiful.

“I wanted to say somethin’ particular,
Jennie.” And he reached down his big dingy
hand for a stalk of grass, and began pulling
it nervously to pieces, as he kept up with her
quick feet. They were just passing
Ellingsworth’s house, and father and daugh®%
ter stood in the doorway. No doubt Mr.
Ellingsworth had just come home totea. He
held his tall hat in his hand, while he waited
with his beautiful daughter to enjoy the soft
spring mildness. Jane Graves could see in
behind them. How could they bear to stay
outside? Shesaw a white spread tea tablo glis-
tening with silver and rare china, soft tinted
carpets and picturesin rich gilded frames,
far prettier, she was sure, than anything
nature had to show. The girl’s face, as she
stood resting her white hand on her father’
shoulder, was as calm as the twilight itself.

“How has she deserved it all more than I?
She was never tired in her life, and I never
lie down at night but hands and feet
ache. See what she gets for being idle; see
what I get for my ten hours’ work, every day
since I was a child.”

“We've known each other pretty long, Jen-
nie, and—and”—he had pulled the grass all
all to pieces—“‘and I s’pose you know how I've
—1T mean how I've felt. Iam doing a little
better now.” The young man’s eyes bright-
ened. “I've got a little money left me, and
you know I'm just made second hand.”

“What is that to me, Tommie?” she said,
impatiently. Her woman’s soul was longing
for the beautiful life of the rich, whose house
she was passing, and she felt, too, the admir-
ing glance Mr. Ellingsworth had given to
her graceful figure. Why was this awkward
boy by her side to spoil the effect?

Tommie Bowler winced, but ducking his
round head to avoid the sharp look he feared
was in the beautiful eyes, he went on dog-
gealy.

“I s’posed we'd been agoing together quite

! a while, Jennie, and I was goin’ to ask you

when you was willin’ to be married.”
“Married—to you?’
Ah, Tommic Bowler, what were you think-
iug of to Wait to marry a giri woo had suci
a tone as that for yout e
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Tears of shame started into hiseyes. “I | ho did not guess she perceived it. If a girl | sciences for every crushed soul sacrificed for 1 “There, mother, I am lateagain; a quarter 1 approval sho felt all her bright hopes taking | rest of the way,” said Curran af last, as they

aint 50 low; I never thought but what you
would before.”

She gave him a look half curious and half
pitiful. He might as well have cried for the
moeon. Could it be the lad thought that just
because she was pretty she could make his
bhome happy for him—his?

“I'm not going to have a hand at making
another poor man’s home. People like us
had better be single; there’s only half the
trouble that way, Tommie.” .

The broad shouldered young man, who did
not know what was good for him, fell back
from the woman his heart hungered for as if
he was shot. And she walked on, with hard-
ly another thought for the foolish lover who
imagined they two could be happy together.

Why couldn’t she be rich? They had al-
ways told her she was beautiful. If she only
had a chance. They say men are fools over
pretty women, and that is the only hope a
woman has of winning her way. If she only
had a chance.

A delicate gray mist floated over._the river
below the village, and the greenforests and
fresh moadows on the other side smiled
through it, like a fair woman through her
tears. A tired soul might. have drunk in its
beauty and been rested, but Jane Graves cast
her eyes down on the dusty road before her
and walked along with a set bitter curl on
her bright red lips, and did not once look at
the gift of God’s mercy to the poorest of his
creatures. For her part she despised the
poor; she didn’t pity them; great strong men
who submitted to be trodden on and ground
under the feet of the rich; whose blood and
muscles and quivering flesh were weighed in.
the balance against a few dollars of the spec-
ulators. It was good enough for them as
long as they submitted to it. She didn’t
blame the rich; they were the only wise peo-
ple; she only envied them. They did well to
take all they could get and walk over as
many, thousands as would fall down before
them. Oh, if she could only win her way to
their ranks. But the rich men do not come
into the weavo room for their enslavers.

Suddenly she heard a step behind her; a
step she knew from all others in the world,
and the whole air seemed to tremble with a
new, strange, heavenly impulse.

“Good evening, Jane.”

She turned with a new, sweet shyness. It
was Curran, the agitator, who was beside
her. A soft flush was on her cheeks, a warm
light in her eyes that had grown lar -er for
him in delicious surprise.

“Who is that young fellow who just left
you? i

“Qh, ono of my lovers,” she answered
coquettishly, dropping her eyes before his.

«‘He your lover!" repeated Curran in his
imperious fashion. ‘‘¥ou're not for such as
he, Jennie.” i

Her heart fluttered in sweet fear at the
meaning she thought in his words. She was
trying to walk very slowly, but how fast
they seemed to pass the houses.

S0 I told him,” she satd.

«You did well, then,” and he looked down
admiringly on the girl. “You are a fine wo-
man. I don't suppose you know it.”

Jane Graves tried to look as if it was news
to her, and Curran went on. ‘‘Few women
are prettier. Thereare fine prizes forsuch as
you in this world if you will only wait.” He
continued thoughtfully, ‘Men have to work
for distincsion; a pretty face brings it to
women.”

“What sort of prizes?” And she trusted
herself to look up at him. How grand he
wes, with, his firm, strong face. If he only
had atouch of weakness in him that might
bend down tq her.

«Position, money, power.”

«No woman cares for those.” And she be-
Jieved it as she spoke, looking away over the
river.

«What then?’ ho asked, smiling. ‘Those
things are what all men are working for, I
suppose.”

«“Women care for but one thing.”

Sometimes the climax of a character is
reached only in old age, when storms have
wreaked their fury for a lifetime on a soul.
Sometimes it comes in chiléhood, with three-
score years of decline to came after it. It
was at this moment that this girl's life
reached its moral height. If she could but
have kept it.

“That is love,” she added softly. “It is
their lives; they hope only for that; they
dream only of it.”

Curran laughed, but gently, as he took her
hands at parting, pressing them perhaps un-
consciously, yet no man can be wholly care-
less to such beauty ashers.

It is only because women are more foolish
than men, not because they are more de-
voted, that they are able to make such ab-
surd mistakes.”

She smiled on him asradiantly as a red
petaled rose unfolding its glowing heart to
the morning sun—the sun that gives every-
thing and wants nothing, and stood half
turned watching hisretiring form. Theroad
at this point passed near a deserted ruin,
once a brick sawmill, which had shorn the
hills and valleys around of their pride, now a
favorite trysiing place for lovers of moon-
light nights like this would be, Curran was
just entering under an arch, where once had
swung a heavy oaken door which long ago
had served some shivering family for a
weck’s firewood.

He went in and did not once turm How
cruel men are. Perhaps, she told herself, he
is to meet there some messenger of the Great
league he had told her about, and they will

lan together some bold stroke. It was
beautiful to have such power, even if it made
him forget this one poor girl, avhose heart
Jonged so eagerly for another smile.

The whole world seemed glorified to the
girl as she walked on., -She had loitered so
lonz that the sun was now almost setting,
with his flowing robe of carmine about him,
and the whole landscape seemed in a rapture
of silent worship. Jane Graves was like one
in a dream—her home, which she could tell
from its cheap dreary counterparts, might
havo been a palace; the path along in front
of it, beaten by so many faltering footsteps,
seemed only pleasantly familiar to her.
What had she seen to envy in anybody’s life
that had not her dear hope!

But down the hill comesa great white
horse, tossing his mane and curveting in the
pride of his strength and beauty.

Its rider who held the rein so gracefully

must be young Philip, the mill owner’s son; |

finished college, they said. So
young man Bertha Ellingsworth
to; not ill looking, and Le rode
girl smiled to herself. “But
Bortha Ellingsworth had not seen Curran.”
«Did he lift his hat to me?” She looked
inquiringly about her. ‘There is no one
else, and his black eyes seemed to know me,
too; how odd!” thought. the girl, as she
walked on more hastily, and the horse and
its rider disappeared in a cloud of dust.
«And it seems as if I had seen him some-

where, too.”

he had just
that was the
was engaged
well. The

CHAPTER V.
A R®Y BY MOONLIGHT.

Bertha lay back indolently in her favorite
armchair, watching the deepening twilight
from her parlor window. Her cyes were al-
most closed, and Philip, affecting to be inter-
ested in Mr. Ellingsworth’s conversation,
thought he might look at her as fondly as he
chose without discovery and rebuke, Hewas
sure he was not noticed, but the girl was
auite énjoying his silent offering—so long as

must have a lover, Philip did very well. But “
her lover was no divinity to her; shesaw all |
his faults as clearly as anybody; not with I
impatience, however; that was not her tem- |
perament. For example, he was too short !
ang his shoulders were t00 sl ight. She never |
forgot it for an instant. But then he always |
did what she said, and that was very con- |
venient, and yet she was half provoked with l
him for it. A man ought to command a wo- ‘
man’s love, not try to coax it from her. He
thought quite too much of ber for what she
returned him; he ought to be stern and cold |
to her sometimes, and give her a chance to
be something besides an ungrateful recipient.
But perhaps she would not like him at all in
that character. She suddenly opened her
eyes wide and looked curiously at her lover;
there is nothing so chilling as such a look as
that, and Philip winced under it.

#Well, I suppose you two are bursting with
tender confidences,” smiled Mr. Ellingsworth,
as he rose to his feet; “I really won't stay a
minute longer.” He moved toward the door,
then he smiled and looked around; he bad
thought of something very funny. ‘Now
Philip, iy dear boy, you mustn’t be too sure
of her just because she seems s0 affectionate.
That- is where a young man makes his worst
mistake. As long as there is another man in
the world, he may have hope, that is, the
other man.”

His daughter looked coolly after him |
“Must you go? Why we shall die of ennui. |
‘We shall have to take a walk ourselves. Ex- ‘
cuse me, Philip, while I get ready.” |

Left alone, the young man rose and went \
to the window and looked out at the evening
| sky. Therewas a little frown on his face.

“What an unpleasant way of talking Bertha's
| father had. One would. think he believed in
| nothing. There was no danger of his feeling
any too sure of her; how far away she seemed
to him. The idea of marrigge seemed vague
and dreamlike, and yet he had her promise.”

“You may adjust my shawl for me.” His
vexation fled, and he smiled with the sweet
complacency of pc ion as he laid the deli-
cate bit of lace about her warm shoulders.
To-night would be a good time to turn his
idea intoreality, and ask her when—

“But you must promise me one thing,” she
said, standing close to him for one moment.

“What is that, Bertha, dear?” he asked |
with guilty uneasiness.

She put her soft white hand in his so
charmingly that he was suddenly sure it
could be nothing hard she would require.

“J promise,” he assented. -

#No love making in the ruin, if I let you |
take me there.” °

“Why, Bertha!” he exclaimed so sorrow-
fully that he showed his whole plan. The
girl laughed. .

“You are too cunning by half, Mr. Philip,
but then you know love making in the saw
mill is too common. Why, it is the rendez- |
vous of all the factory hands. No, I couldn’t
tHink of it for a moment.”

“Then I won't insist on taking you to the
old saw mill.”

“Qh, yes! it is charming by moonlight.”

“One would think you hadn’t any heart.”
Philip did not confess the peculiar charm
this woman’s very coldness had for himj;
there was soms quality in it that was irre-
sistibly exciting to his nature. Perhaps it
was the presence of an unconscious reserve
of passion, never yet revealed, that he felt in
her, that kept his heart ever warm, and his
eyes ever tender for its pnveiling. |

The round faced servant girl had come up |
from the kitchen, and stood awkwardly at \
the door. |

“Yes, you may light the gas now, Annie; '|
wo are going out.” Shelaid her hand lightly |
on Philip’s arm as they went down the walk, |
“I must really have a maid. That Annie is |
too clumsy for me to endure in the parlor or |
dining room. Oh, yes, I probably have got [
a heart; some time it will frighten you, per- |
lm,ps."

They walked slowly along the street, pass-
ing the very spot where Tommie Bowler had
offered his poor little all to Jane Graves only
an hour or two ago. Their feet trod care-
lessly on the bits of grass the nervous lover
had scattered along the path.

“But you haven’t told me about the meet-
ing. Did the agitator have auburn curls, as
Isaid? Thatis the clearest idea I have got
of a hero.”

As he told her his adventure they reached
the ruin and wentin. Themoonlight poured
through the dismantled roof, and made a
white track for itself ‘over the uneven floor,
Jeaving the rest of theinteriorin the shadow.
Such as remained of the fallen rafters made
convenient benches for visitors, who might
casily enough imagine themselves in some
old world ruin. And the young mill owner's
son and Bertha, the hem of whose garment
had never touched poverty, seated themselves
where many o penniless young fellow had
wooed some pretty weaver maid to share his
destitution, all for love—soon starved out of
both their lives.

‘Philip felt all hislast night’s enthusiasm
coming over him. again, as he described the

| young lips¢ Then wili they divide,” and he

| eyes never once wavered.

| life.

| _Curran looked in astonishment at two |
| dows. He recognized them at once.

| useful truths,” he said scornfully, looking the

meeting of the hopeless poor and the lifc of
the family that had taken him in. He seemed |
to be again thrilled with Curran’s cloquence |
4s he pictured his noble presence, and tried |
to repeat his viyid sentences. Was Bertha 1
listening so patiently to him or only idly
watching the shadows as they shifted with
the moon? He hoped she was touched. She
could help him so much to do something for
the thousand souls in the mills if there was |
anything could be done. And then it seemed
se sweet to have an earnest thoughtand hope
in common—one more. bond to unite them.

«But what can I do, Bertha? It is all so
mixed up. Do you suppose my father would
listen to me? But if he would, what can )
propose? If Itell him the people are poor |
and unhappy, he knows all that. I can’t ask
him to divide all his wealth with them; that
wouldn’t last =0 many very long, and then
he couldn’t employ  them any more—they
would be spoiled for work, and we would all
starve together.”

“I wish I could
slowly.

Ho looked at her blankly.

u“vhy il

Suddenly a double tread of feet without,
and the forms of two men, one much taller
than the other, blocked the doorway.

“Hush, then,” whispered Philip excitedly.
“There he stands.”

The men came forward till they stood di-
yrectly in the path of the moonlight, which
seemed to clothe them with its silver sheen. |
No need to tell her which was he; the girl |
bent eagerly forward and fixed her eyes on
the majestic figure that stood with folded
arms.

«I am very late,” began the shorter man
apologetically.

Curran did not reply,
ina minute more. “What is the news?
want to report your village, you know.”

“There is no news. It is the same old story.
What is the good of reporting and reporting,
and then doing nothing?’ Tho words escaped
between his teeth like the staccato tones of a
cornet. - I am sickof the word ‘waity it is
the resource of the weak.”

«But we are weak. Give us time.”

Curran unfolded hisarms with a gesture of
impatience.

“The injustice has got its growth; it has |
fattened on our flesh and blood, and sucked |
out the life of untold generations before us.” |
His cyes shone fiercely on the man of caution. E
«J pelieve the time Has come to destroy it, |
and the crime of murder lies atiour con-

seo him,” sfid the girl

and the man wenton
1

| work. She hated it with all the passion of

Philip fancicd Bertha trembled.

“But,” began the stranger, in the metallic
voice of the objector, “the officers of the
league think the laborers are not ready.”

“No, nor will they ever be; they have sub-
mitted too long. But they are always good
for action if somebody will lead them. They
hang on our lips, but we do not speak.”

“Yes, wo are spreading intelligence, send-
ing out orators like you; wo are arranging
political campaigns. By and by capital will
be more reasonable.” 5

“Do you fancy then,” retorted Curran, bit- |
terly, “that the rich will willingly open their
coffers to the logical workman, out of whose
earnings they have filled them? Isn’tit too
delightful to be able to build & palace for a
home, and create another paradise for a gar-
den; to marry off their sons and daughters
when the first coo of love trembles on their

our delay.” '
l

raised his voice with terrible emphasis,
“when there is no escape from it. As long
as the people submit, if it be till the trump of
doom, so long the lords and masters will de-
frand them of the price of their labor; so
long their wives and daughters will look
down complacently on the sufferings of the
million, one of whom starves for every piece
of finery they smile to wear.”

“Philip felt Bertha tremble again, but her

“What do you propose?”

“I don’t know,” muttered Curran, turning
his head half away, “but when I see the silent
raging in the hearts of the poor, when I see
the riches squeezed out of their scant, ill fed
blood, I am mad with impatience. But I
suppose all great changes come most benefi-
cently if they areslow. Then there are no
heart sickening reactions. Comeout into the
open air. It seerns close here.”

The two men went out and the indistinct
murmur of their voices was all that could
be heard.

“How do you like my hero?’ said Philip,
pleased that Bertha should have a chance to
Jearn from the same source whence he had
been so stirred. Now, she could sympathize
perfectly with him, in the new idea that he
felt must have such a great influence over his

“He is coming back,” she whispered breath-
lessly, “alone.” ’

figures starting toward him out of the sha-
“Well, I‘hope you may have learned some

young man full in the face. :

Bertha's lip quivered, and she camo cfoseto
him in the moonlight and laid her white
hand on his arm. ‘““We did not mean toover-
hear your secrets,” she said earnestly; ‘“‘but
surely it could do no harm to listen to such
beautiful words. They seemed to be wasted
on the one you meant them for.”

- ~
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“We did mot mean to overhear your
. secrets.”

Philip looked at Bertha in startled sur-
prise; he-hardly knew her; then he glanced at
Curran, whose curled lip softened its stern
lines. The girl's bonnet had fallen back on
ber neck, and her face was turned up to
his in the perfection of graceful entreaty, her
big bluc eyés showing dark in the evening.
The agitator glanced at her sparkling dia-
monds, and the rich lace shawl that lay over
her shoulders, then back into the beautiful
upturned face, and ab last his eyes fell before
hers. His boldness was gone; his scorn and
contempt for the women of the rich changed
to timidity before her.

“Don’t distress yourself, my dear lady,” he
said at last; “there is no harm done, Iam
sure.”

As his tense mood relaxed, the charm that
had se transformed the girl seemed broken,
and sho drew back as if in syrprise at finding
herself 5o near him.

The walk home was a silent one, till almost
the end.

“Do you know what I am going to do to-
morrow, Bertha? Iam going to put on the
old clothes again.”

“Don’t you think it rather boyish?”

“«I'm in carnest this time. Iam going to
learn how to mako cloth, and find out just
how hard the work is, and just how—why
Bertha, arc you yawning?”

They had reached the doorway. She looked
very sweet, even when smothering a yawn
with her two fingers, as she stood on the step
above him, and gazed off on the river. His
foolish heart began to beat.

“Bertha, wo are not at the saw mill now,
and"—

She smiled, “But you were not to say
anything if Ilet you take mo there, and I
have let you, haven’t 1?”

«But aren’t you ever going to consent
to"— e

“There,” sho stamped her foot playfully.
«You are almost breaking your promise;”
then she looked at his reproachful face and
let him take her hand and kiss it. “You
know there is a sort of solemnity in the kind
of business like talk you want so much. But
Tl promise this: if you will be patient for
just one month, you can say what you please
to me.”

Philip went off in great gles, and his horse
Joe could not leap too high to suit him, for
what Bertha had said was almost what he
asked. One month from today—that would
be a Friday early in the morning.

CHAPTER VL
A DAY OFF.
Jane Graves was pusting on her hat and
faded plaid shawl for another dreary day’s

her nature. She saw nothing in it but
slavery and degradation, and in her impa-
tience thought she would rather die than
drag out her life thus. Somebody must do
the work, but not such as she, surely.

“Come here, my dear.”

She had been lingering aimlessly, only
that she dreaded to turn her feet toward the
factory, whose tolling bell rang sternly in
her ears. Now she approached her mother’s
bed with a gentler expression on her face.

Tho thin hands were laid on her arm, and
the sick woman drew the girl’s head down on
the pillow beside her own.

“Was I ever so pretty as you, I wondcr?”
she said wistfully. “They used to say I was
the prettiest in the village.” And the sunken
eyes brightened at sweet memories, the
sweetest in the svorld to a woman.

“It did you little good, mother,” said tl:&o

girl in a muffled voice.
In a moptent more she started up—

day’s pay lost, and a scolding gained.”

The sick woman's eyes opened wide, and

the girl waited- one sad minute more, to see |

how terribly white the poor face looked even
against her pillow.

“I had something to say, I thought,” said
the woman eagerly, “but I can’t remember,
I am so sick. But perhaps it wasn't any-
thing. You may go now, dear; I am sorry I
kept you.”

The girl pinned her shawlabout her. What
good of looking in the glass? It could only
tell her she was protty, as her mother used to
be, and remind her what a fool she was to
expect a different fate. Fifteen years, and
she might be sick and broken on this very
bed, perhaps telling her own unhappy child
how pretty she used to be. The girl shud-
dered at the pictureas she went out of her
mother’s room.

«Qh! I remember now,” called the sick
woman.

“Did you want the tea put near you?”
‘asked the girl, coming back wearily.

It is not that—but—but you are not to go
to work today. Somebody is coming to see
you. He wants you to live with him.”

“What, to marry me?” exclaimed the girl
in astonishment.

“He didn’t speak of that,” smiled her
mother, lauguidly,, “but I can’t talk any
more, I am so tired.”

Jane Graves had Yearned one Jesson of pov-
erty, not to hope. 8o after this strange an-
nouncement of her mother’s she only laid off
her bat and shawl, and waited. After look-
ing idly out of the window for a while, and
seeing nothing that had not worn itself into
her very soul years ago, the vague woman
instinct stirred in her and she moved about
the house arranging things, She found a
little map that hung in the sitting room a
little awry and straightened it. It was a
dingy map of China that.had come once with
a pound of tea,and she wanted to throw it
away, but the wall looked too bare without
anything. She took down a couple of ugly
little gift chromos her father had placed on
the mantelpiece and tore them up in disgust.
There seemed nothing else to do, there was
g0 little to arrange. She wasn’t sosure but it
was better in the miil—perhaps it was a
blessing the poor were kept so many hours in
its grim walls, where at least there was but
little chance to think. What was there t0
long for in such homesand such leisure as
this? .

She stepped to the closet and took out a
well thumbed book and sat down. She turn-

.ed two or three pages, and then counted how

many times she had read them before, and

she félt sick with the foolish hopes and

greamstba oft read book had used to wakein
er.

She laid it away with a sigh and picked up
an old newspaper. How slow the forenoon
went.

She read down the advertising columns.
How many beautiful things in the world, and
all for sale! Somebody must have the money
to buy them or the stores, wouldn’t be run-
ning. Where was it all? Did anybody work
any harder for it than her father and herself?
Jane Graves opened her little pocketbook and
shook it over the table; but it was as empty
as the day she bought it.

Then there came a light-tdp on the street
door. This must be the *‘gentleman,” this
tall, elegant figure in a checked summer suit;
ané he actually lifted his hat to her.

- “My name is Ellingsworth.”

He needn’t have told her; he had figured
in the gir}’s fancy for years as the very im-
personation of rank and wealth.

I called about a maid. Mr. Graves gave
Fm; }eave to speak with his daughter. Isshe
in?

. :i[ suppose I am the one. Will you come
in

She watched him as he crossed the room to
the nearest chair. How much lighter he
walked than she could; and one might have
thought from his unconseciousness that he had
been used to just such a miserable room as
this all his life. He showed no surprise at
hér being the prospective maid servant; no
doubt he knew it all the time, and the way
he spoke was only & part of his good man-
ners. But then she could net imagine his
showing surprise at anything.

“There will be but little to do,” Mr. El-
lingsworth continued, looking at her face and
not seeming to see how ill she was dressed.
.“There is only my daughter; you may have
seen her, yes? and myself. The wages will
be small,” and he named them and smiled
apologetically, as if ho expected her to de-
cline. “Your father spoke to me asif you
did not like the factories.”

Out at service; well, why not? Could it be
any more degrading than the life she lived?
and such wages, too. Why, she could dress
quite prettily then; and her girlish heart
fluttered. And she could leave ugly things
and rude people, and breathe perfumes and
have only graceful surroundings; what mat-
ter if they were not hers?

She would be lifted right up in the very
atmosphere she longed for. Yesterday she
had envied the Ellingsworths, to-morrow she
could share their_beautiful life with them.
Why not?

She lifted her bright eyes to his face. It
was in half profile at this moment, and she
could see his hair was just touched with gray.
How could men in this world ever grow old?
He was smooth shaved, showing in full effect
the delicate, cynical curve of his thin lip and
the clearly defined outlines of his chin. He
must have been very oddly affected by the
poverty pictured so unmistakably about him;
but thare was not the smallest sign of it on
his well bred face.

“I will go,”she said abruptly; ‘‘when do
you want me?”

“T shall be away for a fortnight,” he said,
rising, with his own admirable smile, ‘“You
can come when I return.”

She rose too, but could think of nothing
proper to say. But how povarty stricken she
would look in her factory clothes. Her
spirits had fallen already.

“By the way," Mr. Ellingsworth turned, as
if a sudden business item had struckhim. It
was a peculiar expressionless monotone he
used sometimes when on delicate subjects
that seemed to have as little personal quality
as a printed page. ‘‘Ialways pay in advance;
be kind enough to accept your first month's
wages and our bargain will be closed.”

The girl found herself alone, looking at the
crisp, fresh looking bank bills ho had placed
in her hands. ‘‘How thoughtful these rich
people are. They have time for it, I sup-
pose.”

Her wardrobe was very simple. There
‘hung over the back of the chair the dull
check of a merino, chosan long ago to endure
the most service with the least show of it.
On the burcau before the mirror was a paper
box holding a discarded ribbon or two, pink
or cardinal, and two or three pieces of cheap
jewelry the girl was too proud to wear.

«It won't take me long to pack,” she said
aloud.

She suddenly took a pretty attitude of lis-
tening. She had closed the door into the
sick chamber in a moment more and stood in
the middle of the sitting room when Curran
came in.

“Why, you don’t look very sick, Jennie. I
have to walk to Lockout by 8 o'clock, but
thought I would look in just a minute.”

] am going to leave the mill.” How pre-
occupied he seemed to-night. “I am going to
leave the mill, Mr. Curran,” the girl repeated
with beating heart. He might not like her

| new plan, and at the very thought of y bis dis-

to themselves wings; and the old dreary pic-
1 ture of factory gates and soiled calico dresses
came back.
|  “Going away, little girl?’ He seemed to
| speak with a slight effort, as if his mind was
| not on what he said. ‘‘Well, I suppose you
‘ can’t be any worse off, but we shall miss

you.”

| Andwas thatall he had tosay when he |

“ thought she was going forever out of his life
| —had he no reproaches for her?

“T am not going far,” she began hurriedly.

“There would be no use going far.” He
had seated himself on the other side of the
table from her, and rested his face on his
hand. “It is just the same everywhere.
Wherever there are a thousand souls ten will
grind the rest. I don’t suppose the rich
mean to be so unjust, not all of them; they
don’t stop to hotice that they are getting all
the good things in the world. It never oc-
curs to them to wonder why the great earth
seems to produce only for them.”

Jane Graves 'sat back in her chair, her
hands crossed in her lap. Why didn’t he
talk about her just a little? She looked up
at his absorbed face wistfully.

“Why, Jennie, sometimes I get so tired
trying to stand up against it all, so sick of
my own heartache, that I can make nobody
share with me.” He had risen to his feet and
was walking moodily across the room. That
very night he must pour out all the precious
energy of his soul into dull, stolid ears, that
seemed so slow to understand. A hall full
of strange faces would look up coldly at him,
and his hot words would be quenched as they
fell from his lips, in the unmoved depths of
their hearts. It seemed so vain, all he could
do or say, and he felt so tired to-night, long-
ing, instead, to rest his head on some gentle
breast, and be soothed with some foolish
words of comfort and tenderness.

The girl had risen, too, and stood resting
the back of her hand on the table. But her
eyes dared notflift to his. She tried to
speak, and her lips trembled so that her
voice came strange and unfamiliar. * »

“J am sorry for you. Is there noone,no
woman?” she half whispered.

“Women do not care for such as I” he
said, smiling a little bitterly. ‘‘They love
light and pleasant things. I amtoo serious.
1 should only frighten them; they could not
nnderstand.”

Then he came toward her with a softer
light in his eyes.

“You are a good little girl, Jennie.” He
had taken her trembling hands, which only
trembled the more. ‘I shall miss you very
much. What is the trouble with your eyes,
Jennie, you can’t look at me? Iam going
now."”

Then she raised her eyes, like lightning, to
his face. -

“Qh, let me comfort yéu,” she cried. “I
would die for you. I will ask nothing back
but a smile now and then. Nobody can ever
love you like me.”

His face was troubled, but céld and im-
passive as rock. He still held her hands, as
she sank in a heart breaking flood of tears at
his feet.

After a moment, he bent down in pity, and
gathered her trembling form in his arms.
How: the sobs seemed to shale her. He
<moothed back her wavy hair from the low
forehead, and even kissed her wet cheeks.
But all he said avas:

«Poor little girl, poor little Jennie.”

For an instant she lay still asa nestling
child. Then she sprang back from him, and
fled into her mother’s room, and wept and
moaned for shame and heartache, until the
calm of weariness came “over her, as nature's
blessed gift to her hopeless children.

CHAPTER VIL
A TEST.

“Isn’t your father going?”

It was the same evening, and Philip Breton
was assisting Bertha into his beach wagon
for a twilight drive.

“Father has left town for a few days.
Didn’t you know? Suppose you let me have
the back seat. The world is large enough to
affor:l us a seat apiece to-night.”

Bertha adjusted her wrgps and the horses
stepped off down the street as gayly as if
thefr driver had not been disappointed.

There was not very much conversation to-
day; indeed there never was unless Philip
afforded it. Bertha considered she did her
part in looking well, smiling prettily at his
witticisms, with now and then a remark, if
she felt inclined. But today Philip was
moody and silent. So Bertha gave herself
up to the sensuous delight of riding, and only
spoke in mild exclamations of admiration of
the scenery as they left the village behind
and followed up the winding river.

But suddenly Philip saw a man’s form
swaying easily while he took great strides
along the footpath.

“Curran,” he exclaimed, and stopped his
horses close beside him. The man turned, and
one might have thought he did not recognize
the occupants of the carriage, except that
there was the least bit of a flush on his face,
which bore the lines of interrupted medita-
tion. Then he bowed slightly to Philip.

“And you don’t recollect me, 1 suppose,”
smiled Bertha.

«] am ot so stupid,” he said, letting his
steel blue eyes rest admiringly upon her.

«“We are going to Lockout; too. You must
get in with us.” i

“No, I won't erowd you; don’t move.”
And he turned a little away from them as if
to continue his walk.

“Certainly you must!” said Bertha; ‘‘see, I
have a whole seat to myself and it isso stupid.
Please.”

And Curran took the seat she offered him,
holding back her wraps till he was seated,
and then releasing them.

“Do you think I shall ever learn to weave
cotton cloth?” asked Philip, to call his atten-
tiom to their day’s work together.

] presume so, if you really mean to. But
itis lucky you haven't got your board to pay
meanwhile.”

But Curran did not smile, and was very ill
at ease. He seemed to be lifted, body and
soul, into the very life he was accustomed to
rebuke. The beautiful horses of the rich
were harnessed today to his pleasure with
their gold plate trimmings. ‘What right had
he here? He said nothing of it, but felt intense-
ly the falseness of his position. The delicate
springs hurt him, and every sign of lavish
wealth in the dress of his companions. He
wanted no interests with the rich; his life
work must be against them; he desired no
association with a luxurious manner of life
which he ought to upbraid. There must not
be one chain of gold to unite him with the
wealthy class in whom he saw the enemies of
the people.

And yet ho was taking delight in this wo-
man’s presence, a new delight, such as the
women of the poor had never given him.
And was not she the very essence of luxury
and refinement? He hated himself for it, but
for all he tried to look elsewhere he kept see-
ing the sparkle of the diamonds on the
whitest hand he had ever seen. He enjoyed
the lilies of the valley set in mosaic at her
throat, which showed its creamy white

~against the delicate ruffles, and the comb
with its band of Roman gold almost the
shade of the rippling hair it restrained. But
were not these the very extravagances the
poor had to struggle to earn for her?! He
ought to be fulminating withering sentences
for such as she.

“I will get out at the rocks and walk the

could catch a glimpse of Lookout in the dis-
tance. “The workmen I want to talk to
would hardly understand my coming with a
carriage and pair.”

The “rocks” came but a mile from Lock-
out and the horses trotted so well that the
spot was reachedina few moments more. The
road at this point had been cut through a
side hill of sandstone by dint of great blast-
ing and the jagged edges jutted out angrily

[“at the passers by.

“There must be a wonderful landscape on
the other side of the rocks,” said Bertha, as
Philip stopped his horses for Curran to
alight. ‘“Have you plenty of time?’ she
asked, before the workman could express his
thanks.

“An hour to spare.”

She looked wistfully at the envious rocks
that shut them in and then at Curran’s
grave face.

T would so like to ses that view from the
top of the rocks if I had some one to help
ma” -

Curran’s face suddenly flushed with
pleasure. “I should like to help you.”

In a minute more Bertha was climbing the
rocks with her strange escort, and Philip sat
holding his horses quite a little distance back.

“You didn’t talk very much during our
drive,” said Bertha, as she stood with her
companion looking off down the valley. “Is
it so wicked of us to be rich?’

He shot a suddca deprecating look at her.
“Don’t force me so far. I cannot say it
now.”

Bertha smiled. *‘Then leave me out of it}
say Philip instead.”

~He is enjoying the fruits of terrible injus-
tice.”

“But would his fathér have been rich un-
less he had deserved it?” asked Bertha.

“Js it-a just reward of merit, then, that a
thousand human creatures should well nigh
starve, and he berich? If he has deserved to
be rich, you must say they have merited star-
vatiom.”,

/The girl liked to hear his earnest, thrilling
tones, and watch his.eyes flash and his nos-
tril#dilate with such rare passion.

“Js # just,” he went on, ‘“that no matter
how unweariedly a [laborer works, his idle
neighbor, as surely as the sun sets, should
lay intolerable tribute on‘his profits so that
he must stay forever poor? Isa day’s work
worth nothing? Then why does it bring in
some capitalist thousands of dollars for a
stroke of his pen?” .

Bertha understood but little of what he
was saying, but she could look intently at
him with wide open blue eyes, which had a
pretty trick of changing expression as if in
closest sympathy with a' speaker. Curran
felt no one had half listened to him before,
that at last every word told, and he was
strangely excited by the sweet mystery of
their common inspiration.

“Great wealth is made up of 10,000 trick-
ling streams, drained from the paltry earn-
ings of as many defrauded workmen. Mere
cunning scheming ought not enable a man to
turn aside the great river of plenty, which
flows for allmen. Why these shrewd busi-
ness men, whom so many praise, have so in-
geniously placed their chains on the laborer,
that the harder he struggles to escape from
poverty, he only turns the faster the wheel
that grinds out fortunes for his masters, and
draws him in at last to be crushed.”

He hesitated for her to ask him some ques-
tions, and perhaps it was already as plain to
her as to him. At any rate, she only looked
off to the west where the glow of sunset was
fast fading, and then back into his fage re-
gretfully.

T suppose we ought to go down,” :@2 said.

“Why, yes, I had forgotten whether it was
night or day.” i i

He took her hand gently as if he touched a
holy thing, and his face softened like a
child’s. He would not have let her fall for
the world. She had tauglit him, how he did
not stop to think, that there was a rare and
exquisite strain of joy in life. She had
spiritualized womanhood to him; he sud-
denly saw in it an essence so pure and fine it
right redeem the world. An hour ago, he
had been so wretched, and now a vague,
sweet hope he cared not to define was born
in him. As he stood upon the road bed and
reached up his hands to help Bertha down,
their eyes met for a moment, and then she
trusted herself to him in such gentle sur-
render that a mist floated before his sight.
She almost fell, and he must needs gather her
perfect form in his arms to save her.

Philip had been idly snapping his whip
and looking up the road. He thought he
saw in the distance a number of men with
guns hurrying in his direction and before
them—yes, it must bea dog; an odd hour of
the day for hunting. He might as well have
his horses turned about; he could see Curran
and Bertha clambering down from the rocks.
So it happened that at the morfint Bertha
came so near falling—in fact, did fall, into
Curran’s arms—Philip was sitting with his
back toward them, faced toward home.

But by this time the hunters with guns
were nearer; the blacksmith had rushed out
of his shop to look at the dog who bounded
alonig with his mouth to tHe ground drop-
ping foanwas he ran.

The dog was mad. Bertha saw the great
white creature, and grew pale as death, and
pressed batk against the rocky wall in de-
spair. Curran saw him too, and had not
even to make up his mind to die to save this
woman. It was a matter of course. He
stepped out directly in frontof her without
one word, and bending forward, waited. The
mad dog might pass by. Butno,inan in-
stant more the beast was upon him, and like
lightning Curran had reached out his hands
of iron and caught his shaggy throat as in a
vise. :

[To be Continued.]

Brllunnts.

Out of the heart’s abundance let some cheer
Be speken while your friend hath ears to hear;
Deck, if iou will, with flowers his place of rest,
But fix the vweetest on his living breast.

—Rev. 0. E. Daggett.

And so we'll live,

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugl,
At ﬁllded butterfiies; and hear'poor rogues
Talk of court news; and we’ll talk with them, too:
Who loses and who wins: who'’sin and who's out;
And take upon ourselves the mystery of things,
As if we were God’s spies.

—ghakespeare.

= The grand debate,

The Yop_uhu' harangue, the tart reply,

The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit.

‘And the loud laugh—I long to know them all.
—Cowper.

I hold it Truth, with him who sings
To one clear imrp with divers tones,
That men may rise on stepping-stones
Of their dead selves to higher things.
—Tennyson.

What varfous scenes, and oh, what scenes of woe,
Are witmessed by that red and struggling beam !
The fevered patient, from his allet low,
Through crowded hospitals eholds it steam:
The ruined maiden trembles at its gleam; | .
The debtor wakes to thought of gyve and jail; —
The love-lorn wretch starts from tormenting
dream ;
The wakeful mother,
Trims her sick infant’s couch, and

feeble wail.
—Walter Scott.

by the glimmering paled
soothes his

o
-

Deep-seated inflammations, as infla-
mation of the liver, chronic gastritis and
inflammation of the blabber and other
pelvic organs, are often relieved by poul-
tices thoroughly applied.
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public opinion clothed in “their proper
garments. The Telegraph which used to
lead in opinion and news leads now only
in slander, bogus news and glaring un-
truth.

MEN OF FACTS.

Thomas Gradgrind was “a man of re- |

alities; a man of facts and calculations; &
man who proceeded upon the principle
that two and two are four, and nothing
over, and who was not to be talked into
allowing anything over.”

There are a multitude of men who
claim to have been built 8n a similar
model. Among these there are a good
many newspaper men who glory in the
turgidness and baldness of their produc-
tions, who twist figures into the mest un-
couth shapes, to match their jtheories,
and who by an ingenious construction of
sentences place themselves in a position
to escape conviction of wholesale prevari-
cation. “Give us facts,” they cry, but
how many facts can be winnowed out of
their chaff of words if the interests of
party render their concealment depir-
able? Aside from the perversion of
facts, which forms the base of most
newspaper controversy, the composition
of much of the matter in our newspapers
is intolerable. Gradgrind-like the editor

-and his assistants heap up their alleged

facts, but in a form about as symmetrical
as that of the King’s Square drinking
fountain or the late steamer Sir John.
Had sume, or Gibbon, or Macaulay, or

pursued for four years, St. John will be | huge profits, and no doubt the principals,
in the best financial position of any city | having been so well puffed by the spor-
in Canada. With the experience of the | ting papers, will find it an excellent pre-
past staring us in the face, the citizens |liminary for their projected sparring tour.
should watch carefully the doings of their | It was a brutal, barbarous business, and
representatives in the next few months, | it was only fitting that some of the vilest
and if their votes show them to be in- |ruffians and thieves in the country should
difierent as to expenditures then all thus | have been mixed up with it, as, by the
found guilty should be removed from of- | way, is invariably the case in ‘great
fice without further delay. St. John can- |fights.’”

not affort to be extravagant and the citi-

It is merely a gate-money exhibition.

zens should demand that the depart-|Two men meet, in the presence of the
mental expenditures should be brought | highest and nobelest members of the
within the income of the several depart- | aristocracy, not to fight, (as fighting was
ments. understood in the old days of “ the Ring”)

It has been proposed to pay for the |but to maul and batter each other till JAUND
paving of Prince Willian street by the is- |one shall sink exhausted, or darkness
sue of restiration debentures. Such an |shall end the disgusting scene. In the
act on the part of the council would be |name of civilization, of Christianity, this
nothing short of an outrage. The deben- | “revival” should be stopped at the outset,
tures for the first pavement are still run- | before the “savage instincts” which
ning, and while it is scarcely possible to [even yet exist in civilized men obtain
pay for the improving of Prince William | the epportunity to assert them8elves, and
street in one year it would be wrong to |struggle once more for mastery over our
extend the payments over flve years. | boasted civilization and culture.

The council have ap excellent oppor-
tunity to try the annuity system of sel-

ling bonds for the repairing of this street,
and they should do it.

DOES CIVILIZATION CIVILIZE?

The enthusiastic reception of the Bos-
ton pugilist, Jobn L. Sullivan, in London,
Liverpool, Dublin, and every other city
where he has shoewn himself to the ad-
miring public, his introduction to the
Prince of Wales and the elite of the Bri-
tish nobility, have rekindled, apparently,

Why Free Trade Should be Opposed.

To the Editor of the SATURDAY GAZETTE,

Sir,~—Can you put up with a few figures?

If so, here are some. I have on hand the
official figures of the foreign trade for one
year, imports and exports—of some of
the principal foreign countries—twenty-
two in all. They are the latest attain-
able—some for ’84, some for '85, and some
for ’86. They foot- up to the enormous
amount of $10,381,164,468. But great as

Burdock
-
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the amount is the foreign trade of Great BRUSHES and
Britain and possessions alone was almost COMBS.

one-half as great, being $5,029,337,410, A large assortment of LuBiN’s, ATRINSON'S,
Together they- foot up $15,410,502,278.! RmmEL’S, CoLGATE'S and RICKSECKER’S

Qur Large Stock inc[udes

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

have their copy at thé office of publication | Motley confined themselves to bald facts, | the public interest in what umsed to be
by Thursday noon. ‘ would their histories grown ‘into the | called the “noble art of self-defence,” and
- -heart of the world and of all posterity ? | the newspapers are now commenting

Owiing to the. large demand for Tar
SaTURDAY GazETTE Of last'week which we
were enable t(;'supply, the opening chap-
ters of THE BRETON MILLS OUR
GREAT SERIAL. we niproducedﬁ it in
this issue. Everybody, men, women,
boys and " girls should read this best. of
all gerial stories. .

EDITORIAL NGTES.

SLANDER, untruth, and the manufac-
ture of bogus news seem to be the stock

in trade of the Telegraph at present. |.

This, kind of thing can have but one re-
sult. The concern will some day bring
up all standing against a snag. Perhaps
they have already hit one. ; i

CoroxeL T. W. Hicerxsoxn asks in Har-
per’s Bazar: “Why is there such a charm
in dialect ?” and innumerable novel read-
ers all over the land, wearied well nigh
to®death with the endless flood of dis-
torted and misspelled language in these
days poured out upon them, rise up to
shout in indignant chorus the answer:
“There isn’t!”

Taz accounts of the effect of the cold
in the Northwest continue to be appall-

Facts, clothed as they may be clothed,

are as fascinating as fiction. Traced by
the pen of Nathaniel Hawthorne a sim-
ple story stirs the pulse of millions of
men. Bryant’s and Longfellow’s  besty
known poems are but the everyday
thoughts of thousands by whom they
were never read. The pen of the editor
is the pen of history, but one might think
it was expected that the ink would fade
as soon as dry, and, in most instances,
perhaps it would be as well if it did.

. CIVIC FINANCES.

The chamberlain will have his report
on the city-accounts ready for presenta-
tion to the city council about the middle
of next month Speaking generally, the
showing vull be a favorable one, but be-

city in the management of her revenues,
the pruning knife wiilhave to be used
freely on some of the accounts. That
portion of the finances of the city under
the sole control of the chamberlain " are
well managed. The assessment is col-

lected much better than it used to be, only skin deep, aft:er all.
of the savage semi-human cave-dweller

of prehistoric ages, still remain, held in
check with only parhal success by the
restraints of modern civilization.

Read the following extract from an
American paper.

and the fixed payments such as interest
and sinking funds are regularly made.
This is a decided improyement on seven
years ago when the sinking funds were
in a deplorable condition, and the interest
was paid very irregularly. Thechange is

upon prize fighting and pugilists, and as
full of the slang of the Ring as they were
thirty years ago. :

That a man like John L. Sullivan
should hail from Boston, of all places—
the centre of American civilization and
culture—is of itselfa fact. of surprising
significance. If the outcome of Boston
Culture is 2 John L. Sulfivan, what are
we t0 expect from such pagan cities as
New York or Chicago?

Is it not enough to warrant the ques-
tion, “Does civilization civilize ?” Is the
boasted civilization of the nineteenth
century a failure after all, or at best but
a thin veneer which only partially covers
the original savagery of our ancestors.
“Scratch a Russian and you will find a

Now divide these figures and place them
under thdir true columns of imports and
exports and it looks like a losing bnsi-
ness—this foreign trade, that so much is
said about. .Imports: $8,164,043,704;
exports: $7,206,564,907; making a balance
of $957,481,797 for the profit and loss
cqlumn. Different methods of calculat-
ing values may account for some of these
millions. But the bulk of the amount is
drawn from the resplts of home industry.
While I would not have the government
do one iota less for the benéfits of the
foreign trade, there is a cryving demand
for exceeding care for the home trade
and industry, which is worth vastly
more than the foreign trade, which is

Tartar.” Apply the same process to one

£oro St Jok Skt of bet odel | the hundreds’of highly cultured, educat:
5 s c . ed, noblemen and géntlemen who xushed

over to France a few weeks ago tb see
two trained athletes pound each other
out of human shape—and you shall see— |
a savage. The culture,  the reﬁne.qx%
the civilization of a thousand _Yyears, is.

only an ayvenue for the disposal of the
excess of production at home. Manu-
factories improve the home market of
'the farmer, and bring direct and large

rewards to all forms of industry. There
is no place better -adapted to almost all
Torms' of manufacturing industries than
(St. John.

The instincts

“ in the United States under a tariff so
lTow a8 to amount to free trade all indust-
ries declined, and values went down,

o, while the balance of foreign trade
was uniformly against them. But under
a'tariff that gave protection to home in-
dustries of all kinds, those industries re-
vived, and for twenty years, during which
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Prices will be found low.

A. C. Smith & Co,

CHARLOTTE ST.

The Vicioria Skafig Rk,

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

ance.
PRICES OF TICKETS.

Smgle Tlcket to Shureholder,
on-Shareholder,
Shareholder s Fa.mxly Ticket, admitting one

Non Shnreholder s Family Ticket,
Additional Tickets to olders of Fa xly
ickets, eac! el §
Lady Shareholder s Tioket,. .
Non-Shareholder’s Ticket,
Ticket to Lady Non-resident per month,
Gent| lemn? Non-resident per nio.,
Gentleman Shareholder’s Promen e Txcke t, 2 50
Non-shareholder’s 300
Iady ﬁhareholder ] Pmmexmde Ticket

00
Tickets can be had at the Secretary’s Office,120

Prince William Street,on and after Wednesday
next. The Directors are about building a new
room in connection with the Rink, which may be
rented at a small ﬁﬁure, where gatherings of sub-
scribers can take place,and where refreshments
may be provided i desired. A Band will be i in at-
tendance on the usual afternoons and evenings
throughont the season.

Dated 2Gth December, 1887,

3388 88 88

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

J. CRAWFORD,
Portland, News Depot.

BRANCHES:
Corner Duke and Sidney and Brussels . SLreot.

MORE HEAT,

THE undersigned will be found for a few days

at 24 Nelson Street, where he will be pleas-
ed to explmn to those interested this new'and
wonderful

Strout System of Heating and
‘ Ventilating,

tecently gatented in the Dominion, and which is
also in

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 eoneern : !

is heated and ventilated by the OUT system,
manufactured by Strout & Williams, and that it
has proved a decided success. It is doing the
work with Iwo of the largest furnaces cut off;
where we before used four small furnaces and
two large ones, we now use only the four small
gges with much better results than formerly with
e six.

T. DEWIIT TALMAGE,
Pastor of Brooklyn Tabernacle.

Less Coal-----Perfect Ventilation.

thosough working order in the United °

This is to certify that the Brooklyn Tabernacle

ing. All the sufferings incident to Arctic iy
voyaging seem to havedescended upon | que to a better method of collecting the EW YORK, J an. 22.—Tom White, other- 3 h th _
g wise known 'as “Swipes, the New sboy,” they have quadrupled their wealth the A, C. JARDENE, & 6 cosTeR

S i : JOHN WOOD, Treasurer.
the unfortunate settlers, and the loss of | ¢sxes and of administering the finances. | and Billy Dempsey, two featherweight | balance’ of foreign trade has uniformly Vrasideit. Sestabiry

Brooklyn Tabernaele, January 10th, 1887,

life has been enormous. The situation | N, jncrease was necessary in the assess- | pugilists, fought at Fort Hamilton, L. I, | been in their favor. What must be the o
early this morning. The fight was toa infatuation of the man, with this exam-

is the more painful that there seems to
be no way of modifying or preventing
these disasters, which result from natural
causes beyond man’s control.

Rev. Mz. Crisp had a few words to say
about the Telegraph-Ellis affair in a
lecture at Moncton on Tuesday. The
Telegraph did not have the enterprise to
get a report of the lecture, but the editor
read the Sun’s report and a day after the
fair he publishes a half column of abuse
of Rev@Mr. Crisp. The editor foolishly
attempts to be funny and sarcastic in
the article aforesaid, but succeeds only
in being silly and nasty. Nastiness is a
characteristic of the editor of the Tele-
graph.

Trere is a rumor abroad that the
Gagetown special printed in the Tele-
graph after the election was smuggled in
without the knowlege of the editor.
While this may or may not be true it is
evident that the editor swallowed the
story to judge from the tone of an-article
published as a leader some days after.
That the story is a lie is evident on its
face as such conduct in a polling booth
as is charged against the returning offi-
cer at Watérborough would only be pos-
sible if Mr. King’s representatives were
asleep or drunk. Does the Telegraph in-
sinuate either of these conditions pre-
vailed ?

“Tue leading newspaper of the Mari-
time Provinces” is what the Telegraph
styles itself. What does the Telegraph
lead in? It-no longer has the largest
circulation. Ittried to force the resigna-
tion of Mr. Ellis on the ground that he
was an annexationist, but really because
he was a competitor for government |
printing and his journal baving more in- |
fluence than the Telegraph got a propor-
tionately share of pap. The attempt
failed, proving that the Telegraph has no |
longer the sympathy of the Liberal
party. To-day the Telegraph is without
a friend in that party and Censervatives
look upon it with suspicion. Its new |
born loyalty following so close upon its |
Commercial Union articles instead of |
strengthening the paper with the public
has had the reverse effect. It has lost |
Lhundreds of old friends who look upon
the attack on Mr. Ellis more in the light
of personal revenge than in the interests |
of the Liberal party as it professedly is.
The mercenary motives of the concern
in this malicious attack have been laid

ment. °All that was necessary was to
collect the assessment levied. . Whut has
been the result of the change? City
bonds have risen in value from 78 to 116,
and are regarded as an exceedingly good

and safe investment. When the interest |,

was irreguiarly paid, holders were bégin-
ing to lose confidence in the city, and
its credit was suffering severely, not be-
cause our citizens were any the less able
to pay, but because they were the’lesy
willing, and aldermen were allowed to
use their infiuence in the chamberlain’s
office. All this has been changed, the
chamberlain has positive instructions to
collect all rates and taxes, amd while
never unnecessarily harsh in the execu-
tion of his instructions fulfils thom to the
letter.

The departmental accounts are under
the direct control of the common council,
and it is a matter of regret that for years
they have been in a bad condition. In
1882 mqst of the accounts were closed
with a cash balance on hand; but in
1883 and ever since they have over ex-
pended. If the accounts were properly
managed there ought to be in the hands of
the chamberlain sufficient money to meet
all demands until the next assessment
comes in. In other words when the ap-
portionment of streets, fire, lightyetc. is
$16,000, there should be at least $3,000 on
hand at the close of the year to meet the
expenses of the department, until the re-

‘ceipts from the net assessment are avail-

able. Instead of a balance on hand this
year, each of the departments except
street lighting will have a balance
against them. It is not charged thatthe
money was wrongly spent, but it is be-

yond question that work has been under- |
| taken that should have been allowed to |

stand until the account had a balance |
to its credit. Expenditure should be

stopped when the apportionment is ex- |

hausted. It is not fair to other accounts |

|'that it should be allowed to go on.

The- difficulty is that the apportion- |
ment for such work is too small, but it is |
as large as the city can at present afford.
In three or four years more the financial |
condition of St. John will be greatly im- |
proved, and the council should guage
their- expenditures according to their
means until a larger amount can be
drawn from the funds than at present.
The departmental accounts need to be
watched with greater care in the future
than in the past, and if that care and

judgement which has characterized the

| London paper will show that it is impos-

finish with skin-tight gloves for a purse.

“Swipes” knocked his man outin one and ple before us, who would favor free trade.

a halt minutes with a terrible punch in.
the stomach, from which Dempsey never
recovered. Dempsey soon afterwards
died. The coroner was notifled.

“Butchered "—not “to make a Roman
holiday ”—but, for “a purse.” Is this
the outcome of eighteen hundred years |,
of Christian civilization?

For a purse! There was a time when
even over a prize-fight shone pale glim-
mering rays of honour—there were once
even prize-fighters who scorned to “hit
below the belt,” and the writer can well
remember when, at the time of the great
international battle between Tom Sayers
and Heenan, scores of respectable Englis-
men, who were among the most deter-

X.

.
==

P. T. Barnum’s Own Gift.

Mr. P. T. Barnum, the famous show-

wman, from the fact that his great story

‘My Plucky Boy Tom” has proved such

an immense success in the Tue NEw
Yorx FimiLy Story PAPER, has détermin-
ed to present to all subscribers to that
paper, while his story lasts, a beautiful
souvenir in the  shape of a Portfolio.
This Portfolio contains illustrations of all
the wild animals that will appear in his
show the coming season. THE NEw YoRk|.
FaMiLy Story Parer for four months and
“Barnum’s Portfolio,” as this beautiful

mined opponents of such exhibitions |gouvenir is called, will be sent to any ad-
said, in effect, “Let the two men meet, |dress for the small sum of $1.00, the re-
and settle once for all, which is the best |gular price of the paper. This is certain-

man; but let it be the last time that our

Iy an opportunity which our readers
should take advantage of. Address,

English soil shall be polluted by such a | Munro’s Publishing House, 24'& 26 Van-
brutalizing exhibition.” The fight took |dewater Street, New York.

place, undisturbed by thelaw, and it was

generally supposed that having winked
at this one’ encounter, which it had re-
solved should be the last, the strong arm
of the law would interpose and vigorously
resist any future attempt of the kind.
But, though scotched, the snake was not
killed. Though not so frequentor so
open as before, meetings still took place,

HUMPHRIE’S

Homeopathic - Remedies.

Dr. I"‘lerce s Favorite Prescription

Golden Med'l Discovery.
- Pellets.

the savage instinct was partially repress- Ly(ha, Pinkham'’s Compound.

ed, but not by any means stamped out,
and itisto be feared that under the
patronage of the aristocracy, (of which
such indisputable evidence has been
given since Sullivan’s arrival in England)
the evil which all respectable members
of society had hoped was, if not utterly
stamped out, at least beaten down out of

idney Wort,

Vegetine, dry.

Burdock Blood Bitters.
" TFills,

For sale low by

R. D. McARTHUR,

sight, is beginning to revive, with werse | Medical Hall. No. 59 Charlotte Street,

than its old brutality, and without one
particle of the honor or fairplay which in
times past its patrons used to claim as an
excuse for it. The following extract from a

sible to advance the old argumen's of
“fairplay, noble art of self-defence,” &e.,

lism: “The ‘great fight, about which
there has been such an elaborate fuss,
was a mere pounding match, in which

Ovp. King Square.

Now Opened

All our Annuals for 1887, including

| in favour of the present methods of pugi- | Boys’ Own, G—ir]_s’ Own’ : T
| ]

ST. NICHOLAS,

$10,000

Worth of good

Ready- Made -Clothing

LAY

AGreat Reduction to Clear

BOBIES o (-

Meas, Yous' amd boys:

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
OVERCOA 15, ULSTERS AND
REEFERS.

150 Chamois Lined and Rub-
ber Lined Blizzard Coats.

500Pairs Men’sall-wool work-
ing Pants from $1.90 to

$8.5
Fine Cloths fl]l‘ UllSl[lIll Work.

Scotch and English Tweed Suitings,
Corkscrew and Diagonal Suitings,

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

in all the latest patterns.

These goods are first-class in quality and will
be made up atavery low figure, the best materials
used, fit and satisfaction guara anteed every time,

You should call and examine my fine stock of

Gents' Furnishing Goods

IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATTA SHIRTS,
ILANVEL TOP SHIRTS, }mnq Fronts, CAR-
DIGAN JACKETS, WOO

MITTS. COLIAR\ 3
HANDKERCHIEFS, SILK VANDKERCH[EFS,
SHAWL STRAPS, BRACES, TRUNKS,
VALISES, &e.

100 dozen all-wool Slirts and

Drawers, at the

[ City Market Clothing Hall,

51 Charilotie Sireet,

T. YOUNGOLATS.
- NOTICE

there was not a trace of the ‘science of Chatterbox &..c &c |
’ & e stas =i ] L1} [ B

boxing.” A couple of stout street-boys
could have fought just as well, and I am
not surprised to hear of the disgust that |
is expressed by the scatter-brained sim- |

pletons who paid £50 and more in order |
to witness this egregious exhibition. The |

Procure them early and avoid the
Rush.

FOR SALE BY

bare and the gang stand at the bar of | | actions of the council in other matters is | conductors of the afiair must have reapedj J. & A. McMILLAN.

I\ HEREBY (nY\ EN THAT API’I ICATION
I be made to the Local Legisl:
Session for an Aet mmu»lp .l[
ht and Heat G nmp n\ t«n the ])lll
n

Urposes, \nl'x power.to I Wy

and wi chother powers |

s are incident there-

| ar 1 1
l Dated St. John, Dec. 2th, 1587,

English Hairline Trousering |

For Christmas

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

OYSTERSSHELLED

By the Quartor Gallon and sent’
home from

18 King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11, 13 and 25 WATER ST.

CHAMPAGNES.

Leading High Brands—Qts. & Pts.

MOSELLE.
SAUTERNE AND CLARETS.
BELFAST SODA and
CANTRELL AND COCHRANE
GINGER ALE

AND WHOLESALE.

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

BRAND
HOLLAND GIN

JUST LANDING.

GZALIC—OLD SMUGGLER.
THE “PROVOST,” IRISH.
“ “VI(:"EI{OY,” “
“  “SHAMROCK,” IRISH.
% HGRO. ROE? ®and ¥,

THOS. L. BOURKE.
WHEN ORDERING YOUR

v Christmas  Oysters,

Do not forget the New Oyster Store,

5 KINC SQUARE.

7%~ OYSTERS delivered to any part of the
i City and Portland.

CHAS, H, JJCI;SO N.

For Chnsfmas Oysters

GO 'IO'

B B RUCHS
‘OysterHouse,

9 King Square (North side.)

\
l o erg Qelivered o s of the City, Dis~
¢

ount mud«. on Family auui Hotel Ordors,

Special Highland Blend W hiskey.
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IN THE BY-WAYS AND HEDGES.‘

What the Lounger Hears Other People.

Talking Aboui and His Views on
Things in General.

The men Kinney and Davis, boatewain
and mate respectively, of the ship Van-
couver were, on Monday, sentenced by
Judge Tuck,—Kinney to 16 years and
Davis to eight years in the penitentiary.
No two greater rascals, or more cruel and
brutal creatures ever lived than these
two men, and they not only merited the
punishment they received but it is very
questionable if they should have been
allowed to plead guilty to one or two of
the indictments in order to escape
punishment on the others. One almost
regrets that the whipping posts and
stocks have been abolished when read-
ing of the heartless cruelty and moral
10 ess of such men as Kinney and
Dawvis. The-lash is the proper punish-
ment for such beasts as they were and it
ghould be freely preseribedby judges in
offences against lawand nature as these
miserable creatures admitted they had
been guilty of.

*

But where is'the captain and mate of
this floating hell, the Vancouver? Why
have they, who were the witnesses of the
begfiklity and criminality of their under-
lings, the second mate and boatswain,
been allowed to escape? In all fairness
to the condemned ones both captain and
mate should be put en trial, and the ex-
tent of their responsibility ascertained.
If what the sailors say is true, that the
captain when appealed to by the men to
put an end to the brutality of the second
mate and boatswain refused to listen to
their complaints he should be deprived
of the right to command any vessel fly-
ing the British flag. There is no room
in the merchant marine of Great Britain
or Canada for numskulls or brutes, and
the captain must be one or the -other of
these for permitting such conduct on his
vessel. If, as Judge Tuck says, a crim-
nal indictment cannot hold against the
captain he can certainly be borught to
book before the marine examiner and
deprived of his certificate if the charges
are found to be true.

A * * *

People were beginning to doubt-that
pirates such as we have all read about in
our youth—that is the fierce moustached
fellow who ordered a man to walk the
" plank or triced him up by the heels to be
used as a target with as much equa-
namity as he ordered his dinner,ever ex-

* *

brutal creatures as the pirates of a cen-
tury and a half ago really did exist. If
men with all the advaniages of the nine-
teenth “century civilization could be so
utterly depraved as Kimmey and Davis,
what must the life of an ordinary seamen
have been when there was no law for
sailors ; when masters treated their men
about as they pleased ; when the British
government allowed men to be triced up
and flogged for the most trivial offences
and keel-hauled for petty thieving and
that too after an informal trial by a court
often convinced of the guilt of the ac-
cused before he was put on trial? We
have advanced some since then—per-
haps advanced as far as it is safe to go/|
in taking authority from ship masters,
but there is still room for improvement
in the matter of selecting master marin-
ers. Every ship-master should be a good
seaman but he should also possess and
be able to show that he does possess
judgment sufficient to administer the

law when on the high seas.
* * *

I hear every day of somebody being
knocked down.and hart by boys coasting
down hill. The desire of the younger
portion of the community is to coast. The
law says they ¢ shall not coast and tells
the policemen “to break the sleds of boys
found coasting and to arrest the boys.
In defiance of the law the boys and giris
coast down the majority of the hills of the
citgk’ Sometimes ong or two of them are
cal Wit and taken in tears to the police
station only to be let go with a warning.
But the coasting goes on just the same,
and people continue to be knocked down
and hurt by the coasting juvenile. When
I wag a boy and the coasting was good,
like other boys, I set the law at defiance
and coasted; omce into the arms of a
policeman who secured me, and then
deliyered a long lecture of what happen-

boys who coas'ed.
* * *

I am strongly of opinion that it will be
found practically impossible to prevent
coasting until some place is provided for
the boys where they may coast without
endangering the lives and limbs of the
older portion of the community. We
have had a good many agitations for a
coasting hill, but to my mind they have
always been begun in the wrong way.
The sugeestion has been made to set
aside a public street for that purpose.
The law is such that the council would
not be justified in doing this for then
the corporation would be responsible for
all accidents. The difficulty could be
met by an amendment to the law, but a
public street is no place for a coasting
hill. The frequenters would most cer-
tainly prove a nuisance to the residents,
and there would be no end of complaints.
There are plenty of good hills close to
the city any one of which could be fixed
up as a coasting place at a very small|
expense. There the boys could go and |
coast to their hearts content. Ncw that

be lighted at night for the benefif of
men and women who work inm' the
daytime. Iam sure it would be a po-
pular resort, and I am egually positive
that it could be so arranged and manag-
ed as to be a decided boon'to the working

men and women of the city.
* * *

That must have been a.very pretty row
at the Gagetown court house last Satur-
day. Imagine men fools enough to fight
over the return of one man in preference
toanother. There had been an election in
which there were two candidates. Only
one could be elected, and there was no
occasion for such & display as was evi-
dently indulged in by the friends of the
respective candidates:- I do not know
how the row commenced but I do know
that a fight at such a time is highly dis-
creditable to all who took part and should
be frowned-down by all lovers of decency
and fair play. Most rows of this kind
are commenced by some .dirty, foul-
mouthed blackguard who cares nothing
for either the peace or good government
of the community. Once a row is started
there are always plenty of blackguards
to take part. And the blackguards are
not all of the same political faith. The
pity is that they are not, for then they
could the more easily be dealt with.
There is no necessity for-displays of this
kind, and I should be strongly in favor
of bringing all who took part in it before
the court and fining them heavily. There
is enough dirt in politics already with-
out introducing a worse element—that of
down right blackguardism. Inthe name
of all that is good let there be an end to
this bitterness of political fights. There
is no reason in the world why a political
discussion could not be carried on with as
much good feeling as an old fashioned
church soiree where every body laughs
even at the jokes of some ancient deacon
about dry enough to blow away.

* * *

The young woman who is charged with
purloining certain articles from the
Marine Hospital seems to be of a some-
what peculiar disposition. Although
barely out of her teens it is alleged that
she has twice been a mother though
never a wife.. I have often thought that
housekeepers who keep servants are too
lax in looking after their morals. Any-
thing has been good enough for a servant.
No enquiry is made as to her morals and
no care is taken to maintain the moral
character of a servant under the majority
of roofs in this city. On the nights they
are allowed to go abroad they may do as
they please, and are never questioned.
As many girls fall through ignorance as
from a desire to be bad. This is a fact
however seldom recognised. @ The
result of such conduct as is charged
against the young woman above referred
to is to bring the entire class of servants
under the ban. This should not be so.
There are as good, pure and virtuous girls
in the kitchen as in the parlor. And
there are loose immoral ones in both
stations of life. I wonder that wives and
mothers who are careful to watch the
actions and obtain knowledge of the per-
sons their daughters associate with do
not see that it is equally important that
the girl to whose keeping are entrusted
their more youthful buds should also be of
good character. - In point of <fact
it is quite as important te know the
character and associates of the nurse girl
as the of daughters. The effect of
a child’s association in babyhood’s days
with an impure person will most certain-
ly come out in after years. Yet children
are oftentimes entrusted to the care of
girls who are as gross and immoral as
women of the town. Indeed itis from
this very class that in most cases recruits
for the houses of ill fame in every city
are drawn. This being so, can mothers
wonder at the development in their
daughters sometimes of qualities, the
existenee of which they had not previous-

]_v even suspected.

* * *

The silliest of many silly things that
have appeared in the Telegraph for some
months indeed even in its history is a
screed written by one of its young men
on hig adventures in Queens County. It
is evidently the idea of this youthful and
inexperienced writer to persuade the
public that he has really accomplished
something remarkable. After making
due allowance for the reporter’s inex-
perience I cannot help but think that he
had better—for his own reputation and
that of the paper he represents have left
his sketch unwritten. The work is badly
done at the best, the article showing a
painful lack of knowledge of the facts of
the case under review, while the facts it
does contain are slung together in a
fashion that few newspaper men would
care to own their authorship. As for the
drive I don’t think there is a reporter on |
the St. John press barring some of the
recent additions to the Telegraph staff
who has not to his credit-a hundred mile
drive and who has not on more occasions
tlian one done sixty or eighty miles in a
single day besides collecting his facts.
It is no uncommon thing for a St. John

reporter to drive sixty or seventy miles
and write two or more columns on his |
return to the office. Such adventures I |
have said have fallen to the lot of nearly |

every newspaper man in St. John and I ) yesterd

utterly fail to see why this young man |
should consider them worth recording.

: t
The only reason that can possibly be as- |

signed is that it was the youth’s first im-

p()rtanl undertaking and consequently xt
has 'mprusul lnm as a great one.

I often hear complaints frcm news-
I

sufficiently appreciated. This is very
silly. When a man buys a pair of moc-
casins he does not generally ask the
‘clerk who sells them if the men who
captured the moose had a difficult time
or whether the animal was knocked out
of time by the first shot. Why then
should the public care for the difficulties
enccuntered by repdrters and others col-
lecting news. It is the reporter’s busi-
ness to get news and no business of the
public how or where he gets it, nor do
they care so long as it is got. A news-
paper is only a newspaper when it con-
tains a complete record of the day—a
summary of all the events its readers
want to know about.
* *
Speaking of driving long distances in
pursuit of news calls to mind one or two
drives taken by newspaper m€n in the
past. The reporters who took in the
Dowd-Ward murder at New River did
sixty-four miles a-day behind a horse
over a rough road for three days in suc-
cession. The Hughes murder necessitat-
ed another long drive. The scene of the
tragedy was fifteen miles from town. It
was just after a snow storm and three
miles of the road had not been broken.
Still the reporters covered the distance
by team and on fcot in four and a half
bours, &nd had time to swallow a couple
of drinks on the way. I might give a
score of instances if I chose where much
gregter feats in the driving way result-
ing in quite as important news being
given to the world' as the result of the
Queens County declaration proceedings
being given to the world. . For the pre-
sent, however, I will content myself by
reminding my inexperienced friend that
Mr. Payne of the Sun drove to St. John
on nomination day thereby saving
his paper the large telegraphic tolls
which the Telegraph had to pay, because
their historian went to Fredericton-in-
stead of coming direct to town.: I would
also - remind the young man that while
within 26 miles of a telegraph station he
failed to wire the result of the election
though he had at least nine hours to
cover the 26 miles. I like to encourage
enterprise among my fellow journalists,
but I donot like to see inexperienced
young men carried away by their own
performance so that they believe after
they have accomplished a very ordinary
everyday undertaking that they have
done something wonderful. Such egotlsm
is absurd and dxsgusting

*

There were two scenes at the Interco-
loinal depot on Wednesday, widely dif-
ferent. One was a drunken husband
and wife, the latter carrying in her arms
a six-months old infant. The other was
a father and mother accompanying their
youthful progeny to Philadelphia to ex-
hibit him there in a dime museum. The
latter child is a prodigy in his way for
while 16 years of age he weighs but 11
pounds and is only 30 inches high. The
lad is on a fair way to make a fortune.
The other child is less fortunate as in all’
probability it will follow in the footsteps
of its parents. There should be a law to
prevent drunkards like the father and
mother of this baby from. marrying. It
would be more sensible for the church to
lend their influence to obtaining such
legislation as this rather than to waste
wind discussing the deccased wife’s sister
bill

* *

Chief of Police Marshall and his worthy
wife celebrated the fiftieth anniversary of
their wedding on Wednesday night. Mr.
and Mrs. Marshall were the recipients of
numerous handsome presents from his
friends in and out of the civic depart-
ments. Chief Marshall was appointed
te the office he now holds on October
16th, 18862. Sergeants John Hipwell and
Alex. Watson are the only two members
of the force who were on it when the
present chief was appointed. The chief
has been the recipient of congratulations
from scores of friends since the anniver-
sary.

*

Girls Don’t be in 1n Haste to Wed.

Build up healthy bodies by good food, |

plenty of exercise and sleep. Learn all

the useful household arts before you at- |
Cultivate )ourI

tempt to make ¢ Home.
minds with the best books, that you may
he able to teach your children much that
school-training alone will never give you.
Choose your amuséments wisely, for
youth must have pleasure, but need not
waste itself in hdrmful frivolity. Above
all, select your friends with care. Avoid
girls who live only for fashion, flirtation
and enjoyment, and use the privilege all
women may claim, to decline the acqnain-

.tance of men w hose lives will not bear

inspection by the innocent eyes of
women. Let no delusion of wealth, rank,
comeliness or love tempt you to trust
your happiness to such a one. Watch
and wait till the true lover comes, even
if it be all your life, for single blessednebs
is far betfer than double misery and
wrong. Spinsters are a very useful, hap-
PY, indenendent race, never more so than
now, when all profecsmns are open to
them, and honor, fame and fortune are
bravely won by many gifted members of
the sisterhood. Set your standard right,
and live up to it, sure that the reward
will come, here or hereafter, and in the

form best suited to vour real needs.— |

Louisa M. Alcott.
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FOR MUSICIANS.

Odd Items in the Musical Line From
Different Parts of the Country.

There was a Sabbath school concert in
Bostwick’s Hall on Tuesday evening last,
consisting of vocal and instrumental
music, r8adings, recitations, &c., given by
the scholars connected with the Mission,
assisted by Mr. Van Buren, J. J. Forrest,
and others interested in the work. The
affair was pleasantly carried out.

»* *
*

I need not remind the ladies that this
is leap year, several have already done
this.. The Young People’s Association of
the Carleton Presbyterian church carried
out & very successful leap year concert on
Monday evening, in the school room of
the church. A good programme consist-
ing of vocal and imstrumental music,
readings and tableaux was well carried
out, and the entertainment netted a

handsome sum.
*

*

. » ;

At the Mechanics Institute ¢xf Monday
evening, a very large audience was pre-
sent to listen to the’concert given in con-
nection with the regular lecture coyrse,by
the Arion Male Quartette. The various
pieces on the programme were rendered in
excellent taste, and many of them called
forth hearty applause. Of course the
selections rendered by the Arion Quar-
tette were well received—as they always
are—and the quartette composed of Mrs.
Girvan, Miss Hea, and the Messrs Coster
was particularly fine. Mz, Harry White,
of Sussex, who is well known to many of
our bandsmen, and who for some time
past has been in Boston, received hearty
encores for his sélos, as did Miss Bowden
for her instrumental pieces. Miss Hea’s
sole weré rendered in her usual sweet,
rich voice and were more than pleasing to
the delighted audience.. Mrs, Girvan
fairly excelled herself, though I have
heard her sing in Ftedériqton a few years
ago when it was with difficulty she was
allowed to retire after responding to the
second encore. Mr. Olive’s rendition of
his solos was excellent, and showed that
gentleman’s control over a fine voice.
The instrumental trios by the Misses
Bowden and Mr. A. Watson were worthy
of more than high praise—they were
simply excellent. - Miss Godard was the
accompanist, and showed her excellent
judgment in handling the ivories. The
concert -altogether was probably one of
the best that has been given in the In-
stitute by local talent for.a long time,
and . more than passing praise is to be
bestowed ‘on the “Arion Quartette . for
their maiiagément of the affair. St
John is not slow ‘when she gets properly
awakened in the musical line.

* *
*

There is'some talk of a concert being
held in the Institute shortly forshe bene-
fit of the Portland Free Public Library,
and if it does come off the public can ex-
pect. something rich,-and that will be
fully werth the price of admission charg-
ed. I will probably be able to announce
something more definite in regard to the
matter next ﬁeek.'

*

The boy pianist, Jesef Hofman, con-
tinues to draw large houses in New York.
On Saturday night last he made his de-
but as a composer before a crowded audi-
ence in the Metropolitan Opera House.
From $5,000 to $6,000 are the receipts of
the box office at each performance of
this wonderful child. On the night of
Saturday last large sales were made of
pianoforte copies of the “Polonaise Am-
ericaine,” which piece it was announced
he would conduct at the concert. The
price demanded was 50 cents—profit 45,
—and a goodly number were sold to be
carried home as mementos of the occa-
sion. On his appearance on the stage he
was greeted with enthusiastic applause.
He sat down at the piano and played, for
the first time in his life in public, Men-
delssohn’s concertoin G minor. He had
only studied the piece three weeks and
L his first rehearsal with a full orchestra
was on the Monday previous to the per-
formance. After other performers had
been heard he played three numbers as
his usual improvisation on a theme given
by some one in the audience. They
were: A romanza by Rubinstein, a ma-
zourka in F sharp major and waltz in D
flat by Chopin. He also improvised
upon the “Siegfried” Heroic motive from
Wagner's “Nibelungen Ring,” a theme
sent up by some gentleman in the audi-
ence who imagined he had conquered the
boy; but such was his success that he was
recalled three times. When he appear-
ed to conduct his own composition he
was presented with a beautiful baton,
the gift of the orchestra and his man-
ager. With the grace of a veteran hs
tapped the desk for attention and then
with easy naturalness conducted the en-
tire composition through with great suc-
cess. To give the words of ths New
York World: “At the conclusicn there
rose a wild whirl of enthusiasm and ex-

yelled with delight.
called to receive a laurel wreath with
streamers of red,” white and blue, and
floral offerings, and was then recalled
| again and again. The audience would
not rest satisfied until the child leader
{ had again taken his place at the con-
| ductor’s desk and given a repetition of
the composition.”
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M.A.IL\TKS & CO.,

Ladies’ Astrachan - Jackets,

GENTLEMEN’S COATS,
IN—
ASTRACHAN, 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 line of
Cheap Capes, and Muffs, Gray Wolf and
Buffalo Robes.

S50 KINC STRET.

DOWLING BROS.

Have received and are

Now Selling at the Lowest Cash Prices

A NUMBER OF UBEFUL ARTICLES IN

DRY GOODS

~—FOR THE—
XMAS SEHASOIN.

WOOL FASCINATORS ; FUR CAPES
LADIES' WOOL GLOVES AND MITTS;
KID GLOVES KID M
LAhs‘AND CUFFS for Ladies and Gentlemen ;
Lxmgmfﬁ‘%:%ﬁsao LR, 1 ANDEEROHIEFS
GENTLEMEN’S SILK SCARFS :

GENTLEMEN’S CASHMERE MUFFLERS;
GENTLEMEN’S SUSPENDERS ;
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S MERINO AND LAMBS® W'OOL 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 compnsed in this Department _

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:

InTINWARE AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE TRONS, COAL VASES,
DISH COVERS, &c., &c.

PLATED WARE:

Best SPOONS, FORKS, ‘&e., in many¥designs: CASTERS, CAKE BASKETS
BUTTER OOOLERS ICE PITCHERS, and a varie pt' other articles,
a large stock a]ways on hand: FINE CUTLER , Table and
Pocket: SILVER GOODS, FANCY G()ODS &

Call and Examine our Stock,
_ Prices as Low as any in n 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 Holiday assortment now com‘flete, and offered at low=
est possible prices to 2nsure sales of Standard and Sterling marked
Goldfilled and proofplate goods 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 CARD,

Inspection
Called
Goldsmith and Jewolc;.

Ladies

~—AND—

Gentlemen

REQUIRING

Overshoes
Rubhers

Sheuld call at the
AMERICAN

Rubber Store,

65 Charlotite Street,

7245~ Ask to see our immense Stock of LADIES’
WATERPROOF CLOAKS
AT ALL PRICES.

New Cloths

FOR WINTER,

et

for.

E. C. MARCH.

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

LADIES’ AND MILITARY WORK
A SPECIALTY.

MERCHANT TAILORS,

3

DeFOREST & MARCH,

A. F. DEFOREST.
FOSTER’S CORNER
42 KING STREET
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7 CHARLOTTE ST., !

MURDOCH'S
. NEW FRUIT

—AND—

‘Confectionery  Store.

I HAVE XO‘J‘:IQ'?E 3}2‘\\'1) A FULL
Winter  Overcoatings,
SUITINGS AND ULSTERINGS

To which I invite the attention
of my Customers.

A. R. CAMPBELL,

46 RING STREET,
Qver Colonial Book Store.

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

JO3EPH A. MURDOCH.
| 7 CHARLOTTE ST., ST, JOHN, N, R.
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CORNER LOTS.
[BY ROBERT HOWE FLETCHER.]

[Continued.]
" “But what is it said Benton, picking up
one of the lavender sticks and looking at it
guspiciously. ‘‘Dynamite? Phizz'z’t! For
the old womanf?® with an expressive refer-
ence to the region occupied by the landlady.

“No, you old Anarchist,” replied Brown.
Then in a fine lady’s voice he said: 'Tis
sweet lavender. Placed in your bureau
drawer, it will give a pleasing odor to your
linen. That's right,” he continued in hisown
voice, ‘‘laugh! I was going to give you one.
1 shan’t now.”

“Did they throw a bureau in?" said Ben-
ton; ‘‘otherwise, it is not much use to us.”

“Use!” said Brown, scornfully; “‘think of a
man who has to go without his breakfast
buying $3 worth of lavender!”

“Don’t make me laugh any more,” said
Benton; “it is weakening, and we can’t afford
it. Tell me, how did you come to buy those
things?’

‘Whereupon Mr. Brown narrated the story
of his purchase.

“Young,” said Benton, at its conclusion,
“and pretty”—

“I did not say so,” interposed Brown.

“]t was not necessary,” replied his friend;
‘‘we must get acquainted with her.”

“Why? said Brown, in not altogether
pleased surprise.

“‘Because she may have friends among the
natives here, who have land that we can
handle for them. Land, my dear boy, land,
that is what we want. You don’t seem to
fancy the idea,” continued Benton, as Brown
remained silent; ‘‘but-we cannot afford to be

romantic just now. It is absolutely necessary |y

fo use every chance. You have made a
three-dollar investment, and I don’t propose
to throw it away. I am superstitious in
money matters, you know, and I have &
fancy that this generous act of yours may
bring us luck. Three dollars’ worth of bread
on the waters, as it were. I shall makea
point of getting acquainted with your friend,
and I should like to bave you stand in with
me. If you would rather not, why, of
course=—

But Mr. Brown said he would “Stand in,”
only, be it understood, for the sole purpose of
tkeeping Mr. Benton's business proclivities
within deeent bounds.

P * * * * *

Talita sat.upon the déorstep of the white
adobe house leoking out upon thesshining
waters of the bay. The sun was sinking into
the Pacific behind Point Loma and the
soft air was full of a golden  haze,
The Coronados islands and the 'distant hills
of Mexico were outlined in a purple silhou-
ette against the evening sky and eyerything
was still and” peaceful—everything except

. 'ulita’s poor little heart. Her mother bhad
not been very well for the last two or three
days, and the death of her father was, recent
enough to cause the slightest iliness to fill
Tylita with alarmed foreboding. Then they
‘were 50 Jonely, she and ‘her mother, with no
one to care for them, and they were so poor;
it was all very forlorn, and.-they had just
been crying over it together, they $wo,in the
twilight. And now, with that vague inter-
est which the mind after great emotion feels
in trifling matters, Tulita sat on the door
step and idly watched the sea gulls fluttering
and squabbling over some scraps thrown
from a passing steamer, and then her eyes
followed a jack rabbit which loped across the
road and disappeared in the sage brush; then
ghe saw two men come along and stop at the
bouse next . to hefs. This laster incident

*rather aroused her curiosity, becausé, while

,sea gulls and jack rabbits were plentiful

,enough in that neighborhood, gentlemen
were not, and these appeared._to gentle-
men, Evidently, from their
were inquiring for some-one; but what was
her surprise when these gentlemen left:the
other house and coming directly to her gar-
den gate opened it and approached her. :

“Ig this where Mrs. Lunavarita lives? said
the elder of the two gentlemen, as they both
politely removed their hats.

Restraining an impulse to take refuge in
the house;: Tulita replied that it was. :

“If it will not disturb her,” continued the
gentleman, “may we see her for a moment§”’

At this juncture the senora herself, hearing
the voices, came to the door and answered by
bidding them enter, .

“I hope that we are not intruding,” con-
tinued the stranger who did the talking:

__‘“my name isBenton and this is my friend
Mz’ Brown.” t A

The senora bowed in a stately way.

UMy friend here,” continued Mr, ﬁeuﬁon,
“bought some lavender sticks at the Blank
hotel this morning “which we understand
were made by you.” i

% “Lavender sticks,” ted the senora,
““Howly, shaking her head; “I do not know
what that is that you call lavender sticks.
Tulita,” she continued, turning to her daugh-
ter, “de que esta hablando el caballerot Que
son palitos de lavandrila, hija mia, sabes tuf”

Xes, Tulita knew. At the sound of the fa-
miliar words her face flushed hotly, and then
grew very pale. What was the matter? Had
she offended some law in regard to the sale of
lavender sticks, and were these sheriffs come
to arrest her? Or—more dreadful thought—
were hers so badly made that the people who

- had bought them camé to make complaint to
her mother? Then she heard the gentlemen
say something about souvenirs of California,
aunts in the east, all of the lavender sticks at

sthe botel bein, sold, and taking the liberty
of coming to Lunavarita herself to see
if she would’make him a dozen more. Allof
her lavender sticks sold! Could it be possible?
Tulita’s heart gave a happy bound, and in
the excitement of the moment she turned to
her bewildered mother and poured forth her
confession, in what Mr. Brown aftgrward de-
clared was the most musical Spanish he had
ever heard in his life. This was followed by
quick, sharp questions from the mother, and
pleading, faltering answers from the girl,
and then what seemed a torrent of repreach
and protest fell from the lips of the senora.

“It seems,” said Mr. Benton, in a low tone

410 his friend, “that the old lady was not

”

“No, confound you,” indignantly whis-
pered Mr. Brown, ‘“you have let the little
girl in for a nice scolding.”

Then the Senora Lunavarita, with flushed
face and glistening eyes, turned to the two
gentlemen and said, with dignity and pathos:

“Senores, I have to make the apology to
you It is my daughter that makes theso—
t‘heseil__‘_

“Lavender sticks,”
pleasantly.

“These lavender sticks, and Idid not know.
She is a young lady, and I would not have
her do work. Sainted Mother! it is bad
enough for me, who am old. And I did not
know, you understand? Not that my daugh-
ter ever does anything without telling me,”
she added, hastily; ‘‘no, senor, never! Shoe
has no secrets from her mother. But her
father is dead and we are poor.” Here the
senora’s voice faltered a little, and one of the
tears that had been gatherihg in her eyes
rolled slowly down her face. “We are poor,
and I have to work, and my daughter, sho
loves me, and she says it makes her sad to

suggested Benton,

hefp her pSor mether. ‘Lhat is the way of it,
senor. She is a good daughter, and—and
—" here the senora’s feeling overcame her,
and, turning to Tulita, who had stolen to her
side, with a little gesture of surrender she al-
lowed her tears to flow unrestrained.

Quickly putting her arms around her
mother’s neck, Tulita drew her head down
upon her shoulder, and spoke to her sooth-
ingly in Spanish. Then, turning gravely, al-
most defiantly to the young men, she said:
“My mother has not been very well for the
last few days, senores, and to-night she is not
herself. You will excuse her.”

At this, both of the gentlemen arose, and
Mr. Brown, speaking for the first time, said:
“We are very sorry, indced we are. Wehad
no idea that—that your mother was not well.
In fact, I hope that you will pardon us for
taking the liberty of calling on you about so
trifling a matter.”

Now, although Mr. Brown’s apology was
not very eloquent, there was a_sincerity and
sympathetic fecling in the young man’s voice
that made its way to the hearts of both of
the women. The senora raised her head,
and, drying her eyes, said, with smiling sim-

plicity:

#Ah, senor, do not feel distressed because
I cry a little. I often cry; I amno}p very
strong since my husband died. But it is
nothing.”

Tulita meanwhile, having arisen, had gone
to the door, in the evident expectation of the
immediate , departure of her unexpected
guests. In fact, Mr. Brown himself stood
hat in hand ready to go, but Mr. Benton was
lingering to make some reply to the senora’s
words. Then Mr. Brown, on the impulse of
the moment, said to the  girl, who stood near
him, ‘“You are not annoyed or angry with
me—with us, I mean, for coming?”

“Why should I be!” replied Tulita, with
dignity. It isof no consequence.” ~

“May I hope, then, that you will make the
lavender sticks for me? I will call for them,
of course,” said Mr. Brown.

“] will make some more for sale at the
news stand,” replied Tulita; ‘“no doubt you
can get, them there,”

Having administered which little caut
Tulita turned her big dark eyes severely
upon the still tarrying Mr. Benton. DBrown,
convinced now that their visit had displeased
the young lady, also turned and glared at the
cause of his discomfiture. ~“'What was their
surprise to find that Mr. Benton had reseated
himself and that he and the sencra had ap-
parently launched into an extended con-
versation,

“Are you coming; Benton{’ said Brown,
impatiently. :

“In & minute, my dear fellow,” replied his
friend; “I have just diseovered “that Mrs.
Lunavarita and I have a whole lot of mutual
friends up in San Francisco.”

And the semora herself, turning to her
daughter, confirmed this in quite an ani-
mated way, repeating several names,” evi-
dently those of the friends referred to.

Then Mr. Brown’s eyes sought Tulita’s

could not help smiling. Common politeness
| forced her to say, ‘“Will you not ‘sit_down?’
But no, Mr: Brown'would not sit- down; he
preferred to do periance standing. Then he
looked so unhappy, casting gloomy glances
at his friend, which that gentleman ignored,
that'Tulita findlly. began to feel a little pity
foir the young man. Perhaps she had been’
too severe. After all he was very evidently
a gentleman, and was not bad looking, and
he had the good taste to appreciate her lav-
ender sticks. " And so, after a little hesita-
tion, she ventured to ask him if he wasa
stranger in Ban Diego: ' She almost laughed
again to see how grateful he looked for this
bit of condescension. In fact this young
man was s6 modest and courteous—so differ-
ent from his companion, for instance—it was
really a pleasure to encourage him a little.
Then gradually Mr. Brown ceased to cast
remonstrative glances at his friend, and pres-
ently, when he saw that he was keeping Miss
Lunavarita standing, he consented to sit
down. 1 3
1t was growing dark when Mr. Brown
again arose to his feet and exclaimed,
ptorily, ‘‘Come, Benton, we must go!
1 don’t know what Mrs, Lunavarita and her
daughter will think of us.”

» Now, even if Mrs. Lunavarita's daughter
had cared to give expression to her thoughts
just theny dlis was the next moment rendered
speechless by her mother's behavior. Giving
Mr. Benton her hand as he bade her good

vivacious manner, ‘“Good might, semor, I
shall Jook for you to-morrow at 10 o'clock,
and then we will take our little ride.”

After leaving the house Mr. Benton and
Mr. Brown plodded along through the dusk
and dust - in silence for some minutes. Then
Mr. Benton said, ‘‘Women are strange crea-
tures.” To which trite remark his companion
made.no reply. But, having arrived at the
end of his reflections, and broken the silence,
Mr. Benton continued: “Do-you remember
. any. telling you, Frank, that I had a sort of
superstition that your $3 investment was
going to bring usluck?” And as Brown as-
sented, with a nod of his head, “Well, I
think it has, though Ihad no idea when I
inquired the name of your friends, of the
people next door, that the luck was all ready,
laid away in lavender, as it were, waiting
for us to come and get it. Mrs. Lunavarita
has 200 ors300 acres of land over on the sea
ghore. What do you think of that? It is

is not worth anything, although she is wrong
there. Atany rate she is holding it for her
daughter, hoping that it may be worth some-
thing some day. It is all they have got.
Two thousand dollars is the highest figure
she has thought of. If it is anything like
she describes it, and if she will let me
handle it, I propose fo make it worth $100,-
000 in the next year.” i

“Look here,Tom,” said Brown, impulsively,
jf you do get hold of this thing, you will do
the best you can by Mrs, Lunavarita, wan't

ou?”’

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Benton in a
rather cold tone, *“is it necessary to ask me
that? I am not a devourer of widows and
orphans.”

“Oh, hang it, don’t be touchy,” said Brown.

that. Only these two women are so lonely,
and innocent, and plucky, they really have
made quite an impression on me.”

plied Mr.. Benton, dryly, ‘“but I did not ob-
serve the other had. As for the proposition,
if everything turns out as I expect, it was a
lucky day for Mrs. Lunavarita when I
knocked at her door. And now let us quit
work for the day, and go and have a respect-
able dinner as a send off for the new firm of
Benton & Brown, real estate dealers.”
* * * * * *

A year and a half have elapsed. It is
Christmas Eve. Once more Tulita is watch-
ing the sun set, but this time from another
home, where Point Loma does not intervene
its huge bulk, where she can see the golden
disc ‘slipping down between the blue of

ing sky, until the last burnished tip dis-
appears. Then the soft warm air is filled
with rich ¢olor as the afterglow stains sky
and water with its hues. Turning away,
Tulita proceeds with her occupation of

7 athering roses which this celestial pageant
see me sew, sew, all the time sew, and she i ﬁ“’“’“"& vl pag

ad interrupted, while the air grows heavy

do_nothing, and 5o she makes these things 0 | (i), ¢hair perfume, Behind Tulita is a large

with such solemn protest that she in her turn |

night, the senora said, in & pleased and most’

the same old story. They once owned leagues |
and this is all they have left, and they have |
got that, as Mrs. Lunavarita says, because it |

the Pacific -and the blue of the even- |

| place has

“You know I did not mean anything like |

so called “Queen Anne” cottage, and on the
veranda sits her mother, lazily rocking and
fanning herself. Next to the senora_sits
an elderly gentleman, and on the back of the
elderly gentleman's chair leans Mr. Byown,
of Philadelphia. As Tulita passes the side of
the porch, she dexterously tosses a rose to the
elderly gentleman, and laughs, as he success-
fully catches it, and presses it to his lips with
a gallant bow. . -

“Well, well, well,” he says, breaking the si-
lence, ‘‘imagine being out of .door without a
wrap, gathering roses on Christmas Eve. And
you really mean to tell me, Frank, that this
been set out only a year?”’

“Yes, sir,” replied the young man, ‘“just
about. You see, father, in this country water
jseverything. If you can only get plenty of
water, things grow like magic. I remember
that is what worried us most when we put
Lunavarita town lots on the market, water
was the great question, and we were afraid
we would have to pipeit from town. But as
goon as we struck that artesian: well we were
fixed. The property doubled in value in
twenty-four hours,and we sold enough lots
the first week to pay for laying out the town,
putting down water and sewer pipes, and
subsidizing a street car line to run a motor
out here. After that the people used to come
and stand in line all day long at our office
waiting te buy lots. We raised the priee re-
ligiously on the first of each month, and now
you can’t buy a lot in Lunavarita for less
than $300. Water is king in California. There
isa company formed to flume it down from
the mountains about sixty miles from here;
it is a good scheme, t00.”

“It must cost a great deal,”said the elder
Mr. Brown, doubtfully.

“Qh, no,” said his son, ‘‘a million ought to
do it.”

“A mere trifle,” said the old gentleman,
mimicking Frank’s airy tone. “Upon my
soul,” he continued, with sudden energy, "t
I stay here much longer I shall be as stark,
staring mad asall of therest of youare. Why,
they tell me that that peninsula over there,
with that absurdly big hotel, which they will
never fill ia the world”——‘All of the rooms
are engaged already,” murmured Frank,-but
his father, with a snort of incredulity, pro-
coeded without heeding him—*‘with ite
parks, and its drives, and its zoological gar-
dens, and God knows what, begging your
pardon, madame, they tell me that that was
a sage brush desert last year. Idon’t believe
it—1I won’t believe it!”

“My dear father,” said his son, “two or
three years.ago San Diego itself was little
more than that—you could have bought
pretty near the whole place for a short bit.
But a railroad came in here and that brought
people, and when the world at large began
togfind out what a magnificent harbor”——

“There, there!” exclaimed his father,
hastily, “don’t get started now. I have
heard all about the harbor.”

‘“And the glorious climate”

“Yes,” said Mr. Brown, emphatically,
“and the climate, t00.”

“] am afraid you don’t appreciate it,
though,” said his son, reproachfully. ‘‘Just
think of the Boston east wind to-night and
compare it with this air, where you can feel
your lungs grow. Why, I believe I have
sproufed an extra one myself since I have
been here.” .

“I believe that you have, my dear boy,”
said the old gentleman, chuckling, ‘“from the
amount, of talking that you do, I believe that
you bave. Eh, senora, I rather’ think I got
him there? Did you hear that, Tulita, my
dear? Ha!ha!ha!”

At this moment a carriage was seen coming
up the hill toward the house.

“Ah” cried Tulita, ‘“here comes Aladdin.”

The casyiage stopped, and Benton descend-
ed. Tulita, waving the bunch of roses before
his face, bade him good evening.

“Well, sir,” said the elder Mr. Brown, ‘‘and
how many towns have you built today? "

“Not many,” said Benton, laughing. Then
drawing from his coat pocket a package of
papers, he handed it to Mr. Brown, saying:
“Here are your deeds and abstracts; they are
all right!” i

“What!" shouted Frank. ‘‘Father, have
you"—but here he bursé out laughing.
“Father,” he continued, regaining his gravi-
ty, ‘‘father, look me in the eye. Is it possible
that you, you, a conservative merchant of
Philadelphia, have, at the present ruinous
prices, been indulging in wild, insane specu-
lation, that you”— I

“There, there, Master Frank,” said his
father, joining in the laughter; ‘‘weall know
that you have sprouted an extra lung.”

“Don’t mind him, Mr. Brown,” said Ben-
ton. “You have got a bargain. As soon as
you get your vines well under way one year’s
crop of raisin grapes will pay for it.”

“Oh, of course, of course,” said the old
gentleman, “it is a bargain., They all are.
Though to my mind,” he continued, putting
his. arm around Tulita and drawing her to
his side, “‘this is the best bargain ever got in
southern California.”

“Yes,” said his son, looking at his wife
proudly, “‘and to think that I only had to put
up 83 for the option.”

“Men are so conceited,” said Tulita, con-
fidingly to her father-in-law; ‘‘that was not
the way of it at all. It was I who gavea
dozen lavender sticks for a husband and the
town of Lunavarita.” *

WILL O' THE MILL

BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

The mill where Will lived with his adopted
parents stood in a falling valley between
pine woods and great mountains. Above,
hill after hill soared upwards until they
soared out of the depth of the hardiest tim-
ber, and stood naked against the sky. Some
way up, a long gray village lay like a seam
or a,rag of vapor on a wooded hillside, and
when the wind was favorable, the sound of
the church bells would drop down, thin and
silvery, to Will. Below, the valley grew
ever steeper and steeper, and at the same
tilne widened out on either hand, and from
an eminence beside the mill it was possible
to see its whole length and away beyond it
over a wide plain, where the river turned
and shone, and moved on from city to city
on its voyage toward the sea. It chanced
that over this valley there lay a pass into a

| neighboring kingdom, so that, quiet and

“I noticed that one of them scemed to,” re- | :
| fare between two splendid ‘and powerful

1

rural as it was, the road that ran along
beside the river was a high thorough-

societics. All through the summer,
traveling carriages came crawling up, or
went plunging briskly downward past the
mill; and as it happened that the other side
was very much easier of ascent, the path was
not much frequented except by people going
in one direction; and of all the carriages that
Will saw go by, five-sixths were plunging
briskly downward and only one-sixth crawl-
ing up. Much more was this the case with
foot passengers. All the lightfooted tour-
ists, all the peddlers laden with strange
wares, were tending downward like the river
that accompanied their path. Nor was this
all; for when Will was yet a child a disas-
trous war arose over a great part of the
world, The newspapers were full of defeats
and victories, the earth rang with cavalry
hoofs, and often for days together and for
miles around the coil of battle terrified good
people from their labors in the field. Of all
this, nothing was heard for a long time in
the valley; but at last oneof the command-

| ers pushed an army over the pass by forced

marches, and for three days horse and foot,
cannon and tumbril, drum and standard,
kept pouring downward past the mill. All
day the child stood and watched them on
their passage—the rhythmical stride, the
pale, unshaven faces tanned about the eyes,the
discolored regimentals and the tattered flags,
filled him with a sense of weariness, pity and
wonder; and all night long, after he was in
bed, he could hear the cannon pounding and
the feet trampling, and the great armament
sweeping onward and downward past the
mill.  Noone in the valley ever heard the
fate of the expedition, for they lay out of the
way of gossip in those troublous times; but
Will saw one thing plainly, that not a man
returned. Whither had they all gone?
Whither went all the tourists and
peddlers with strange wares? whither all the
brisk barouches with servants in the dicky?
whither the water of the stream, ever cours-
ing downward gnd ever renewed from above?
Eveh the wind blew oftener down the valley,
and carridl the dead leaves along with it in
the fall. It seemed like a great conspiracy
of things animate and inanimate; they-all
went downward, fleetly "and gayly down-
ward, and only he, it seemed, remained be-
hind, like a stock upon the wayside. It some-
times made him glad when he noticed how
the fishes kept their heads up stream. They,
at least, stood faithfully by him, while all
else were posting downward to the unknown
world.

One evening he asked the milier where the
river went. .

“It goes down the valley,” answered he,
“and turns a power of mills—six score mills,
they say, from here to Unterdeck—and it
none the wearier after all. And then it goes
out into the lowlands; and waters the great
corn country; and runs through a sight of
fine cities (so they say) where kings live all
alone in great palaces, with a sentry walking
up and down before the door. /.nd it goes
under bridges with stone men upon them,
looking down and smiling so' curious at the
water, and living folks leaning their elbows
on the wall and looking over too. And then
it goes on and on, and down through marshes
and sands, until at last it falls into the sea,
where the ships are that bring parrots and
tobacco from the Indies. Ay, it has a long
trot before it as it goes singing over our weir,
bless its heart!”

“And what is the sea?” asked Will.

“The sea!” cried the miller. “Lord help

us all, it is the greatest thing God made!
That is where all the water in the world runs
down into a great salt lake. There it lies, as
flat as my hand and as innocent likeasa
child; but they do say when the wind blows it
gets up. into water mountains bigger than
any of ours and swallows_down great ships
bigger than our mill, and makes such a roar-
ing that you can hear,it miles away upon the
land. There are great fish in it five times
bigger than a bull, and one old serpent as
Tong as our river and as old as all the world,
with whiskers like a man and a crown of sil-
ver on her head.”

Will thought he had never heard anything
like this, and he kept on asking question after
question about the world that lay away down
the river, with allits perils and marvels, un-
til the old miller became quite  interested
himself, and at last took him by the hand
and led him to the hilltop that overs
looks the valley and the plain. The sun
was near setting and hung low down
in a cloudless sky. Everything was defined
and glorified in goldenlight. Will had never
seen so great an expanse of country in his life;
he stood and gazed with all his eyes. Hecould
see the cities, and the woodsand fields, and
the bright curves of the river, gnd far away
to where the rim of “the plain trenched along
the shining heavens. An overmastering
emotion seized upon the boy, soul and body;
his heart beat so thickly that he could not
breathe; the scene swam before his eyes; the
sun seemed to wheel round and round, and
throw off, as it turned, strange shapes which
disappeared with the rapidity of thought, and
were succeeded by others. Will covered his

face with his hands and Burst into a violent

fit of tears; and the poor miller, sadly disap-
pointed and perplexed, saw nothing better
for it than to take him up in his arms and
carry him home in silence.

From that day forward Will was full of
new hopes and longings. Something kept
tugging -at his heart strings; the running
water carried his desires along with it as he
dreamed over its fleeting surface; the wind,
as it ran over innumerable tree tops, hailed
him with encouraging words; branches beck-
oned downward; the open road, as it
shouldered round the angles and went turn-
ing and vanishing fast and faster down the
valley, tortured him with its solicitatioys.
He spent long whiles on the eminence, look-
ing down the rivershed and abroad on the
flat lowlands, and watched the clouds that
traveled forth upon the sluggish wind and
trailed their purpleshadows on the plain; or
he would linger by the wayside, and follow
the carriages with his eyes as they rattled
downward by theriver. It did not matter
what it was; everything that went that way,
were it cloud or carriage, bird or brown
water in the stream, he felt his'heart flow
out after it in an ecstasy of longing.

‘We are told by men of science that all the
ventures of mariners on the sea, ‘all that
countermarching of tribes and races that
confounds old history with its dust and rumor,
sprang from nothing more abstruse than the
laws of supply and demand, and a certain
natural instinct for cheap rations. To any
one thinking deeply, this will seem a dull
and pitiful explanation. The tribes that
came swarming out of the north and east, if
they were indeed pressed onward from be-
hind by others, were drawn at the same time
by the magnetic influence of the south and
west. The fame of other lands had reached
them; the name of the eternal city rang in
their ears; they were not colonists, but pil-
grims; they traveled towards wine and gold
and sunshine, but their hearts were set on
something higher. That divine unrest, that
old stinging trouble of humanity that makes
all high achievements and all miserable fail-
ure, the same that spread wings with
Icarus, the same that sent Columbus
into the desolate Atlantic, inspired and
supported these barbarians on their perilous
march. There is one legend which profound-
ly represents their spirit, of how a flying
party of these wanderers encountered a very
old man shod with iron. The old man asked
them whither they were going; and they
answered with one voice: “To the Eternal
City!” He looked upon them gravely. “I
have sought it,” he said, ‘‘over the most part
of the world. Three such pairs as I now
carry on my feet have I worn out upon this
pilgrimage, and now the fourth is growing
slender underneath my steps. And all this
while I have not found the city.” Andhe
turned and went his own way alone, leaving
them astonished. -

(To be Continued.)

When your canary droops and secms
ill, particularly if he shows signs of asth-
ma or a cold by a wheezing sound, feed
him for a week on boiled bread and milk.
Mix bird-seed and flax seed and give it;
also strew red pepper plentifully on a
pieee of salt pork and tie it up in the cage
within reach. Give it also a little saf-
fron in its water now and then.

W. F. Ganong, A. B, has in course of
preparation a work on the star-fishes of
our coast.
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box of pills, Find out ience. Onme box will
J do more to purify the

bloodandcure chron-

ic ill health than $5

: -worth of any other

remedy yet discove

ered. Ifpeople could

cause no inconvens be made to realize

about them, and you
will always be thanke
ful, One pill a dose.
the marvelous power of these pills, they would walk 100 miles to get & box if they could not be had
without. Sent by mail for 25 cents in stamps. Illustrated pamphlet free, postpaid. Send forit;
the information is very valuable. I. S. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, BOSTON, MASS.

Make New Rich Blood!

These pills were a wonderful discovery. No others like them in the world, Will positively cure

nothing harmful, are

A.GBOWES & Co
L] ® o —J 9

or relieve all manner of discase. The information around each box is worth ten times the cost ofs
easy to take, and
.21 Canterbury Street.

@

LR AGBVS N T, O OR TR DOGHESSRANG.

= Call and examine it=

A9 Canterbury Seel, Gomer Ghureh
CARPETS

—AND—

House-Furnishing Goods.

Skinner’s Carpet Warehouse. —

MY FALL STOCK

1S 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. SKTNINHR.

FURNITURE

ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES!
PARILOR SUITS:
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK, 1 BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK

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 GO

sl

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.

JOEIN WIEHIELB,

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

BOOTS, SHOES= SLIPPERS

FRANCIS & VAUGHAN,

19 KING STREET.

Are now Showing a Splendid Assortment of

T.adies’ and Gents’ Boots and Shoes,

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

Boys', Youths', Misses’ and Children’s Boots

To be found in the City.

FRANCIS & VAUCHAN,

19 KING STREET.

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON,
(RON, STEEL : GENERALMETAL MERCHANT

AND

Manufacturer,

OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's New Buildi 1g
Cor. Mill and Union Streets.

WILLIAM GREIG, Manager.,

'y
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FOR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

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

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

If any woman wishes to know wheth-
er she is a perfect specimen of her sex
she has only to apply the rules laid down
for ascertaining the fact and figure on
the results. First, as to height, tastes
difier, but the Medicean Venus is 5 feet
5 inches in height, and this is held by
many sculptors and artists to be the most
admirable stature for a woman. As for
coloring and shape, here is the code laid
down by the Arabs, who say that a wo-
man should have these things: Black
—Hair, eyebrows, lashes and pupils.
White—Skin, teeth and globe of the eye.
Red—Tongue, lips and cheeks. Round
—Head, neck, arms, ankles and waist.

ng—Forehead, eyes and lips. Narrow
—Eyebrows, nose and feet. Small—
Ears, bust and hands. af

* *

The real bon ton distin; coiffure of
the day is the Grecian coil, the Psyche.
Mrs. Cleveland has lately adopted it, and
it shows off her classic features to per-
fection. This style of bringing the bhair
up straight and back and coiling it in a
E{Z:uding knot at the back of the head
».¥ms very plain, and one would not sup-
pose-there was anything classic abeut it,
but there ls. Psyche was the greatest
Grecian beauty known to. history, and
she is supposed to have always worn her
hair in this style. There is one difficul-
ty, however, that is surely destined to
prevent the Psyche from ever becoming
the rage, but which will at the same
time prevent it from becoming what the
exclusives call common—that is, that it
is only the few who are blest with classic
or Grecian features who can wear it with
good effect. Other styles of beauty are
not only not enhanced by it, but are ac-
tually disfigured.

*

*

® *

The Chicago Herald teils this story:
An Englewood lady had a rather un-
pleasant experience in a suburban train
two .days after Christmas. Having re-
ceived a~emilekin sacque, a beautiful
knitted silk purse, and some other arti-
cles which ghe was exceedingly anxious
to display, she decided to go down town
shopping. There was nothing she need-
ed from the stores, but suburban ladies
do not stop at home for a little thing like
that. As she was ready to start she
found that she had no silver for her purse,
and, as the showing of that purse was

man’s wit quickly found a substitute for
the silver that was missing. On the
train she met an intimate friend, and as
they sat chafting, the friend, unobserved
by the other, playfully opened the purse
and took' out a stack of red, white and
blue poker checks! In a second that
end of the car was in a titter, and the
owner of the seal sacque and knit purse
wished she had stayed at home.
* Ve *

The student of New York manners will
find in the upper Broadway multitudes
abundant yariety in man’s public treat-
ment of women.” Politeness is general,
and when there is rudeness it usually
arises from an excess of masculine ad-
miration of feminine beauty. Not every
man is as shy or covert in the use of his

“eyes as he was who, being seen with
goggles on, rephed to an enquiry: “Oh,
no; there’s nothing the matter with my
eyesight. I've got these things ‘on so
that I can stare at the pretty girls with-
out offending them.” A disgusting share
of the gazing at beauty becomes ogling,
and a handsome young woman, accus-
tomed to all the sorts of visual at-
tention, lays down this doctrine: ‘If
a comely woman should walk down
Broadway and see no demonstrations of
admiration, she would soon make for al
mirror to find out what had happened to
her face; but, while she likes stares, she
is insulted by ogles. - She draws the line

LPetween a stare and an ogle.” The diffi-
ca¥i question is how she ought to resent
improper attention, ifat all. A bewitch-
ing girl was closely followed by two im-
pudent dandies,who were not content with
using their eyes on her, but employed
their tongues. She pursed her red lips
and emitted a low, musical, inviting
whistle. The chappies were a little as-
tonished ‘by what they took to be a
piquant response to their advances.

YDid you call me ?” said one, as they
quickened their lazy steps behind her.

“Oh, no, sir,” she sweetly responded,
as she looked down at a pet terrier trot-
ting at the front hem of her skirt; “I was |
whistling to my own puppy.”

* * ! *

Who says that stylish clothes are al-|
ways essential to feminene comfort? An |
elderly, rural, but solid both in characier |
and finance, was in Broadway yesterday ‘
with his wife and daughter. The woman |
wore a shawl that had been fashionable |

. 1
a quarter of a century ago, and was still |

much. Her attempts at fashionableness
were caude enough, and her aspect alto-
gether was hardly a success, judged by

_city methods of toilet. Her hair hung

down in curls behind, and in front of
each ear was what she ‘probably calls a
beau catcher,for that is the country name
of it. iChanges in hair ‘dressing are not
closely followed by our farmers’ daugh-

ters. The most stylish dress could not |fu

make a stylish girl of one who persists in
earlocks and waterfall curls.
* * »

It is permissible now for ladies to ap-
pear in the streets with cats. They must
be shaggy, long haired Angora cats, as
big as fat pugs, and costing more than a
thousand ordinary back-yard cats would
fetch. They are decked with collars and
carried in the arms, because no- matter
how aristocratic and costly a cat is, it will
not suffer itSelf to be led by a string.

* * ~®

These reflections on tight lacing are by
Oscar Wilde : A lady in aletture deliver-
od ‘fecenjly 'at St. Saviour's Hospital,
statéd that she had heard of instances
where ladies were so determined not to
exceed the- fagshionable measurement
that they haé actually beld on to a cross-
bar while their maids fastened the fff-
teen-inch corset, has excited a good deal
of incredulity, but there is nothing really
improbable in it. From the sixteenth
centary to our own day there is hardly
any form of torture that has not been in-
flicted on girls, and endured by women,
in obedience to the dictates of an un-
reasonable and monstrous fashion. “In
order to obtain a real Spanish figure,”
says Montaigne, “what a Gehenna of
suffering will not women endure, drawn
in and compressed by great coches en-
tering the flesh; nay, sometimes they
even die thereof !” “A few days after my
arrival at school,” Mrs. Somerville tells
us in her memoirs, “although perfectly
streight and ;well made, I was enclosed
in stiff, stays, with a steel busk in front;
while  above my frock. bands drew my
shoulders back till the shoulder-blades
met, Then a steel rod with #semicircle,
which went under iy chin, was clasped
to the steel busk in my stays. In this
constrained state I and most of the
younger girls had to prepare our les-
sions ;” and in the life of Miss Edgeworth
we read that, being sent to a certain
fashionable establishment, “she under-
went all the usual tortures of back-
boards, iron collars, and dumbs, and also
(because she was a very tiny person) the
unusual one of being hung by the neck
to draw out the muscles and increase the
growth,” a signal failure in her case. In-
deed, instances of absolute mutilation
and misery are so common in the past
that it is unnecessary to maltiply them;
but it is res{ly sad to think that in our
own day a civilized woman can hang on
to a cross-bar while her maid laces her
waist into a fifteen-inch circle. To be-
gin with, the waist is net a circle at all,
but an oval; nor can there be any greater
error than to imagine that an unnatural-
ly small waist gives an air of grace, or
even of slightness to the whole figure.
Its effect, as a rule, is simply to exagger-
ate the width of the shoulders and the
hips; and those whose figures possess that
stateliness which is called stoutness by
the vulgar, convert what is a good quahty
into a ‘defect by yielding to the silly
idiots of fashion on the’subject of tight-
lacing. The fashionable English waist,
also, i8 not merely far too small,and con-
sequently quite out of proportion to the
rest of the figure, but it is worn far too
low down. I use the expression “worn”
advisedly, for a waist nowadays seems to
be regarded as an article of apparel tobe
put on when and where one likes. A
long waist always implies shortness of
the lower limbs,and from the artistic
point of view has the effect of diminish-
ing the height; and I am glad to see that
many of the most charming women in
Paris are returning to the idea of the
Directoire style of dress.

el :
Hints to Housekeepers.

Antique oak or cherry is the favorite
wood for bedroom sets.

Pine pillows are used on library
lounges as inciting slumber.

Bathrooms should not open into sleep-
ing apartments.

The sure preventive for cholera is
cleanliness.

Keep a separate saucepan for boiling
potatoes in if possible.

The oftener flour is sifted for sponge
cake, the lighter she cake will be.

Bathroom accessories may be simple
or elegant, but plenty of water and soap
are within the reach of all.

Every one should have eight hours’
sleep, and pale, thin, nervous persons re-
quire ten, which should be taken regu-
larly, in a well-ventilated room.

Paint’stains that are dry and old may
be removed from cotton or woollen goods
with chloroform. First cover tne spots
with olive oil or butter.

Take a bucket of fresh water into your
bedroom every night, and let it remain
uncovered. It will absorb all posionous

gases.

To cure warts take an Irish potato, and
cut a piece off the end and rub on the
wart two or three times a day, cutting a

slice .from the potato each time used.

a beautiful sample of Oriental manufac- | Very often one potato is sufficient for the |

ture. It had once been costly, and why |
shouldn’t it remain valuable? Asasen- \
sible woman, able to buy new finery if|
she chose, why should she give way to

in har India shawl, well satisfied with
herself, and asking no odds of the direc-
tions given in such articles as this, in
which her portrait affords such a con-

trast to that of tLe other wemen deplict- l

ed, The girl was modernized, but not

cure.

The water in which codfish has been
soaked is very good for washing the zinc
under the stove

: Mfon Notes.

Pink tulle is':: favorlte shade for young
society buds this season.

Liberty silks are the fashion par ex-
celience for young English girls.

Shrimp pink with tan color is a pretty
combination in an evening gown.

Chaplets of fine flowers are worn by
young girls on their simple evening coif-
res.

Monfflon fur is seen on some im
dinner costumes from celebrate
distes.

The classic peplum is worn again and
i particularly well adapted to a grace-
ful figure.

In England the fashionable tea gown
is of brillignt red whatever the fabric
may be. \

Barbaric jewels are very much the
fashion this season, the more crude the
more effective.

rted
mo-

Still one sees the corsage ornament of | o

ostrich tips in one of two colors as the
case may be.

Hankerchiefs are daintier and more
filmy than ever and embroidered with
nun’s work.

Gold galloons are particularly effective
on evening costumes and are being now
made the most of.

% The draping of the soft crapes used in
evening gowns gives an opportunity for
very artistic effects.

Corals are worn by the buds and
should only be worn by them for the red
pink is a very trying color.

The osprey or aigrette is worn with a
high coiffure, and is always dressy and
effective as well as simple. .

Real silver hooks and eyes are used on
handsome evening corsage, serving the
double purpose of ornament and use.

A Russian mode of making one half
the corsage of a visiting costume of fur
is one which does not appeal to an artis-
tic eye.

The tam o’shanter bonnet is both very
retty and very becoming to youthful
aces and is made less severely plain

than hitherto.

The long gloves are so apt toslip off
the arm when dancing that a pretty
fashion cf tying them up with ribbons
has been adopted.

Peau d’Espagne is a sachet powder
which is said to be the most durable of
any choice perfume. It is at once re-
freshing and strong:

Tt is not the very prettiest length for
an evening dress for dancing parties, but
fashion dictates that the skirt shall just
touch the floor.

Appropriate and very pretty are the
long silk mittens worn by young girls
with their evening gowns. This is an
English fancy.

There is a decided growth in the
sleeves of evening gowns and no longer
is the simple shoulder strap tolerated in
debuntantes’ costumes.

Flowers and watered ribbon are the
popular decorations for evening cos-
tumes, ostrich tips being more appropri-
ate to dinner costumes.

Open work hose are in bright red and
‘other new and fashionable colors to
match evening dress fabrics. Spun silk
or raw silk are equally well liked and the
only real difference is in the price.

Blue and green leather and morocco
are seen in some imported sandal shaped
shoes without heels which are to be
worn with eesthetic tea gowns.

The girdle is the most graceful thing a
slight figure is caimb]e of wearing and is
always artistic. It should, however, be
of phant silk or Indian mull.

The square necked bodice is a thing of
the past. Heart shape being the fashion-
able thing at present and if one has a
well shaped throat it is prettier.

The toque of felt pinked on the edges
is one of the most useful and fashionable
of head coverings and may be seen in
various colors sometimes two being used.

Swan’s down is now put in light layers
between the lining and the cloth of tailor
made garments but it is necessary that
it should be so adjusted as mnot to spoil
the fit.

The best and the simplest preservative
for the complexion in this climate is a

ad of almond or fine oaten meal used
instead of soap, and it is a very cheap
luxury.

Brocaded shoes are an appropriate ac-
companiment to the costume of brocade
and are made in moliere style with a
bow and Rhine stone buckle on the high
instep.

did 0 i Sk e
The Princess Regent of Brazil.

[From Lordon Life.]

During the absence of the Emperor':

and Empress of Brazil in Europe the Re-
gency is intrusted to the Princess Im-
perial Isabella-Christina, who has as-
sumed the title of Princess Regent. She
is a very pleasing and popular lady,
gracious in demeanor, and yet exceed-
ingly dignified; not positively handsome,
and yet very kindly and pleasant in ex-
pression. Her age is now forty-one. She
married at the age of eighteen, which
may seem rather early to our ideas, but |

is by no means so in Brazil, and her hus-
bapd was Louis Gaston of Orleans, Count
d’Eun, who is a Marshal of the Brazilian
Empire. The union was not hlessed with
children until eleven years after its con-
gsummation, and therefore the little
Prince Imperial de Grato Para, who is
the heir to the Brazilian Empire, is only
just twelve years old. The Princess is
not, as is commonly supposed, the only
child of the Emperor Peter II. and the
Empress Theresa-Christina. She had a
younger sister, Leopoldina, born only a
year later than herself, who married one
of the numerous dukes of Saxe-Cobourg
and Gotha (Louis Augustus was his
name), and died within eight years of
her marriage day, leaving, however, four
sons to mitigate her husbann’s grief. |
Failing, therefore, the three tiny princes
of the Princess Imperial’'s own immedi-
ate family, th2 crown of Brazil would be
still well provided with heirs. Oddly
enough, however, the youngest son of
Princess Leopoldina, tbe younger sister,
is no less than five years older than the

What Some Actors Were.

Stuart Robson was a printer.

Joseph Wheelock was a sailor.

Anna Dic¢kinson taught school.

John T. Raymond was a clerk.

Harry E. Abbey was a jeweller.

Tony Pastor was a circus clown.

Barney Williams was a pedler.

“Billy ” Florence was a newsboy.

Adam Forepaugh was a butcher.

George*C. Miln was-a c]er%yman.

Nate Salsbury was an artilleryman.

Sarah Bernhardt was a dressmaker.

Edwin Forrest was a cabinet maker.
,Lester Wallack was an army officer.

Adelaide Neilson was a child’s nurse.

John McCullough was a foundryman.

C. W. Couldock was a clerk in London.

P. T. Barnum was @ country sfore

>

keﬁ)er.

'lle Albani was a choir singer in Al-
bany.

Augustin Daly was a newspapem re-
rter.

Bartley Campbell worked in a brick

ard.
Christine Nilsson sang for pennies at
fairs.
Osmond Tearle was formerly a drug
clerk.
The tenor Wachtel was a cabman in
Berlin. , :
Henry Jarrett tooted a”horn in an or-
chestra.
Harry Dixey was a dry-gooods clerk in
Boston.
Maurice Barrymore was a
London.
Manager McCall was a colonel in the
army.
Denman Thompson was a farmer and
a soldier.
Maurice Strakosch was a tenor
Agram at $6 a month.
A. M. Palmer was librarian of the mer-
cantile library.
The great Rachel was a street singer
and a tambourine player.
Lotta used to dance and sing for the
“boys ” in the Slerra mining camps.
Theodore Thomas was a fiddler at $9 a
week in the old Bowery Theatre.—Ex-
change.
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Remarkable Restoration.

Mathew Sullivan, of Westover, Ont.,
was ill with dysg)?sia for four years.
Finding doctors did little good he tried

Burdock Blood Bitters; six bottles cured.-

him, and he gained in weight to 178
pounds. B. B. B. cures the worst known
cases of chronic dyspepsia after all else
fails. .

—— *P-o—
A Boon and a Blessing.

A boon and a blessing to mankind is
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, the great pain de-
stroyer and healing remedy for external
and’ internal use. Yellow Oil cures all
aches and pains, rheumatism, lame back,
sore throat, croup, deafness, cramps, con-
tracted cords and lameness, Procure it
of your druggist.

<

- Do Yon Believe in Signs?

We do, for instance the signs of torpid
liver are yellow eyes, sallow complexion,
pain under right shoulder, irregular
bowels, headache, low spirits and weari-
ness. All these signs may be removed
by Burdock Blood Bitters which is a sure
cure.for all irregularities of the liver.

o
>

Presence of Mind.

Presence of mind is good in case of ac-
cidents and emergencies, and when
coupled with Hagyard's Yellow Oil will
often save life. Yellow Oil cures all
painful injuries, burns, scalds, bruises,
frost bites, rheumatic and neuralgic
pains, and is in fact a handy and reliable
surgical aid.

COSTUMES. _ COSTUMES.

SPENCER’S
Standard Dancing Academy,

New Classes for

) inners meets every
Tuesd? 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 r ble
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
alw:iys on hand.

NICE ROOMS to let for Balls, Assemblies,
Parties, Tea Meetings, Bazaars, and all respect-
able ggtherm,{,'s.

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

A Good Su%per Room in connection with the
Academy for those wishing the same.

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

COME AND SEE ME.

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

P. S.—Vielins and other Musical Instrumente
selegted for those wishing to purchase.

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

HOTELS.

Hotel Dufferin

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

Royal Hotel,

T.F.RAYMOND, Prop’r
SAINT JOEN, N. B.

VictoriaHotel

(Formerly Waverle§.
81 te 87 KING STREET,
B

ST, JOHN, N.
D. W. McCORMICK, Prop’r.

| eldest son of the Princess Isabella-Chris-

| N iq
: . Soak your mackerel in sour milk, then | 104, the elder sister. 1
new fangled notions ? So there she was | rince off with clear water. They will be ! ‘

much fresher than if soaked 1n water. .
People who suffer from a bad oder in

the breath should use, as a wash, a mix- | cough, however light

ture made by adding a teaspoonful of the ' for it, do not allow

of | lungs; break up the coug
5 :
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wuf Wugad puacglin Wild ssdgyalus .n.u\,'l

tincture of myrrh to a tumblerful
water. This remedy s u

decay of the teeth,

|
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Look Out For It.

If you are troubled with a cold or
the attack, look out |
it to settie on the |
h by loosening |

|

i
{
|

toral Balsam,

COVPINANTAL HOTEL!

King Square, St. John, N, B,

G. RIX PRICE,
Owner and Proprietor.

Thoroughly rcnoveied and furaished. izt xJAI!IES BRYCE,

class in all its appointments,

—TEHE—

Maritime Warehonsing

—AND—

DOCKICOMPANY,

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

DIRECTORS:

SIMEON JONES, Esq., PRESIDENT,
GEORGE ROBERTSON, VICE-PRESIDENT,
THE HON. JOH:;IBOYb

C. H. FAIRWEATHER, fsq.,

W. H. THORNE, Esq.

THOS. STEAD,

Secretary and Manager

ONDED and Free 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 i
Shippers may consign goods direct to the Com-
pany. With substantial and dry warchouses and
commodious wharves and slips, this company is in
a position to receive consignments and attend to
shipments with the utmost despatch. g
All communications to be addressed to

THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

2Z8Tnsurance at minimum rates.

Noli_ce.

PPLICATION will be made to the Parliament
i of Canada at its next session for an Act 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 grovmou for vest-
ing in the said Company the flats of Courtenay
Bay, subject to the prp%er protection of private
rights, as well as the rights of the Corporation of
St. John; and also to vest in the shid Company
that _portion of the said Courtenay Bay and flats
which belong to. the Crown, subject to Order-in-
Council, with power to reclaim the land of said
flats, and with power to establish and operate Lo-
comotive and Car Works, and also Smelhng
Works and other manufacturing enterprises, an
likewise with power to build, buy, lease, charter
and run steamand sailing vessels, to build and
operate wharves, docks, warehouses and grain
elevators, and to build and .ogernte railways and
tramways connected therewith and with all other

to.

The said bridges are intended to be toll bridg&i
and to be arranged with draws. The’rates of toll,
height of the arches, interval between the abut-
ments or piers for {)a,ss&g.e 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 Dec, 12th, 1887.

HARRISON & PUGSLEY,
Solicitors for Applicants,

St. John Academyof Art

SCHOOL OF DESIGN.

bl OW cpen for instruction in Free-Hand Draw-
ing from objects. Perspective qa.u'mnEs in

powers and for all other purposes incident there- |

4

New Brmswick Ry G,

RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in_effect Oc-
A. tober 24th, 1887. Leaves St. :John Inter-
clonial St tern Standard Time.

8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlani, Bos-
ton and p(ﬁnts west. and for Fredericton,
St. Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock
Presque Isle, Gnng Falls and Edmundston.

3.45 p.m~For Fredericton and intermediate points.

8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,

ortland, Boston, and all points west, (except

Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton

Woodstock, St. Stepnen, Presque Isle and

grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for

angor.

- ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m—(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban-
gor, Portland, Boston and all points west,
and from St. Stephen, Houlton and Woodstock,
Presque, Isle and Edmundston.

10.00 2.m—From Fredericton and intermediate
points.

4.10 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston &nd all
points west, and from FKredericton. B8t.
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
An?lrlews, Houlton and Woodstock and points
north.

3.30 p.m—TFor 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. McLE®D, F. W. CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. Gen. Manager.

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

Py

INTERCOLONTAL RALLWAY.

1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT, 1888
(Sun

Trains will Leave St.
DAY ExPEWSS...........

30
ACCOMMODATION. ... 120
ExPRESS FOR SUSSE : . 1163
Exrress ForR HaLIFAX & QUEBEC . | 18 00

and after MONDAY, Nov. 28th 1887
he trainsof this Railway will run daily
y excepted) as follows:—

John.

Oils and Water Colors by comp 1

China painting taught by’ the most improved
methods. Lessons in painting by mail. Classes
for teachers on Saturdays and two nights a week.
Circulars sent on application.

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

ROBT. C. BOURKE& o,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

HATS. CAPS & FURS,

63 Charlotte Street,
St. JOHN, N. B.

WORM POWDERS.

Are pleasant to take. Contain theirown
Pr=-ctive. I3 a safo, sure, and effectual
destroyer of worma i Children or Adulta

WANTED.
Hides, Calfskins,
Sheepskins,
Wool and Wool Pickings.
Persons in the-gl;ntry sending the

above will promptly receive the highest
market prices.

THOS L. HAY,

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

~ EXPRESS.
T ool Exprs .

(LIMITED.)

Forwards Merchandize, Money and Packages
eve 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.

for_all’points in the Province of Quebec and On-
tario and the Western States, and at St. John

|
‘; with the
| American Express Co.

! for all’'points in the Eastern and Southern States.

| Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-

| town, P. E. I. European Express forwarded and |

| received weekly. |

| Debenture Goods or (Goods in Bond premptly

1 ntt_endgd to and forwarded with despatch.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur-

ther_information on application to

J, R. BIONE,

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train
e O Tadaday, Thusniay snd Saturday: s Siepi
esda ursday and Saturday, a Slee,
Qar for Monyti-eal will be attached toy the %uplx)nog
Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and r?day
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Monecton.

Trains will Arrive at St.John:

Expruss FroM HALIFAX & QUEBEC
ExPRESS FROM SUSSEX
ACCOMMODATION . ... o1e

Day ExprESS

All Trains are run by Eastérn Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superindendent.
RarnLway OFFICE,

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

Grand Southern Raiway,
ST. STEPHEH_& ST. JOHN.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

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

%;25 p‘.i.mt., foriS:. George, St. St-g]gh%l, and in;

rmediate points, arriving in St. Geo!

5.14 p. m.; St. Stephen at 7,%;2 p.m. e
LEAVE St. Stephen at 7.30 a. m.; St. George at

10.00 a. m.: arriving ip Carleton at 1.00 p. m.; St

{?(;hp at1ll5p.m. -
eight, up to 500 or 600 lbs.—not large in bulk

—will be received by James MouLsox, 40 Water
street, up to 5 % m.; all larger weights and bulky
freight must be delivered at the Warehouse,
Carleton, before 6 p. m.

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

be in attendance. 3. N. GREENE, £
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent. - i

STEAMERS.

INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

—FOR—
BOSTON,
Via Eastport and Portland.

OMMENCING 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.

%lso, leave ﬁoston for Annapolis every Monday,
at 8 a. m.

H. W. CHISHOLM, Agent.

NOVA SCOTIA

STEAMSHIP 00, Limited,
DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

Yarmouth, Kentville, Halifax, and ail
intermediate stations.

N and after NOVEMBER 14th, and until’fur-
\J ther notice, the Steamer Skcrer will leayve
Saint John for Dizby and Annapolis every MON
DAY, WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY morn-
ings, at 7.45 loeal time. Returning will leave
Annapolis and Digby same days, after arrival of
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H. W. CHISHOLM,
Reed’s Point Whar¥.

BOARDING.

®

D[ R3. CHAPMAN, Exguisu Lapy. has taken
the house, 136 Carmarthen Street, and will
be s;)eused to receive (entlemen boarders, whe

Superintendent, gent,

will have with her all the comforts of home. __ .
"ferms 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.

NOBLE SELF DENIAL.
“George dear,” said a loying wife, “why
don’t youn smoke the cigars I presented to
you at Christmas?”
. “A pipe is good enough for
Jove. = Cigars are too rich for my blood.”
“But, George, dear, they didn't cost
much. I paid only a dollar for the box.”
“It was very thouﬂht.ful of you to buy
them, Mary, but, as I said, a ‘inpe is good
enough for me. Your kindness,. how-
every, won't be thrown away. The
cigars will enable me todo the handsome
thing by our friends when they call
They shall have ’em.”
“But I should like to see you smoke
one of them, dear.” - im
“Self denial, my darling, is one of the
gmaftest of human yirtues. I deny my-
self for the ]i]easure of our friends.’
¥ “It is noble of you, George, and after
all I am proud of your resolution.”
“Don’t make me vain,” said the hy
crite as ke went out on the stoop to enjoy
the fifteen center he had purchased com-
ing up town. 4
Apartment House Kee
young men in the b
along, Sally °
Chambermaid—He’s no young man.
He’s married.
“Married ?”
“Yes'm. He neverfindshis nicktie nor
his hat nor his overshoes nor nothin’ un-
il I looks for ’em.”—Omaha World.

—

“How are you and your wite coming
on?” asked an.Austin gentleman of a
colored man. :

“She has run me off, boss.”

“What's the matter?”

“] is to blame, boss. I gave her a
splendid white silk dress, and den she
got 8o proud she had nouse for me. She
gaid I was too dark" to match de dress.”
—Austin Siftings.

me, my

r—How is that
room getting

Leap till the last armed male expires,
Leap for your husbands and your sires;
Leap for a chanceo build the fires,
Fair ones throughout the land. .
—Qil City Blizzard.

“If women are not good enough to be-
Iong to the Masons,” said a fair one, with
pouting lips, the other day, “will you teli
us why?’

“My dear, that is the very trouble.
You are too good. e necessity for
your membership does not exist. Mason-
ry was founded to make the men better,
and the Lord knows they need it.”—
Masonic Record. Lo

°Tis the last resolution
Left blooming alone,
All its lovely companions
Are busted and gone.
—Lincoln Journal.

IN A NUT SHELL.

“Where are the girls of the long ago?”
demands a poet. Have you thought of
looking in the chorus er the ballet for
them ?

If you are no smarter than the man
whose place you haye sought and taken,
you will shortly find yourself without
employment and with an extra enemy
on your hands.

A girl who weighs one hundred and
twenty pounds and has thirty thousand
dollars in her own right, no matter how
homely, unattractive or cross tempered
she may be, is worth her weight in gold.

Joha Thomas has never been to sea,
Yet very strange to say,

Many a night when home goes he,
He goes home “‘over them."

The man with a boil on his neck never
borrows trouble. He has enough of it.
‘Whoee coat is thin doth sigh and groan,

When through the air the sgow flakes flogt ;

He laughs who weareth fur upon

The cuffs and collar of his coat.

Wife—Women are often criticised for
wearing loud colors, George. What would
you call a loud color ? :

Husband—Yeller, I suppose.

Anthony Comstock’s portrait has been
ublished, and, as we expected, he is not
ald-headed.

TOO PRECIPITATE.
He swore off on the first you know
Al ily doth the act deplore:
He now must down the alley go,
And enter by the private door.

The man who courted *Kathleen Ma-
vourneen ” must have been a pretty late
stayer, for if we remember rightly the
gray dawn was breaking and the horn of
the hunter heard on the hill, when he
took his leave. §

At the Club.
“Ah, there is Gribble, the great hu-
morist. i Did you ever hear him recite ?”

“Wonderful, isn’t he ?”

u‘very.n

“Greatest humorist, I suppose, this
country ever produced.”

“Who is that fellow sitting over there
alone ?”

“T've forgotten his name. He doesn’t
amount to much. He wrote the stories
that Gribble recited last night. Look at
Gribble. Look at that expression of
countenance. Charmingly” ridiculous.—
[Arkansaw Traveler.

At a musicale.

He—Shall I bring you an ice while
Miss Yellfort is singing? Pray, take
something. She (a rival of Miss Y.)—
Thanks, no. If I took anything it would
be ether.—[Life.

If the gentlemen who tarred and feath-
ered us last Saturday night will kindly
return our clothes they will cenfer a last-
ing favor.—Grubstake (Tex.) Prospector.

First Thief—Hello, Bill, still burglin’?

Second Ttief—No, I've found some-
thing safer than that.

“Eh? What yer doin’ now ?”

“Runnin’ a railroad restaurant.”

Barber (who has just finished the
shave)—All right, sir; there you are, sir ;
how do you feel now, sir ?

Customel—First rate. There’s nothing
like getting out of a bad scrape.—[New
York Truth. ®

The opeuing chapters of The
Breton Mills will be found on
the Second Fage.

"DOCTOR BASKERVILLE.

BY ADSALOM IVORY.

Of all thestories told me by my grand-
mother Ivory, that of Dr. Baskerville
made the most vivid impression upon
my memory. There was something un-
canny in the qualities of the ring which
was given the doctor by his patient as a
fee, that chilled my childish blood as the
story was recited, and brought unholy
dreams to my pillow in the still night
watches.

Was the story without & moral? It has
puzzled me to decide. Ihave sometimes
thought that the mysterious stone that
flashed from the ring of the doctor’s
patient represented an unquiet con-
science which was put at rest without re-
pentance—seared as it were, and turn-
ed to ashes, leaving its possessor near-
ly akin to the beasts that perish. - Be
thatas it may, my grandmother never
vouchsafed any explanation, thinking
perhaps, that in after years my own de-
ductions would be as good as any she
could supply. -

My grandmother Ivory! How well I
remember her delicate and kindly fea-

-{ tures; her thin white hair; her voice, so

full of music, that still haunts me in my
dreams. What lofty hopes she enter-
tained for the future of her Absalom—
her poor Absalom, so ignorant, so care-
less, mo utterly unconscious that in this
beautiful world the rank weeds of evil
are apt to shed their poison and blight
upon the fragile and less pretentious
plants and blossoms of good.

In the old family burying ground at
Belgo my grandmother Ivory has slum-
bered for many a year, and by her side

Jand in the village churchyard, w few

miles distant, rest most of those who
were known to me when I was young.
I came to the halls of my fathers, and I
cried, ‘The friends of my Youth, where
are they ? and echo answered, ‘Where? ”
The .daisy, and the buttercup and the
violet, and, maybe, the pansy, have
blossomed over them, and the birds have
sung to them, and the rain has fallen
and the sun has smiled on them, for
many & summer, and many a win-
fer the snow has drifted and the winds
have howled about them, but to the
changes of the seasons and the joys and
sorrows of existence they give no heed.

DOCTOR BASKERVILLE-

Doctor Baskerville closed the volume
that lay before him and motioned his
visitor to & seat.

The doctor had few patients, for he was
a man of eccentric habits and, during all
the years that he had resided in the vil-
lage, had kept aloof from society, had
been silent as the grave with regard to
his personal history, and his housekeep-
er was one of those discreet souls, who,
beyond a yes or & no, never indulged in
neighborly gossip.

The doctor, who was verging on his
three score years, was a man of singular
appearance; his head was large, his fore-
head high, his lips were thin and his
nose and chin seemed anxious to hob-
nob with each other. He always wore a
suit of rusty black, made in the fashion

{of the time when he was a youth, and

the books which lined the shelves of his
office were great folios, printed in a lan-
guage unknown to the villagers and bore
upon their title pages dates which, to
them, were inconceivably remote. It
was whispered that the doctor was an
astrologist, 8 wizard,—that he had deal-
ings with Sathanus himself, and the lit-
tle children, as they passed the old man-
sion where he resided, or the doctor him-
self when he walked abroad, grew very
grave and silent, and with looks of appre-
hension hurried away.

Dr. Baskerville closed the volume that
lay before him and motioned his visitor
to a seat. He was a man of twenty-five
or thirty years, with intellectual but
melancholy - features. His attire was
such as befits a gentleman, but on the
little finger of his left hand he wore a
ring, a plain gold band, set with a single
stone, which once seen could never be
forgottcn. The stone was of a dull, gray
color at one moment, then blue, then
purple, then green, then all the colors of
the rainbow combined. Then it took
on .the appearance of a human eye and
shot out glances in which every passion
that remds the heart of man were de-
picted. ;

For a full half hour neither the doctor
nor his visitor opened his lips, but the
eyes of the former rested alternately on
the countenance of the latter and the
mysterious stone, his own features re-
maining meanwhile as impassive as
those of a statue. The silence was bro-
ken by Doctor Baskerville.

“Well.”

His visitor passed his left hand across
his forhead, and as he did so, the Eye
flashed out a glance of passionate en-
treaty. :

“I have heard,” =aid the visitor in a
strangely melodious voice, ‘“‘of your won-
derful skill in all the arts of healing.
They even say that you are in league
with the enemy of souls, and that it is
by unholy spells that you operate upon
men’s minds and bodies. However that

may be interests me not; my desire is.

neither more or less_than forgetfulness.”
Dr. Baskerville laughed, and his laugh
was echoed by a raven that till now had
been unobserved by his visitor, for the
perch he occupied was directly behind
the chair on which he was seated.
Said Doctor Bagkerville, “Few men

%there be who at times shrink not from
| the intrusive spectres of the past, but
| their number is fewer who would begin
i life anew, children yet men,—men with-
{out a history, without a memory, even
though that memory should be freighted
with regret.”

The Eye flashed out a glance of grate-
ful appreciation, and the Doctor continu-
ed: “Such a medicine as yot desire is
known to science, and I have it here.”
So saying, he placed a phial of colorless
liquid before him, and added, “the r'glxg’
you wear on your little finger will
my fee.” The Eye flashed with anger,
bus the old physician regarded it placid-
ly, and continued,—“One draught of this
concoction and when you go hence you
will be a man without country, home,
friends or enemies. You will have no
favors to reward, no affronts to reveuge;
you will have no past; you will be as a
child born at maturity; you will have no
experience by which to profit and if, as
1 suspect, your past has been bitter, in a
few years you will come to me again; for
the coming years are likely to be bitterer
still.”

“It is well.”

Without a word Dr. Baskerville poured
a few drops of the liquid into a wine glass
and handed it to his visitor. As he
swallowed the draught, for a moment
the Eye shone with the brilliancy of a
star and then slowly shrivelled into dust.

And as the patient arose like one in
a dream the raven laughed hoarsely and
long, and through the night the belated
passer by was shocked by the sounds of
demoniac mirth that from time to time
echoed through the doctor’s dark and
otherwise silent mansion.

What became of Dr. Baskerville’s
patient? I know this only ; they saw him
not #gain, but on .the doctor’s desk his
ring was often noticed by the doctor’s
visitors, but the place once occupied by
the mysterious Eye was filled by a blood
stone, cut so as to closely resemble a
human heart.

Publications.

Prof. Bailey’s Elementary Natural His-
tory: an introduction to the study of
minerals, plants and animals, with
special reference to those of New Bruns-
wick, has been recently published by the
Messrs. McMillan, and forms one of the
New Brunswick school series prescribed
bv the Board of Education of this Pro-
vince. Of all the naturalists in America,
few have gained higher emirence than
Prof. Bailey ‘and in this work he has
brought together in a condensed form
the result of years of observation in this
province and other parts of the world.
The mineral, vegetable and animal king-
dom are treated in a'manner easily  ap-
prehensible, and the book may be studied
with profit by the old -as: well as.the
young.

Theré is a class of books published for
summer reading, than which one could
hardly find more agreeable companions
at the winter fireside. The works of
John Burroughs, and Blanche Howard
Willis, are especially referred to. To
read John Burroughs’ Pepacton when the
winds are howling without and the ther-
mometer marks the cipher, is to be trans-
ported to the scenes which he describes,
in all their beauty. The volume is made
up of a series of charming essays, en-
titled, Pepacten, Springs, An Idyl of the
HoneY-bee, Nature and the Poets, Notes
by the Way, Footpaths, A Bunch of
Herbs, and Winter Pictures.

_ One Summer, by Mrs. Willis; is full of
delightful summer thoughts and senti-
ments, woven into a charming love story.

It is a book that can be read and re-read
with ever increasing pleasure. Sold by
D. McArthur.

Wm. Bryce, of Toronto, is publishing
an admirable collection of “ books to
read,” one of the recent issues of which
is “One Traveller Returns,” by David
Christie Murray. Every reader of By
the Gate of the Sea will be interested in
this, the last published work of its author,
and in no respect inferior to his earlier
productions. The story is of Druidical
times and is of absorbing interest. Mr.
Bryce’s publications are creditable to his
literary and beok-making tastes. Sold
by J. & A. McMillan.

@
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Gen, Grant on Tobacco.

[Pittsburg Dispatch.]

It was at the tail end of a rather long
interview I had with Gen. Grant in the
office of the Mexican International Rail-
way Company, of which he was then
President, that tobacco became the sub-
ject of the conversation. Gen. Grant had
been sitting in his favorite fashion tilted
back in an oak arm chair with his feet
res:ing on the table. e was smoking an
immense cigar, the fellow of which he
handed to me. It was some time before
Gen. Grant’s troubles began with the
injury to his leg as he was leaving his
carriage, and he was in good spirits.
Exactly the words that he used I can not
reproduce here, but in effect Gen. Grant
said this: “You are a very young man
and I am old enough to give you advice,
and I suppose I ought to tell you not to
smoke. But looking back at the comfort
and refreshment which a cigar has given
me through a pretty mixed career—most-
ly of hard knocks—I have not the face to
advise any one to abhor tobacco. It
would be ingratitude in me to do so.
And I am free to say that even if I knew
tobacco was shortening my life, it would
take more than my personal desire to
live to induce me to throw away my
good friend here forever.”

B

The Sewing Machine News prints an
article headed, “What a Sewing Machine
Agent Ought to Be.” We would politely
intimate that, upon general principles,
he ought to be imprisoned for life and
then hanged.

{
|

ABSALOM IVORY DISCUSSES SOME \
THINGS HE SAW THIS WEEK. !

A Talk About McMillan’s New Bruns-
wick Writing Books.

“Absalom,” remarked Mrs. Ivory, {(¢he
has an exasperasting habit of looking
over my shoulder as I write), “your chiro-
graphy is horrible”

“It may be,” I replied, “bnt I do not
write for your sweet eyes; my manuscript
is for the printers, and they are able to
make English of the characters on a téa
chest.” |

You see, Iintended to rebuke Mrs.
Ivory mildly for looking over my shoul-
def, but when I looked into her dearface
my heart grew tender and I could not
have spoken reprovingly for the world.
There are those who claim that they
are able to read one’s character in one’s
handwriting. I dispute the claim; what
would the world think of me, Absalom
Ivory, if rather than by my upright
walk I were judged by the erratic wgp-
derings of my pen? The truth is, men
write as they were taught in their school
days. It wasin a “district school” that
the Ivorys were educated, and sometimes
there was a change in our instructors as
often as every quarter. They made our
goose quill pens and “set” our copies.
The penmanship of some of them was
angular, others wrote a “running” hand,
others a “round” hand, others a “busi-
ness” hand and others used an abund-
ance of flourishes.

Though we are apt to sigh for the
good old times, it cannot be denied that
our modes of travel, our modes of com-
munication, our modes of living and our
systems of education are far in advance
of those that were in vogue forty or fifty
years ago. If Absalom Ivory had been
born & quarter of a century later, Mrs.
Ivory would be less perplexed, for she is

again at my shoulder, and I'll be blessed
if she is'nt inquiring where I learned
stenography! Well, such_questions will
never be put to the young Ivorysby their
wives or husbands, for they enjoy educa-
tional advan which were denied to
their father in his §outhfu] days. One
of these advantages I find in

MCMILLAN’S NEW BRUNSWICK WRITING BOOKS,

a rational and practical courseof penman-
ship, prescribed by the Board of Educa-
tion for use in the-public schools, and
published by Messrs J. & A. McMillan of
this city. In the preparation of those
books,eight in numrber, the objects aimed
at have been to harmonize the course of
exercise in writing with the methods
adopted in the first lessons in reading,
form, and other subjects; and o intro-
duce a style of writing characterized by
greater firmness,regularity and legibility,
and better adapted for common use than
that which has hitherto prevailed in our
schools. A good handwriting is little less
legible than print; such is found in Eng-
lish copy-books generally, and such has
been adopted in this New Brunswick
series. The copies in No. I,arein a plain,
large hand—an easy transition from
print-script; No. 2, is similar but some-
what advanced; Nos. 3 and 4, contain
small hand and text copies; No. 5, com-
mon hand, chiefly precepts aud proverbs;
No. 6, fine hand, especially for girts, em-
bracing poetical extracts, friendly notes,
invitations, memoranda, &c,, No. 7, busi-
ness writing, commercial forms, No. 8,
business writing, figuring and ruling, ac-
counts, records, tables, current abbrevia-
tions, and free movement exercises. Of
these books Mr. William Crocket, Supt.
of Education, says in a letter dated at
Fredericton, Aug. 1, 1887: “Whatever
words or forms are employed convey to
the pupils distinct ideas or purposes, and
can therefore be intelligently imitated or
représented. It is confidently believed,
also, that as a practical system fitted to
secure plain, legible writing, it will be
found much superior to any other now in

use.” The books are highly approved by
other eminent educational authorities in
Canada, the United States-and England,
where their use is likely.to be soon
adopted. ¥
ApsaroM Ivory.
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.

4
+
et

‘Absolutely Pure.

This powder never variet. A marvel of purity,
strength and wholes More e ical
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in
competition with the multitude of low test, short
weight alum or phosphate powders. So’d only in
cans, RovaL Baxkixe Pewpkr Co., 106 Wall St.,
New York.

THE WHIRL OF TRADE.  '

.

FANCY

S0 KING

STREET.

HOLIDAY GIFT BOOKS,

G OODS,

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

BEST VALUE EVER OFFERED.

Inspection respectfully invited.

D. McARTHUR,

STREET.

Every Fam

TOILET

WILL USE

PERFORATED

IN ROLLS,

.

NO WASTE!

You save 50 PER CENT. over old
- Methods.

HEALTH Is WEHEALTH!
Qe !

hn having

PAPER !

NO LITTER!

8

R.D. McA

ParEr AXD Fixturks For SALE BY

RTHUR:

Wholesale by LeB. ROBERTSON,

A.C. SMITH & Co.

500 DOZEN !

“TANT

ing tables of a GRENOBL
been 9%)
EXTR.

almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a
tation it is rated with, and (in point
EQUAL to any “ TREFOUSSE”

four pairs we will

for orders exceedin:
ﬁist.ricts may have

means ladies in out
any additional cost.
rect size should be given.

j s
BRE&aA

FAIRALL & SMITH,

AY in the seams.

ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an un
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH US to the

or other high class
. _We are prepared to Mail them to any

OUR KID GLOVE.

el pe—

MIEUX.”

THIS GLOVE, is }glaeed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufactur-
FRENCH KID GLOVE HOUSE, for which we have

inted the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGENTS, and owing fo its
E LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SOFTN
ralleled hold both in EUROPE.

and

ublic of ST. JOHN, at
«JOSEPHINE ” GLOVE, whilst in repn-
of actual wearing value) 18 allowed to be
§love made.

part of CANADA for six cents extra, and
send them CARRIAGE PAID. By this

the gloves delivered at their homes without
As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor-

ir upon our guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
PRICE 64 CENTS.

King Street, 8t. John, N. B.

- Fubs.

- Furs.

MITTS, &c

LADIES; SEAL SACQUES,
LARS AND CAVENDISH
MITTS, &c.

.Bizes and Prices.

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

'D. MA

" MENS FUR COATS, FUR LINED COATS, CAPS, COLLARS, CUFFS, GLOVES,

ASTRACHAN SACQUES, FUR LINED CIRCU-
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.

GEE’S SONS,

7 and 9 MARKET SQUARE.

Thos.Dean.

Pork,

Beef,
Lamb,
Mutton,

Lard,
Hams, Poultry,

Bacon, Game.

13,14 & 15CITY MARKET

LaceCurtains,
Blankets

—AND—

PILLOW SHAMS

CLEANSED in first-class style at
Reasonable Rates.

Fter Bods and PAows

RENOVATED AT

UNGAR'S LAUNDRY,
32 WATERLOO STREET,

R.0’'SHAUGHNESSY & Co,,

(McLaughlan Building,)
83 GERMAIN STREET, ST. JORN,*N. B.

Have jsst opened a fine assortment of

Fifted Ladies' Work Baskels,

UPHOLSTERED & LINED WITH SILK,

Which will make a handsome Christmas Present.
—ALSO,—.
MANUFAQTURERS OF

Society Boxes and Canvas Covers Made to'order.
Sample and Express Work a Specialty.

J. D. McAvity,

39 BRUSSELS ST.

PR

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

Hard and Soft Coal,

Delivered to all parts of the City.

SMIT]I’E) }?_IAN UAL
Engineers’Calculation:

i FOR SALE AT
cMillan’s, Harrison’s, B: ? ’g-
! Watson’;'Bo:l::t?:n)si_ehth“r 5

PRICE, $3.00.

FamilyGrocer

B
s

»

Trunks, Sa.tchels,_]ia.gs, Va.lii?, &e




