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Price 2 Cents.

RUBBER GOODS; M

BOOTS AND SHOES, CLOTHING of all kinds;
CARRIAGE APRONS, KNEE RUGS, CAMP SHEETS,
BED AND CRIB SHEETING, TUBING, SYRINGES, WRINGER ROLLS,
CARRIAGE CLOTHS, APRONS, BIBS, HATS, HAT COVERS, :
And all Conceiveable kinds of RUBBER GOODS; also OIL CLOTHING. | STEAM PACKINGS, AND MILL SUPPLIES of all kinds.

Liberal Discount to Dealers.

Send for Catalogues.

RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING,

LL SUPPLIES:

DISTON’S SAWS, EMERY WHERLS,
RUBBER, LINEN AND COTTON HOSE,

MACHINE OILS of all kinds; FILES,

RSl Y, AL WOQD &8 CO..
PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, - -

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

FOR MUSICIANS.

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

A concert, under the auspices of the
St. Vincent de Paul Society, was given in
St. Peter’s Hall, Portland, on Wednesday
evexﬁ the proceeds to be devoted to
the of the poor. There was a good
array of local talent, and the St. Peter’s
Band rendered valuable service in the
performance of several selections in a
yery creditable manner. The large
audience was highly pleased with the
entertainment, which was exceedingly
fine.

* M *

On Monday evening, April 16th, the
members of St. Cecilia. Choral Society
propose giving a concert in the Mechan-
ics’ Institute. The programme will be
made up of sacred and secular music and
judging from the late rehearsals of the
Society, the concert will be an excellent
one, and should be well patronized.

% * *
*

On Monday evening last the Institute
was packed with a select audience, who
attended to listen to the splendid pro-
gramme provided by Victoria Division,
Uniform Rank, Knights of Pythias.
Everything went off without a “hitch,”
and if it had not been expressly stipu-
lated on the programme that no encores
would be allowed many of the performers
would have been obliged to appear the
second time. As it was, however, the
programme was a long ome, and all who
were present were satisfied at the close
that they had got their money’s worth.
The 62nd Band rendered twoselections—
“I1 Trovatore,” and “Minstrel Overture”
—in a very clever manner, and they also
accompanied Mr. Stratton in his clarionet
solo, and Mr. Hammond in his piceolo
solo with very fine effect. Miss Farmer’s
piano solo was a very fine performance
and elicited much applause. Master John
Seaton very eflectively rendered De-
Beriot’s 6th’air and variations, and Prof.
White showed himself to advantage in
his performance of the “Transcendtal”
Polka on the cornet. Mr. Cleveland read
“Parrhasius,” Mr. E. N. 8. Stewart sang
“Man the Life Boat,” “Remember now
thy Creator,” was beautifully rendered
by the Orpheus Quartette, and Miss
Clara Quinton,sn her usual rich voice,
sang “Camelia and Rose.” Messrs. Smith
and Lindsay gave “Love and War.” Mrs.
D. H. Nase read “How the Old Horse
‘Won the Bet,” and a quartette composed
of Miss Halliday and Mrs. Caritte and
Messrs. Smith and Wilson sang the “Bee
and the Dove.” “Who's at my Window”
was excellently rendered by Mrs. 8. Gir-
van, and Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Horn sang
“Moonlight on the Rhine.” Mr. Christie
gave “Afton Water.” But the gems of
the evening were rendered by Mrs. W,
F. 8haw of Bangor, the piecés being a
“Staccato Polka” by Mulde, and DeLara’s
“Only Once More,” the latter peice parti-
cularly showing that lady’s ability to in-
terpret the mysteries of song so that the
audience appeared to be held by a spell
until the singer’s voice had entirely died

-away and the lady herself had disap-

d from the stage. Misses Farmer,
Héa and Whitebone and Mr. Ewing
rendered vaiuable service as accom-
panists. The Knights have reason to be
proud of this their first endeavor to cater
to the public; and they were present in
force, handsomely uniformed, their shin-
ing ornaments and swords almost out-
shining the gay decorations of the large
number of ladies present.

g * *

n excellent organ recital was given in
8t. Stephen’s church, on Friday evening,
by Prof. Morley, organist of St. John the
Baptist church. The programme em-
braced compositions from some of the

leading authors.
A Frar.

Making Sure.

There are many people who adept
health and diet rules when attacked by
disease of the stomach, liver or bowels,
this is quite right, but those who add to
this treatment the use of B. B. B. accord-
ing to directions, make sure of being
quickly and easily cured.

To keep knives and forks in good con-
dition when not in use, dust the blades
and prongs with finely powdered quick-
lime, and keep them wrapped in flannel.

-

See this week’s Gazette for the
opening chapters of the new
Serial SHIRLEY CARSTONE,
by Eliza Archard.

Home Made Humor.
v

In New Yeork last week a thief, who
made the plundering of physicians
offices a specialty, was captured red
handed by one of the M. D.s and given
up to the police. On finding that he
would have to meet charges from a score
of physicians the poor fellow promptly
suicided. His was a sad end, but then,
when a man is once given up by a doc-
tor death usually follows quickly.

Mr. Geo. DeLaze has courted Miss
Clara Goodyear long and faithfully.
George means business evidently, still
he is slow im declaring his intentions.
He has made Clara his first present and
fondly taking her hand he speaks with
her about it :

“That wrist watch I sent you yester-
day, Clara—I thought it suitable and
mice, but you do not wear it ?”

Clara—*“No, George, papa thinks it is
not proper for me to accept it and I will
return it. Papais odd and strict, you
know. He says I have little need to
keep a watch over my hand as no one
seems to —— to want it, George.”

But George did want it and this speech
landed him.

A big countryman boarded car14 of
the street railway at the feot of King
street, Thursday. He was going over to
Portland and, judged in the light of after
events, this was evidently his first ex-
perience with a street car. On entering
he stooped low, but inside he stood erect
and looked pleased and surprised to find
that there was room enough for him.
He did not long remain standing, though,
for asthe car started up briskly he sat
down with a jolt that made the windows
rattle. He was also a little rattled him-
self, but at once set about paying his
fare. In this simple financial transac-
tion I was able to be of assistance to
him, we being seated together. On my
recommendation he refrained from drop-
ping his quarter in the box in which I
deposited my nimble five cent piece. I
told him to procure change from the
driver through the door slide and he
again took my advice. He was prompt-
ly handed back the printed and sealed
envelope containing his twenty-five cents
in small silver. Merely glancing at it he
thrust the little envelope into his coat
pocket already bulging out with printed
matter in the shape of business cards,
dodgers and circulars of many kinds. In
explanation of this strange proceeding
and still waiting at the door he said to
me: “Every place I've been to-day
they’ve trotted out'these here advertise-
ments and as readin’ matter is kind of
scarce up my way I take ’em all in. Bat,
I guess, this teamster don’t intend to
give back ’eny change, eh?” Here the
bell rang sharply for his missing fare,
and to end his troubles, I gothim to
search his pocket library and give me
the envelope. I tore it open, dropped his
fare in the box and returned to him the
balance. Some of the passengers smiled
audibly and the countryman, no doubt
thinking I was too smart er too obliging
to be honest, moved from me to the
other end of the car.

Wu. Sweer.

o
i

A Poem in Silk, Satin and Pearls.

‘The United States Constl General and
Mrs. Rathbone gave on Saturday last a
very handsome dinner party of fourteen
covers, says the Philadelphia Telegraph.
Mrs. John Harjes, who was one of the
guests, wore on the occasion a very su-
perb toilet in white satin and lace and
watered silk, The train was in watered
silk,looped back very farfrom the side pan-
els in flat folds of satin. These parted
in front over a narrow-pointed skirtfront

in pearl embroidery, and had wide curved
ruffles of l(;oiut lace set up the left side.
At the right was a series of bows in nar-
row watered ribbon, having long ends.

The corsage was in white satin, with
wide frontage in pearl embroidery finish-
ed with a pearl fringe. The sleeves were
in white silk network, closely worked
with pearls. A spray of diamonds in the
hair, diamend solitaire earrings, and'a
brooch in rubies and diamonds complet-
ed the costume.

-

The Sporting and Dramatic News is the
title of a new weekly publication issued
this week in Fredericton. The idea of
the publishers is to give the latest and
most reliable sporting and dramatic
news. The new venture starts out well
and has the GazerTE’s best wishes for its
future success.

THE MONTH OF APRIL.

SHE IS A CAPRICIOUS JADE,

How Nature Arouses Herself and How
the Spring Pects Sing.

April is the most wayward of all the
months, yet John Burroughs, who was
born in April, says, “I think it is the best
month to be born in. ' One is just in time,
80 to speak, to enter the first train which
is made up his month. My April chick-
ens always turn out best. They get an
early start ; they have rugged constitu-
tions. Late chickens cannot stand the
heavy dews, or withstand the predaceous
hawks. In April all mature starts with
you. You have not come out of your
hibernaculum too early or too late. The
‘time it ripe, and if you do not keep pace
with the rest, why, the fault is notin the
season.” It was not necessary tor John
Burrotghs to tell his readers that he was
born in April. They all feel that he
awoke with nature and has been her
dutiful and observant pupil ever since.
But he was not born on the first of April,
I am sure, though had he been, it is not
likely that his intellect would have been
less clear or his heart less in unison with
the great mother of usall. A tradition
once existed in some parts of the country,
and it may still exist for aught ¥ know,
that every boy should be whipped on his
birthday. Was it because they felt that
boys had no business to be born at all?
Idon’t know; this would be a curicus
world without boys, says a little girl at
my elbow, and without doubt she gives
expression to a deep seated conviction.
Why it was I am unaware, but when I was
a boy we were all whipped on our birth-
days. One of my earliest recollections
is of a boy who wished ke had been born
on the 29th of February; then his birth-
day would have come only once in four
years, and his life would have equalled
four ordinary lives. It was a matter of
grave speculation with us whether such
an extension of life could be depended
upon.

April is a most capricious month. She
begins her work something like a boy
who sets out to take a dcse of castor oil.
He eyes the bottle for fifteen or twenty
minutes, and then fills a spoon with the
detested liquid. After a while he puts
the spoon to his lips, makes a wry face,
withdraws it, and declares that life isn’t
worth living.” At last he swallows the
draught and goes about his business. It
is just so with April. Last Sunday mor-
ing the sun wheeled up into a bright blue
sky. Here and there floated a white and
translucent cloud. Then the heavens
grew gray and the air was filled with
great flakes of snow that melted the
moment they touched the ground. Then
the sun came out again and the clouds,
like great white ships went sailing south-
ward, pursued by a piratical looking fleet
from the north, from which fell another
flurry of snow. Thus the day passed, but
after a time April will sit down to her
work, and she’ll tell the birds that they

need exile themselves no longer, and’

she’ll rouse the mayflowers and violets
and the grass on the sunny slopes of the
hills. aud she’ll send the bees skirmish-
ing about for the pussy willows and
dandelions. ?

The alleged humorists have cast a good
deal of alleged ridicule upon the alleged
spring poets. I have been in and out of
a newspaper office a good many springs,
and the few spring poets that I have en-
countered are far from being contempti-
ble. Thomson was quite a poet in his
day; so was Gray, and Milton and Cole-
ridge and Wordsworth, and Scott and
Burns. Bryant gained somthing of a
reputation; so did Longfellow. ' They
were all spring poets, and 80 are all good
men, in their hearts. The first day of
April should-be celebrated as the birth-
day of leaves, flowers, birds and bees in-
stead of being commemorated by the
perpetration of senseless jokes. And so
it is celebrated by the spring poets.
Lorgfellow has written:—

Sweet April l—many a thought
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed; :
Nor shall they fail, till to its Autumn broughi,
Life’s golden fruit is shed.
And again:—

The sun is bright,—the air is clear,
The darting swallow soar and sing,

And from the stately elms I hear
The blue brid prephecying spring.

Tennyson says, in In Memoriam:—

Now fades the last long streak of snow,
Now burgeons every maze of quick
About the flowering squares, and thick

By ashen roots the violets blow.

Now rings the weodland loud and long,
The gishnce takes a lovlier hue,
drown’d in yonder living blue,
The becomes a sightless song.

Eliziveth Akers thus expresses her-
selfi— :

Where in the fields the melted snow
aves hollows warm and wer,
_Ere many days will sweetly blow
The firet blue violet.

Wordsworth says:—

There is a blessing in the air,
Which seems a sense of joy to yield
To the bare trees, and mountains bare,

nd grass in the green field.

There are spring sounds and tokens in
Emerson’s May Day.

April cold with dropping rain
» Willows and lilaes bringe again,
The whistle of returning s,
And trumpet-lowing of the herds.
The scarlet le keys betray
otent blood with modest May;
at the earth renews,
The we:lrt{\s of forms, the flush of hues;
Joy shed in rosy waves abroad
s. Flows from theieart of love, the Lord.

In prose that is as musical as poetry,
John Buyrroughs says of April. “Its type
is the first spear of grass. The senses,
sight, hearing, smell, are as hnngry for
its delicate and almost spiritual tokens,
as the cattle are for the first bite of its
fields. How it touches. oné, and makes
him both glad and sad! The voice of
the arriving birds, the migrating fowls,
the clouds of pigeons sweeping across the
sky or filling the woods, the elfin horn
of the first honey-bee venturing abroad
in the middle of the day, the camp-fire
in the sugar-bush, the smoke seen afar
rising over the trees,—how these things,
and others like them are noticed by the
eager eye and ear.”

First Impressions of Boston by a Tramp

I arrived at Boston late at night, and
on leaving the wharf my “first impres-
sions” of the Hub city may be -best de-
scribed by the words, “foot and mouth
disease ”; for I was at once attacked at
both extremities:—a strong, pervading
odor of ﬂs‘h attacked my olfactory organs,
and my feet sunk two inches deepin a
kind of alluvial deposit of soft black
mud. But after a tedious. struggle, “up-
ward and onward,” I at Jength emerged
into what appeared to be Lord Street,
Liverpool, but which on enquiry turned
out to be Hanover Street, Boston. After
securing quarters for the night I struck
out on an exploring tour, and at the first
corner gtumbled on a klothing establish-
ment! Be -particular with that “K”
please:—remember it comes from the
Hub, the centre of the intellect and
scholarship of the Universe! Remember
Harvard is close by, where probably
Cicero @and Hercules are reverently
spoken:of as Kikero and Herakles, and
possibly the sign painter was a Harvard
man in reduced circamstances.

Weil, I went to bed at last, to be
awakened long, long before daylight by
the terrible rumble of wheels, “rattling
o'er the stony street.” Thinking there
must be.a fire somewhere I jumped up
and threw open the window, but it was
simply a string of vans and wagons. It
appears that the Boston folk are in the
habit of beginning their day’s work in
the middle of the night.

Yesterday, being Easter Sunday, and
a fine day, the whole population seemed
to be in the streets—the street cars were
foll—and running over on to the plat-
forms, tlie restaurants and soda fountains
were doing a roaring business—but alas!
never a drop of whiskey! At least so L
feared, as the saloons were closed and
still as death, but upon further and
diligent examination I found it was
practicable to register (for the day) ata
hotel and then—well, drink yourself
under the table if you chose. And I
think that is as much as you will care to
to hear at present from

Yours truly,
TraMP.
-9
March.

Oh! this is the month of the year
hen Nature says to the snow:
“It is time that you disappear;
3 You must ukﬁ_ yo;hne]fgﬂ. you know,
ust get yourself ready and go;
Pa& up your drifts and Mareh.”

She says to the icicles: “Come,
Have you fallen into line?

Then hark for the sound of my drum,
And watch till I give you a sign;
When, bright little soldiers of mine,
Shoulller your arms and March.”

But the winter winds and the sleet
That never to April belong
She chases and hunts through the street,
She hurries and drives them along;
And with clarion voices and strong
She orders them to March |

Then she quickens the violet’s heart,
And says to the daffodil, “‘Dear,

Are you getting ready to start?
Let me whisper in your ear

That the Sprm,}\‘;ime isalmost here,
It is now on the March!”’

New York Tribune.

LIFE IN ST. JOHN.

A FORMER RESIDENT'S SKETCH OF
OUR PROFESSIONALS.

They are as a Rule More Social Than

the Mereantile Classes, But
Busy Men Also.

e

Professional life in 8t. John is limited
to two classes—medical practitioners and
lawyers. It would be difficult to say
which are the most numerous. In the
regions down town, one is met every-
where with the sign Barrister and At-
torney-at-Law, Notary Puolic, etc., while
even in the remotest bye-way the signs of
the Surgeon or Dentist are not unfre-
quently met. There is none of what
might be called literary life in $t. John;
not that the people do not read hooks,
but because there are few among this
population who write them. I could
counf on my fingers all the books that
have been written in 8t. John in the last
twenty years that are remembered to-
day. There are plenty of musical people,
however, and social entertainments,
which have music as their chief attrac-
tions, are growing more numerous all the
time. The piano and organ are not a
misce]laneous collection of chords with
which te produce discord to the majority.
While the male portion of the commu-
nity who keep the business of the city
alive know little of the fine art of music,
they bave had their sons and daughters
instructed in its mysteries, and one fre-
quently finds young men and women
who can perform very creditably on the
piano or violin. The banjo made itself
heard in the land for a brief period, but
its reign was a brief one. There are not
as many pianos in 8t. John in ‘compari-
son to population, as in New York or
Boston, but this is rather fortunate than
unfortunate as dwellers in boarding-
house districts of those cities would tes-
tify if their evidence were asked. :

Theleading professionalmen of St. John
are busy men like her merchants, but
they are all more sociable—that is they
are more frequently met in society,
They are in almost every instance
men of independent means, who main-
tain fine residences, and unlike the mer-
chaunts, live in them. Idonotmean that
8t. John merchants” are unsociable, but
they are dovoted to business, leaving
their wives to attend to the social side of
life. The professional man mainly, I
presume, because he can leave his busi-
ness as a rule, at an earlier hour in the
day, spends more of his time at home,
and instead of spending a few hours late
in the evening at one of his wife’s dances
will do the dutiful and remain by the
side of his better half assisting her in the
entertainment of her guests throughout
the evening. The average professional
man does not dislike a good dinner,which
is the chief entertainment patronized by
merchants,buthas not the same autipathy
to five hours of dancing that the man of
business has.

As before stated the professional men
who give most attention to social mat-
ters are physicians and lawyers—this or-
der ought perhaps to be reversed, the
lawyers having first place. But if bank-
ing is put down as a profession rather
than a trade, the palm will be taken by
the bankers, who are by far the most so-
cial set in the city. Literary men, that
is men who earn their living by the pen,
and the class is largely, if not wholly re-
presented by newspaper writers, are
very seldom in societv. They may at-
tend a small gathering for a few hours
of an evening, but they are never met
with at the large entertainments, except
where the general public are admitted.
In fact “litterary fellers” are not yet fully
recognized in St. John.

A ForMER RESIDENT.

[In Part IV. of Life in 8t. John, which
will be published next week, the social
side of St. Jfohn life will be discussed.—
Ed. Gazerre.]

NEWS OF THE WORLD.

The entire dairy interest of the United
States represents a capital five times as
large as the entire bank capital of the
country, of $3,000,000,000.

It was Polonius who said: “Borrowing
dulls the edge of husbandry.” Many
lenders are of the opinion that it also
dulls the edge of memory.

The Saguenay river is believed to be
the deepest stream in the world. The
general depth is from 600 to 900 feet, and
the bottom of the river at its mouth is
600 below the bottom of the §f. Lawrence,

It is estimated that there are 3,000,000
men in America who' get shaved three
times a week. That means an expendi-
ture of thirty cents a week or $15.60 a
year for each man, or for the 3,000,000,
$45,600,000 annually.

Albert Frazer escaped from the Michi-
gan penitentiary and then induced his
wife, who was having a hard time, to de-
liver him up and secure the reward
offered for his capture. She done 8o, and
Frazer had the satisfaction of knowing
that he had done something to provide
for his family. :

The leading woman physician of Eng-
land, Mrs. Garrett Anderson, is said to
make $50,000 a year from the practice of

her profession.

The cathedral at Ulm, on the Danube,
is the finest and the largest of the Luth-
eran churches; it can seat 28,000 worship-
pers. The spire was never finished, but
the work of completion has been carried
on 8o vigorously that the capping stone
of the magnificent spire may be placed
at the height of 534 feet in 1889. The
i:g;r;er stone of the minster was laid in

Some seeds are enormously expensive.
Some pansy seeds cost at the rate of $75
per ounce. Fuschia seeds of the finest
quality bring $100 an ounce, and others
—such as those of the gloxina, cinneraria,
coleus and echeveria—bring yet higher
prices, equal to many times their weight
n gold. A few are 8o valuable that they
have actually to be counted out atso
much apiece.

A white slave is a strange sight in the
South, and yet one was seen on the streets
of Atlanta a few ‘days ago. John 8,
Hughes, a white man of good character,
owed Gus Kaglemacher a sum of money
which he was unable to pay. He met
Kaglemacher, and jokingly asked him if
he would accept a bill of sale for himself
as ﬁay for the debt. Kaglemacher agreed.
A lawyer was called in, the bill of sale
drawn up and properly signed in which
Hughes sold himself, “and his body after
death to Gus Kaglemacher, the said
Kaglemacher to have control of said
Hughes as long as he might live to have
the right to convey him to others if he
chose to do 80.” A copy of the contract
was given each party. After the contract
was handed him, Hughes began to think
more seriously of the matter and consult-
ed a lawyer as to its validity. Upon be-
ing informed that it was good in the
corts he got drunk and was arrested. He
was fined in the Police Court, and his
owner, who was on hand, paid the fine
and took him out to his farm, where he
says he shall work for him the balance
of his life.

Mrs. Laura C. Holloway told the wo-
men assembled in Washington last week
that editors are the nicest men on the
face of the earth. It is needless to say
that the charming Mrs. Holloway’s
remarks awakened the wildest enthusi-
asm. .

It is a curious fact that while Queen
Victoria speaks German in her home
circle, the present German Empress dis-
regarcs it in hers and uses English as
much as possible. English is the fire-
side tongue of the - Greek, Danish and
Russian royal famllies.

Miss Nichols, of Peterboro, Ontario, is
the largest lady holder of bank shares,
owning $150,000 in the Bank of Montreal;
$25,000 in the Bank of Commerce; $25,000
in the Dominion; $26,100 in the Ontario,
and $20,000 in the Merchants. This lady
may be considered the Lady Burdett~
Coutts of Canada and uses her wealth
with great generosity. ' One of her bene-
factions is the Nichols hospital, given to
the rising town of Peterboro, where she
resides.

Mrs. James T. Fields and Miss Sara
Orne Jewett, who have been staying at
Lakewood, N. J., for a few weeks have
gone to Aiken, 8. C.

It is said that Joseph Willard of Wil-
lard’s Hotel in Washington is worth $13-
000,000, and that his other two brothers
ars also very wealthy.

A boy in Augusta, Me., was fined $5
and costs in the Municipal Court at that
place recently” for repeatedly saying
“Rats” to an old gentleman,

8. M, Bishop, widely known as the“ fat-
test man in the world,” died at St. Peters-
burg, Va., March 20. of intermittent fever.
He was 25 years of age, and weighed 550
pounds. e had been on exhibition
since infancy.

Mrs. J. W. Frederick, of Beifast, M aine,
claims to be the first, this season, with
flowers that bloomed in the open Aair.
Friday, the 16th, she had crocuses and
snowdrops in full bloom. Within two
feet of the blossoms were snow drifts
several feet deep. /

In 1868, Canada exported of faw fruit
to Great Britain, nearly $44,400 worth,
while last 1year the exports aggregated
$652,007. Thus the tm(ﬁ%o oflast vear was
fourteen times greater than is 1868.

Ouida is to return, to her native land,
settle down in London,. and give over
writing fiction. The author of “Friend-
ship” says she has exhausted the world,
and the wicked world replies in the same
strain. It says Ouida now makes it very
Weary.

As Henry Mills, a commercial travel-
ler for a Lynn (Mass.{) house, stepped off
a train at Omaha, Neb., on the 20th ult.,
an English sparrow flew blindly into his
right eye, and, the sharp bill penetrating
the eyeball, ruined the optic.

John Finnucan stole a coat in Detroit,
and the Free Press chronicled the fact
spelling the name Finnegan. Thereupon
John Finnegan sued the paper for libel
and recovered $1500 damages. And now
the Free Press is very satirical on the
law of libel in general and on that of
Michigan in particular.

A Manchester (Eng.) girl telephoned to
her father’s office asking if her dog was
there. Curley was there, and his mistress
asked the man to hold him up to the
telephone. She whistled and dpoke, and
told him to come home. Curléy pricked
up his ears, an1 as soon as he was placed
on the floor started for home.

The Czarina went to a private ball re-
cently escorted by a bouquet consisting
of 100 Marshal Neilroses. The posy was
too big for her to carry, so an imperial
page reld it for her majesty. During the
night the youth fainted with fatigue,and
the Marshal Neils were then transferred
to the keeping of a giant guard. They
do some things queerly in Russia.

W. H. H. Murray is at Quebec)\wer-
seeing the bringing out of a Cangdian
edition of “The Doom of Mamelons.”
Thig edition will contain some 50 pages
of guide book matter, giving practical de-
tail: d information of the celebrated Lake
St. John region and a large and accurate
map of the country. This map is: the
first one of this character ever made of
this region, and it will be indispensable
for sportsmen and tourists,

D The little farm house in which Horace
Greeley was born, together with 129 acres
of farm land, is to be sold at Amherst, N.
H., for taxes amounting to $20.25.
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CHAPTER 1L
THE STONE HOUSE.

The teacher read:

Forgetting herself, as was her wont, when she
:8aw the flames come near him, she took leave of
him and bade him go farther off, only asking
that he would lift up the cross on high that she
might see. He went a little farther off, but still
near enough to hear her say to the last, in the
fire, that her voices were of God. As the flames
rose about her and drew her breath away, she
told him in her soft, clear tones that she still
heard ber voices in the air. And they said to her:

Daughter of God, go on! Benot dismayed at
thy martyrdom. Thou shalt enter at last into the
paradise of God.

Then her head sank and her spirit went to Him.

“Are the heroes and saints all dead?” asked
Shirley. “Has thero ever been a saint since
Joan of Arc was burned at the stake”

The teacher closed the book. “My child,”
said he, “the world never knows its saints
and martyrs till 200 years after they are
dead. There are heroes always. Heroic men
and women live and walk the earth to-day
and their fellow men know it not. A century
later and mgnkind will read of them and
wonder at the blindness of those who knew
not their own best and bravest. But we
don’t burn martyrs at thestake any more,
Shirley. We torture their souls and let their
bodies die a natural death.”

“ don’t quite understand,” said the girl.

“You don’t understand? You never will, I

‘hope. Marshal your army of Carstones and
go home, General Shirley. The picnic is
over.”

The teacher turned into the path toward
the village.

“Good-by, Mr. Morrison,” said the girl,
looking after him.

“Good-by, General Shirley.”

~ T

GENERAL SHIRLEY.

The sun was setting. Up on the hillside
the windows of the old, stone house shone
glorified.

Thero were six of the Carstone children
under the big willow by the mill race that
afternoon. Names and ages respectively:
‘Shirley, 14; Tem, 9; Percy, 7; Brownie, 5;
Pet, 8, and Baby, the ruler of them all, not
quite 6 months.

The -old stene house stood upon a hillside.
It is there still, for that matter. It was near
@ century old when our Carstones lived there.
A great, conl, double porch extended across
its front. The little windows were like the

loopholes of a fort. Thd walls were a foot.

thick. There were deep, sunny window seats,
where generations of kittens and Carstone
babies alike curled up and went to sleepi

The house had belonged to the family al-
most from the pioneer days. The grim, fort
like walls had echoed many and many a year
to the sweetest musio of all the earth—the
laughter  of children. -Shirley ‘Carstone's
grandmother was born there, and her }

The family history, as farback as ¢ be
known, had been an espécially bright and
sunny one. So muchof .insocent mirth had
sounded through ‘those wide old: rooms; 8o
many years of gentle, tender, happy h:x
lifo had passed there, that the wvéry
themselves seemed to have caught at length
some of the joy and light.  Jt was a fine,
strong blooded race, with never a hereditary
ailment of mind or body, never an inherited
flaw of meanness or weakness, No Carstone
had ever shown himsélf a coward or been
faithless to a friend. There was a knightli-
ness, a gentleness, a.s ~rage and purity in
the blood. It ran th...gh the men and wo-
men alike,

Great orchards and flelds surrounded the
stone bouse. At the foot of the hill a wide,
deep brook ran, heavily fringed with beeches
and shiny barked sycamore. A stone’s throw
from the house was a big water mill. It be-
longed with the estate, and it, too, was two
generations old. Higher up, the brook had
been partly turned off into a deep, clear mill
race, The water glided down and turned the
huge mill wheel as softly as if it was afraid
of disturbing somebody’s afternoon nap.

Ah, those days were before the age of iron
and steam!

It was hereabout that successive families of
Carstones had played. The hillsides were
covered still with forest. Shirley and the

. little ones played in their day as the others
did before them. They darted in and out
among the trees like squirrels. They played

bopeep like spots of sunshine and shadow over,

the mill wheel. They rodethe colts bareback
and ran races with the calves and the shaggy
house dog. They whistled to the bob whites
and catbirds till the feathered creatures knew
not which was their own mate and which a
little rogue of a Carstone.

In the spring they dug the turkey pea, the
bloodroot and the fragrant smelling sassafras.
¥n the fall they gathered the paw paw and
the shickory nut. In the winter they set
traps for rabbits and built snow forts or sat
by the wide fireplace, where the blazing hick-
-ory logs crackled, ar€ guessed riddles. When

they parted for the night they sang the songs
their mother taught them.

Not & tree in the forest but they knew from
its leaf; not a flower or a shrub but they
named by its name; not a bird or a wild
creature of the woods but they knew its
haunts and its habits,

They had a menagerie of pets, thess wood-
land children. There was Sherry, the tame
crow. Sherry had whipped the poultry yard,
till every pullet ran and hid at the sight of
bhim. He chased the hens from their nests
and devoured tho eggs. At odd spells he made
& lunch off the buttons of old Sam’s coat. He
would alight upon the bare head of that re-
spectable colored gentleman at wholly unex-
pected times and tangle his toes in the digni-
fied gray wool. Then Sam howled with
wrath. Then, too, every curly headed Car-
stone dodged around the hduse, choking with
hidden laughter, while the old man made
complaint to their father.

“Fo’ de Lawd, if dat ar crow don’t stop his
foolishness dar’ll be a dead bird roun’ dis
plantation, sho’. An’dem chillen a laffin’ fit
to kill.”

There was Felix, the educatea pig, who

was quite a gentleman. There was Billy, a
youthful black sheep of the male sex. He was
erstwhile as sweet and innocent a lambkin as
éver opened his eyeson a sinful world. But
with the lapse of time Billy had grown bold
and bad. After that Billy wasn't a pet any
more.

But there were plenty left to keep the circus
going. There were s6 many indeed that the
young ones could hardly find names for them.
After the new schoolmaster came he helped
them out. He taught Shirley Latin, and told
wonderful tales of Greeks and Romans. The
children gave the birds and beasts they tamed
the names of these brave old heathen. A
frisky youngsquirrel they named Dido. They
were at a loss.at first what to call the pair of
colts that came and ate apples from their
hands. But Mr. Morrison told them sfories
from the Odyssey, the Iliad and the Zneid
till they took sides and fought the siege of
Troy over again. They named the blooded
colts Ulysses and Penelope.

There was a drab mouse that would scam-
per up Percy’s sleeve and hide, and eat cheese
and toast off a plate at the table. The school-
master said it logked like their sister Brownie
when she peeped out from under her sun bon-
net. They called the mouse Brownie. Snow,
the pullet would “’possum” and pretend to go
to sleep on Brownie’s bed, to the ineffable de-
light of the youngest among the merry crew.

The chronicler of the fortunes of the Car-
stones may well be pardoned for lingering
over such idle nonsense. They themselves
looked back to those days in after years as to
a paradise. Heaven was in very truth about
them in their infancy. Trouble enough came
in later times toone and another. But in
the saddest days there was still a remem-
brance of the old stone house.. They were
reared in the gentlest, kindliest way. Theirs
was the ideal childhood. Despair, disease,
sin even, might crush them in deadly fold
later—naught could rob them of the power to
look back and say:

But I was happy once!

Fortunate such children!

They were wholesome pretty children, the
five whom “General Shirley” marshaled for the
home camp at sunset. Tom was a sturdy,
broad shouldered lad—a frank, honest fellow.
They called him the governor.

Percy was a little blue eyed 1ad, who took
a childish interest in all living éreatures. He
studed the ways of birds and butterflies. He
prisoned shining winged beetles and watched
their efforts to escape. He peered into snake
holes, and birds’ nests, and rabbit burrows.
His mother called him her little Paul Pry.

_Then came Brownie, a dancing sunbeam of
a creature, who seemed good for nothing but
getting into mischief. She was the most
thoughtless child of the six, and the most un-
lucky. A tangle of dark curls covered her
head, and ever and anon tumbled down over
her wide brown eyes. She was continually in
trouble, always drawing on the rest for help
and sympathy.

«Whatever will become of Brownie?” said
their mother.

“«Whatever will become of the whole pack?”
said their father. ““You can' teach them all
any longer. ' They ought to be in school this
day, every little pest of them. But where to
send them I don’t know. We can't let them
away from home, can wet”

Their mother shook her head. It would
have heen like sending part of herself away.

I kpow what to.do with 'em!” cried little
Percy. “Send ’em to the new school teacher.
He plays the ‘Star Spangléd Banner' on the
viqlgn,‘and has & glass case full of butserflies
and humming birds,”

4And the boys say he goes fishing with
them, and shows them how to bait a hook
better than old Péte himmelf can do it. He's
a good teacher,” chimed in Tom.

“And he shows the. girlshow to make pict-
ures, and he picks the children up when they
get knocked ovyer in the mud,” lisped Brownie.

“They say he was educated over the sea,
and that he khows Latin and Greek, Yes,
end he can write poetry, too. They never
had a teacher here before who could write
poetry.” )

1t was a softer voice that spoke this time—
a yoice that had-a sweet, thrilling ring. It
was Shirley who spoke.

Shirley was the flower and the star of them
all
Older by several years than any of the
others,. she exercised remarkable influence
over them., Indeed, among the children they
kniew, she was the head and the leader. Not
that she seemed old and overgrave for her
years. No sweeter, sunnier child alive than
she. Her merry, rippling laughter was like
the music of a bird song. Her hair was light
brown. She wore it in the fashion of the
time, in long, heavy bralds. She was tall and
strong for her years, with straight, black eye-
brows, and large beautiful eyes, black at
night and clear bright gray in the daytime.
Wonderful eyes they were, reflecting, as face
answers to face inithe glass, the many sided
nature of the soul within. Now they flashed
with scorn and anger, like fire from a flint;

they were tender and pearly as the dew-
drop in the heart of a lily. Sometimes an
intensely seeing, rapt look lay in them, as
though all the things that are had been some-
how burned away in the white fire of
thought, and this child looked far beyond and
saw centuries into the future, and ‘the things
that are to be. They were strangely mag-
netic too. She drew whom she chose toward
her by a look.

“When Shirley looks at you, you must
come,” said Brownie.

She was a very child in some respects, inno-
cent and trusting, believing everything that
was told her, as if she had been 5 years old.
As a scholar she was the pride of her parents
and the prodigy of the meighborhood. All
studies came alike to her; she was easily mas-
ter in them all. In practical matters it was
the same. Whatever work needed to be done,
such as little country maidens were wont to
perform, her quick, strong hands could ac-
complish more rapidly than another. Her
light, patient feet were always ready to run
merrily at her mother’s call. Shirley soothed
the babies and mended their little garments;
Shirley weeded the garden and gathered in
the vegetables, and she sang about her work
like a redbird. She could swim, row a boat
and ride a wild colt, and among all the chil-
dren was noneso fleet of foot as she, this
strong, bright, happy girl.

#Qur Shirley’s as good as a boy,” said Tom.
“She can do everything., There never was a
girl like her.”

A girl who was as good as a boy for a
“pard” and yet could make even boys stand
back when she felt like it—here was a supe-
rior being, indeed.

How they loved her, father and mother,
brothers and sisters. She idolized them too,
she reveled in her affections. If whatever
she undertook she could accomplish better
than other children, so ber child friends felt,
somehow, that Shirley could love them more
than other people could. Her parents knew
that Shirley would have gone through fire for
them. Hers was a nature of flame and steel
and crystal, and yeton on: side of it of pearly
tenderness and gentleness, too,

An uncommon destiny was predicted for
the child. Her remarkable beauty attracted
attention from all. To the fine, high bred
features, brilliant eyes and straight, black
eyebrows, was added a complexion rose tinted

like the changing light on the burning breast
of adove. The eXpression of her face was
varied as the tints of thé many hued sea. But
the countenance told always of a soul full of
truth and strength, sunny "sweetness and
singleness of purpose.

All this in a child of 14? Yes, Shirley was
not turned out of the common mold. She
was as school girls might be, not as they are.
Even stolid, average humanity recognized the
power and the promise there was in her. Col.
Carstone was a man of wealth, His children
could have whatever he and the mother
thought was good for them. What promise
of life could be more rare and radiant than
Shirley’s?

Only her father saw something that trou-
bled him.

“But I'm afraid for Shirley. She is so
easily deceived,” he said. ‘“‘People bear their
fate within their own breasts. The child
would lie down and make a bridge of her-
self for those'she loved to walk over. She
carries predestination of martyrdom within
her, somehow.”

“Tom,.dear, you always did talk a little
nonsense, you know,” said his: wife.. “Bhir-
ley’s the merriest child I ever saw.”

“Fore do Lord,” said old Sam, “she’s got
more sense nor anybody I ever seed, for a

”

Shirley looked at her father instantly.

“Papa,” she asked, “hasn'ja girl as much
sense as a boy?’

Papa smiled, and did not Jnswer, at first.
Then he said:

“Find out for yourself, Shirley.”

The question took hold of her, It haunted
her thought. She had perceptions under-
neath the common perceptions.. Where other
children saw only the substance she unknow-
ingly looked deeper, and saw the spirit.

She read everything she could lay handson.
Her imagination took fire as she read of war-
riors, heroes and martyrs. ‘The lesson of
their mighty deeds sank into the 'deep child
heart, and blossomed in the clear child soul.
Her world of fancy was peopléd with leaders
and princes like Moses, with Cwmsars and
splendid crusaders like Richard the Lion
Heart. Bernard Palissy, defying hunger and
want, opposing those whom he held dearest,
tearing the very walls from his cabin, sacri-
ficing all to achieve one splendid result—
Bernard Palissy was to her the deification
of human will. Through the years of ap-
proaching womanhood she walked as in a
dream— : 2

Nourishing a youth sublime
With the fairy tales of science and the long re-
sults of Time.

Most, though, her heart wemnt out to the
few women heroes and teachers whose names
she met on the page of the world’s history—
Hypatia, Elizabeth, Zenobia. Her soul was
on fire as her eyes bént over the page that
told her about Joan of Arc, the inspired maid
of Domremy. She, the woman soldier with
the iron helmet resting upon her golden hair,
with her shining armor and white war horse,
was the highest and greatest figure of all to
the child Shirley.

Later she read Homer, Milton and Shake-
speare, and their stately musicrang arhythm
to the beating of her heart. B8till, too, and
ever through the years of girlhood would
come the old question she asked her father
that day:

Has a girl as much sense as a boy?

Why was there no woman Homer, no
woman Shakespeare or Milton? Then Homer,
and Joan of Arc, and Shakespeare, and Rich-
ard the Lion Heart mingled together in her
dreams, till out of all theré& stood before her
at last a vision of a woman poet who should
be. She should be as great as the greatest, a
majestic woman, poet, hero and teacher in
one, But not a martyr, There were no
martyrs in these days. The world had grown
too wise'and kindly for that.

So she réasoned. At last she awakened
once in the summer night suddenly. She
saw the stars shining in at the window and
heard the wind sighing through the willows
down by the mill race. She whispered to
herself and said:

4T will be the woman poet. I, myself.”

Then the new schoolmaster came.

CHAPTER IIL
THE TEACHER.

The lively young man who had taught the
Linwood school three winters had gccumu-
lated savings enough from this honest indus-
try to begin the study of law. Accordingly,
the school was left without a teacher. One
day a stranger brought a letter to the Pres-
byterian minister, applying for the vacant
place. After some delay it was given him.
He was of slender, though athletic build, with
dark hair and dark gray eyes. His face was
a fine, strong one, full of will and intelligence;
but it was not a peaceful face nor a face at
rest.

In the center of the shabby village was the
grocery—common club room for the male
gossips of the neighborhood. Travelers knew
it was the grocery by token that it had a box
of blacking and two clothes pins in the win-
dow. 'The stranger teacher had a little room
over this shop. He was quitesolitary at first.
Of evenings he staid aloné in this room and
played a violin, sometimes far into the night.
Of afternoons, after school, he took long
walks over the country roads and paths.
Rain or shine, it washis babit. Indeed, he
rather seemed to enjoy a walk in the rain,
against the wind, with the storm beating in
his face. He appeared more calm and happy
after a five mile tramp in rough weather. At
such times the people in the house heard him
often singing to himself, in a singularly deep,
sweet voice, songsin an unknown tongue.
The impression of the stranger’s dread and
mysterious learning had so deepened in a few
months, that the simple country people de-
clared he sang in Hebrew. But a farmer
from over seas told them the words were
German. It was the folk song of Germany
the new teacher sang. Thereupon the grocer,
with the air of one announcing a great truth,
said:

“He’s a Dutchman!”

Once, after a fierce walk, George Morrison,
quite exhausted, threw himself full length
upon the carpet in his little room, with a pil-
low under his head. He thought at first to
doze, but the stovepipe hole in the floor was a
telclephone, bringing unerringly to his sensi-
tive car every word spoken in the rustic shop
below. He knew just how the male gossips
were grouped. There was the 'Squire, who
sat on a barrel head. There were the shoe-
maker and the postmaster. There was the
lazy grocer himself, who sat upon an up-
turned empty soap box most of the time and
let his wiry little wife wait upon the cus-
tomers.

At length Jim Sweet said:

“That there new schoolmaster ain’t much
account, I reckon. He's too darned gram-
matical.”

“I heerd him whip out the Presbyterian
preacher in argument t'other day,” said the
postmaster.

Now Simpkins, the grocer, struck in. He
had listened to all tho rest first. He had a
solemn way of stating a stupid old fact as if
it had been a great new truth. He was, there-
fore, csteemed a man of very profound judg-
ment by everybody but his own wife. She
saw through her husband’s humbug, as
wives, alas! too often do. Simpkins said,
solemnly:

“It’'s my opinion a man that can outargify

and radiant. With every passing emotion | the Presbyterian minister ain’t a safe person

the exzquisite color cameand went in her cheels ' to be trusted with the cdication of our little |

ones. It's my opinion, further, that the
schoolmaster’s got somethin’ on his mind.
Them close be wears ain’t Linwood cut. It's
my opinion he’s come from somewhere, and
come down in the world. It's my opin-
jon”

“Your opinion, Sim Simpkins!” exclaimed
his-wiry little partner, contemptuously. “If
the schoolmaster’s got something on his mind,
it'd better be that than not to have any mind
at all. They say he’s come down in the
world, do they? What of it? I've heerd say
it was better to be dead lion than a live jack-
ass. Ain’t the Carstone children going to
school to him, every one of ’em? A man’s
good enough to teach my children, if he’s
good enough to teach them. They’re a man-
neredly family, from the oldest to the young-
est, that they are!”

But the new master won the hearts of the
children right speedily. There were an ex-
quisite patience and kindliness in his ways
toward - them, as though something had
schooled him through years to think of others
rather than himself, and those others weak
and childish. He had said he was' 24 years
old, but he:looked yearsolder. It was ‘easy
to see_he had been born in a different sphere
from the people he had come among. Even
Jim Sweet recognized the fine, high bred
ways that separated him from Linwood folk.

But it was true that he had something on
his mind. He was unhappy and wretchedly
discontented.: He had sought Linwood to be
out of the world, and, having his wish, he
found, as many do, that his wish was just
what he did not want. The coarseness, the
stolid self conceit, the prying curiosity, the
illiteracy of the Linwood people chafed his
soul till he was like a tiger behind bars. Oh,
what would bring forgetfulness?

He had been in his new employ only two
months, yet he had grown weary and reck-
less. In a week more he would resign his
place, he said to himself. In this mood he
went to his task one morning. Entering the
school house his eye rested on a group of
handsome, tastefully dressed children. Next
moment he saw that one, a girl, was older
and taller than the rest, and his wandering
eye wasinstantly arrested by her remarkable
beauty. The group were new pupils. They
were the Carstone children, Shirley among
them. She lifted her eyes, and a flash of
recognition passed between the two souls, the
child and the master?

It was a day of beginning in the lives of
both.

This story has been very quiet thus far.
Storm enough come later.

From that day there was more of peace in
the life of George Morrison. This girl pupil
understood his plans with an instant, sweet
recognition that surprised him. Gradually a
better, more refining influence spread over
the rude school.

“Papa,” said Shirley, “this new teacher has
opened a new world forus. Ask him to come
to our house.”

UNDER THE WILLOWS.

So it came about that the lonely school-
master became intimate in the Carstone man-
sion. The minds of the bright, pretty chil-
dren unfolded like a flower under his sunlike
teaching. Two happy years they wereunder
his instructions. Yet at first he almost broke
Shirley’s heart by his criticism. The thought
of one great poem she was to write had by
this time taken possession of her. The mas-
ter read the clear soul as if it'had been the
depths of a crystal lake. : s

4Others have written ‘the epic of baitles,
Shirley,” he said; “let your poem be the epie
of peace and progress in history.”

When she was 15 she wrote some timid

verses for his inspection. He gave them back
all marked and erased. He had taken away
her finest words, her most sounding passages.
Shirley was intensely angry. She flung her-
self on her father’s breast in a passion.

“He crosses out the best of everything I
write,” she said. “It's no use my trying. I
won't go to school any more.”

That evening the master came as usual to
the stone house. But the brightest, sweetest
face of all was not there as usual to greet

him. -

“Where's Shirley?” asked he.

“You have broken her heart,” said the
colonel. “You cut her poem all to pieces.”

A look of keen annoyance, of pain, crossed
the fine dark face.

“But I could not help it,” he said. “She
uses t00 many words, Send her to me, will
you not#”

The colonel brought her, leading her by
the band, her face averted.

“Here she is, Mr. Morrison,” said he. “Take
her lifé, but spare her adjectives!”

He laughed and passed down the steps out
of sight, Shirley and the master were left
alone. Shirley, strong, fearless girl though
she was, trembled from head to foot. She
had never been afraid of anything, but here
was a new timidity stealing up from her
heart and stopping her throat soshe could
not speak. As for him it may be that he
trembled too. He opened his lips to speak.

“Shirley,” he said. But the words died. A
strange gleam passed over his face. His lips
quivered momentarily, but he suppressed some
kind of emotion, and said:

“You are my best pupil, Shirley; the one
I take most pride in. You are angry at
your teacher. What have I done? Havel
not always been kind and gentle to you?”

Shirley found a voice, somehow, though it
was a voice with a quaver in it.

“Yes, you have, Mr. Morrison. But I will
never write anything again. Other girls
write poetry for the school exercises. They
take it out. of books, and change it over so
nobody will know it. They hand it to you,
and you say it is nice. I write my verses out
of my own head. They are my own. ' And
you mark them all over. I have torn the
paper up. I will never write any more.

sNever!”

“Just because it was your own and I saw
rare promise in it, therefore I took pains to
show you its faults. You use too much orna-
mentation. You imitate, without knowing
it, other poets you have read. You must learn
to be yourself. Come here, Shirley.”

She obeyed, with downcast face.

“My dear pupil, I would rather go away
from Linwood altogether than to hurt you or
offend you. ButIam your teacher. Don’t
you think, child, I know better than you?

“Qh, yes, Mr. Morrison, I know.that. You
bhave taught me about more things than I
ever ‘knew in the world. I owe everything
to you.” W)

And you will trust me for tha. future, will
you not?” he said,

Ho put ono strong hand sofL!y’ against each

pink cheek and lifted her face. He looked
down at her with his black-gray eyes, eyes so
like her own, and said:

“Dear girl, you do not know how much you
have been to me. I hated mankind when I
eame here, There was not a living creature
I cared for, or who cared for me. You and
vour father showed me there was still truth
und hounest feeling in the.world, bless.your
sweet, sunny soul! When I go away, what-
ever trouble igstill to come, I shall know I
have had some true friends, Some hours that
were happy. You are the best, truest, bright-
est creature I ever met. Would I wound

your tender soul by so much as a word, do

you think? ¥You are the only one—Shirlay;
you are capable of great things. If I can
judge of anything, the time will come 'when
all the world will praise you. You will write

your poem, and do your work—a work such

£s no woman ever did before. I know that.
You will show all men the sweet, deep, mar-
velous strength that lies in a woman’s brain.
I believe in that, and I believe in you. Your
verses will not be feeble and muddy and nar-
row—the kind most women write. = Yours
will be the grand, ringing lines of humanity
and free womanhood. - Because I know this,
let me give you such hints as I may, child.
‘Will you do this and forgive me?’

Her lips quivered, but she was alwaysready
to confess an error—the frank, true child.
She said:

“You are very, very good, Mr. Morrison;
and I was wrong and foolish. I will do my
best and never give you trouble again. For-
give me, dear master.”

« will bring you a woman's poem and read
it to you to-morrow, Shirley,” he said.
“Gather your little Carstones, and we shall
have a picnic in the afternoon down under
the willows by the mill race. I will read you
Aurora Leigh.  Good night, child.”

He laid his hand caressingly upon her head
and slid it down softly over one, of the fair
braids. Did he press the long, fair braid to
his lips as he turned to go? Well, who knows?
Shirley did not know. .

It was their last quarrel.

From that day a new and tenderer tie
seemed to draw them together. The picnics,
as the children called them, lasted all through
the bright summerdays. In the winter there
were picnics indoors. The teacher had
seemed soured and reserved when he came to
Linwood. He had a bitter, sarcastic tongue
when disturbed, which had'drawn on him ill-
will at first.. But that had changed. He had
become gentle and genial. He established a
literary society among the rustics, the first
one ever in the village. It was turning the
thoughts of the younger people in a better
and higher direction.

He and Shirley read and studied history,
poetry and science. He taught her Greek
and Latin, prose ard poetry. The girl, like
himself, had the rare faculty of grasping a
thought in a glance. A few words upon its
page would tell its whole story to her clear,
alert brain. They were days of perfect hap-
piness and peace. But the girl's thoughts
came back always to Joan of Arc, the Maid
of Domremy, the saint and martyr, with the
iron helmet pressing upon her golden hair.
It was like the motive ina work of music.
She wrote little poems still, but now the
master criticised them no more. Some had
been printed. They had been copied and re-
copied, and went floating through the news-
papers like beautiful waifs. Shirley was be-
ginning to be known aiready asa poet of no
common order. .

“Shirley, you must write the best poem. of
your life for us next month,” said the presi-
dent of the literary society. “It. is our last
meeting. of the year; you are “appointed for
the poem for the public entertainment. Our
literary society has such a name now that we
must do something uncommon.”

“Yes,” said the executive committeeman,
“spectators will come in from half the county.
Linwood must keep up her reputation. Lin-
wood forever!” ;

The evening came, and Shirley read her
poem. - She surpassed all former efforts. Be-
side her, as she read, was a vase of white
rosebuds, rare and costly, of a kind unknown
in Linwood. It was the master’s gift to his
best pupil

Mrs: Simpkins, her fast friend, told the
story of her triumph to every stranger that
came to'the village.

«iPwads a night Linwood'll never forget, I
reckon, ‘The master, he'd trained Shirley,
and, practiced her on her readin’ till it was
that nateral you couldn’t ha’ told she wasn't

‘talkin’ it off out of her own head. She was
“$he beautifulest creetur’ you ever laid eyes on.

Sheé looked for all the world like an angel,
standin’ there dressed in snow white ’lusion.
And her speech! Land’s sake! It sounded
like the organ playin’ ‘Gather at the River,’
when Sunday schoel lets out. It was just
that beautiful. When she got dome, and
made her bow, there was a minit of dead
hush, like before the benediction in church.
Then the people all fell to as they couldn’s
help themselves, and such a clappin’ and
cheerin’ was never heerd in Linwood before
nor since. ’'Peared as though they would
take the girl and carry her off on their
hands then and there. Shirley, she just
blushed and looked that pretty till you felt
you'd like to bite her. She turned her eyes
this way and that, as if she'd like to hide,
till her eyes lit on the master. . He was sitting
on the stage, with the - Presbyterian minister
and the doctor. He hadn’t cheered her at
all, but looked sober and set right still. But
when Shirley looked at him, with the crowd
a clappin’ and a clappin’, he jest reached
across and shook her hand, quiet and gentle-
man like. Ho was a little pale and serious,
like he had a pain or something. You could
see how pleased he was, though, with his eyes
a shinin’. But he never said a word.

“When the noise died away a little the
Presbyterian minister he got up and waved
his hand for 'em to be still. Then he says:

“Ladies and gentlemen—I am requested
by the Linwood Literary society to close the
exercises of the evenin’ by a little ceremony
not down in the regyler programme, A little
surprise has been prepared for the poet of the
evenin’, a young lady whom we all honor.
On behalf of the Linwood Literary society,
asa tokenof their high appreciation, I am
requested to present this wreath of silver
laurel leaves to Miss Shirley Carstone. Fame
may wreathe her brow with evergreens in
after years, but she will never forget the in-
scription here, ‘Linwood crowns her poet.’”
“It said just that:

“‘Linwood crowns her poet.’

“Then you ought to have heerd the noise!
It was wuss'n a revival meetin’.”

But there was something good Mrs. Simp-
kins did not tell. She did not tell it because
she did not know it. Women generally keep
a secret under similar circumstances.

When Shirley, half in a dream, looked at
her crown and her flowers that night at home,
she found a little card among the white rose-
buds. The card said:

“The master learns from his pupil.”

CHAPTER 1V.
MATRIMONTAL.

The scene changes. We are across the sea.
But it is still a school. Are we never to be
done with schools? Well, no! Life is a school,
and the wise are never done learning.

The scene, by your leave, is a German uni-
versity town. Time, several years before the
epening of the humble tale you have done us
the honor to follow thus far. On a giant

cliff above the town stands the mcst magnifi-

cent ruin in Europe. Below, the blue Neckar
rushes out from its mountains and seeks the
great Rhine beyond., You know the town,
Heidelberg.

An American family were spending some
months there. With them was the pretty
daughter of the household, a girl of 17.
Among tho students at that time was a young
man from the United States. He was barely
18, but large, stronz and manly in physique,
with dark hair and eyes. He was precocious
in every way; noted for his wide range of,
study, as well as for his strength and cour-
age. - He was, besides, the son of rich par-
énts, who had indulged his every whim from
the time he was born. In brief he wasa flery
youth, who knew no law but his own will,

Hindreds of parents from the United
States visit the old German town every year
with their young lady daughters. The uni-
versity dates back to the year of our Lord

1886, It/ is yery famous. Hundreds of

American boys.attend its classes every year,
But this particular.boy, with the flashing
dark eyes, who loved his own way, met the
particular maiden of 17 one day at the Hotel
Victoria. - With the other h,ncd(eda_ we have
nothing to.do. e

Fate willed the meeting. The dark baired
youth mostly-décided what followed, the first
part of it at any rate.

The girl was a giggling, weak willed
‘creature, with poodle dog eyes and forehead,
and a doll’s red and white face. She had the
simpering, affected ways of a school girl, who
cannot for one moment get rid of the con-
sciousness of her sex. ‘The dark haired boy's
room mate fancied himself madly in love
with1-ar. His friendisaw it with regret.

“Ill cure you .of this zhonsense, Frank
Broughton,” he said to hi f. “I'll go and
make love to Miss Myra myself. I'll cut you
out. The girl will throw you over. = Then I'll
throw her over and go home for the summer,
and you go with me.. Youwll thank me for
breaking you of this blessed foolishness.”

That evening, with his graceful, careless
bow and smile—the scapegrace was fascinat-
ing—the dark haired youth made his way to
the young lady:

“Miss Myra,” he said, “it will be a beauti-
ful sunset. Will you and your mother give
me the pleasure of going up the mountain
with you?”

The red and white girl simpered.

“Why la! mamma,” said she, “shall we go?”

Mamma said, “I think we may,” with that
degree of alacrity, veneered by dignified re-
serve, which is due of an occasion when a
managing mamma scents a possible son-in-
law in a rich and highly connected young
man,

It quite took away the breath of Frank
Broughton. In five minutes they were off,
before his very eyes.

If, reader, you are of a guessing turn, you
will know the rest. Well, the girl was pretty,
witk her peach like cheeks, and her eyes of
that color which the milliners call “peacock
blue.” The dark haired youth, who went in
¥ for cutting his friend out to save him from
folly, was himself of a passionate, susceptible
nature. The walks and rides up the mount-
ain were finally continued on his own account.

What would you have? A month later the
same three went up the mountain. Mamma
discreetly lingered in the shadow, in the great
square of the magnificent ruin. In the
shadow in the smaller square at the front of
the magnificent ruin, the dark haired youth
who had his own way, pressed Miss Myra's
babylike hand, kissed her on her babylike
lips and whispered in her babylike ear:

“In a month I'm coming home to marry
you.” -

“And Miss Myra blushed and said:

“Why, la, how could you?’

That was the very question he asked him-
self many a time afterward. Frank Brough-
ton was avenged!

In a month they were married, the boy and
girl. The youth’s parents opposed feebly, but
Philip Dumoray had always had his own
way. Miss Myra's mother helped on the
match in all the haste consistent with regard
to the best appearances. Had she not been
an American mother of the highest standing
it might have even seemed that she feared
the prize would slip through her fingers.

The young people set up housekeeping in
New York. Twin sons wereborn to them
within a year. Then it was that Philip
Dumoray faced the great new truth, that a
man who has a mother-in-law, a dull, silly
wife and a pair of babies can’t always have
his own way. What could even thunder and
lightning do against a hill of putty?

Myra Dumoray developed such astounding
capacity for emotion that Philip could scarcely
believe his own senses. Strange, too, but
the emotion was always of a disagreeable
kind. Scenes began to take place that
thoroughly alarmed the youthful husband,
and then thoroughly emraged him. His
household was comfortless. It was something’
new not to be comfortable. Matters went
from bad to worse between them. Once he
had said imiphtiently:

“What ‘in thunder is this mess cook's
brought in? Do you call that coffee, Myra?
I wonder why you never have anything fit to
eat in the house?”

Perhaps, like a man, this strong young fel-
low would not have naticed that other things
were so slouchy, if the household had hap-
pened to have a good cook. But the tender
point of the masculine gender is its stomach.

“When you married me, who'd a thought
you'd ever been so cross. You would marry
me. And now you're always bling, and
me not at all well! Boo-hoo-hfol" remarks
Mrs. Dumoray.

He pushed back from the table and strode
out of the room. Mpyra sent for mamma.
They counseled together. When the male
monster returned both women wore an air of
martyrlike resignation that exasperated him
beyond measure.

1t went on so for days and months. What
might have been expected from the self will
and undisciplined temper of Philip Dumoray?
He was moody and half sa at home.
Myra would shut herself up an ulk and cry
for hours. Mamma was there to protect her
darling, and perhaps it was well she was, at
times, Philip was sincerely fond of his little
boys. That much at least is to be said for
him. He amused himself and them every
day. One afternoon he missed them.

&YWhere are the babies, Myra?” he asked his
wife.

%QOh, I sent them away to spend a month at
nurse’s mother’s in the country. I'mnot well
and they made me nervous.”

“Why, woman, what are you thinking ‘of?
Have you no natural feelings toward your
own children?”

Philip's mother had never let him out of
her sight in hischildhood, so rare and precious
had she held him.

Myra put her handkerchief to her eyes.

«T never thought I'd live to be insulted in
this way. And you would marry me, you
know!”

«] didn’t know I was marrying a fool,”
muttered Philip, savagely. !

“Mamma! mammal” shrieked Mrs. Dumo-
ray, and fell backina hysterical fit. Mamma
came, murmuring; “Oh, my poor, poor
darling!” Once more the man had to beat a
retreat. The moment he was out of the house.
the abused wife dried her eyes and sat bolt
upright. Philip wandered aimlessly to the,
park and sat down, restless and discontented.
Was all married people’s life like this? But
he bad had his own way, to be sure. His
marriaze had been one of thoso cases wherein
all a man’s best friendscando is to stand
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back and see him make an ass of himself.
And while he was musing on matrimony, he
saw a bright little phaeton flash by. Inside
of it was his wife, gay and pretty, chatting
with one whose polite attentions were not a
compliment to a lady, married or single. He
went home in a fury. When presently the
wife in all her poodle dog prettiness came
back a scene took place which it will be quite
as well not to repeat.

It may be mentioned that similar scenes
followed. The discord became common talk,
Everybody took the part of the wife. Was
she not a sweet, pretty, childlike creature,
whom no one could help loving? A manwho
would mistreat her was a brute and
o monster. Who would blame her if she
did seek a little relief from the wretchedness
at home? There was no lack of those whodid
not like Philip. His imperious temper and
haughty frankness had not tended to draw
friends around him. By degrees he got the
name of a tyrannical husband and a bad man.
He heard the whispers about himself. He
saw his wife flirting openly with fops and
rakes. He became a young fellow fit for des-
perateness.

One evening he came home earlier than
usual. The light burned low in his wife's
parlor. He looked in. The man whom he
bad seen ri in the park with Myra was
there. His'arm was about her, he was mur-
muring low words in her ear, her head was
on his shoulder.

Philip was like a tiger. With one hand ho
gripped his wife's arm, and flung her against
the wall. He took her companion by the
throat, before he had time to recover from
his first daze. He throttled him mntil he was
purple, and threw him out thedoor, anddown
the steps. He was a giant.

Then he clasped his hands to his temples,
and sat downy % think. A crumpled rose-
colored object §afiinst the wall attracted his
sight. It was INs wife lying there insensible,
in the gay dress s had worn to receive that

man.

He had laid violent hands.on & woman.

Myra was in & dead faint. He gathered
her up and carried her to -her bed. He sent
for the' doctor. When she recovered con-
sciousness, and her eyes fell on him, she
fainted once more. She was ill for many
months.

From that night she never could endure the
sight of her husband. He wandered about
as one accursed. Her side of the story got
abroad. Philip never told his side, he was as
proud as Julius Ceesar. ‘

His wife hated him with a steady hate. It
was surprising that.a creature so shallow and
fickle could cherish a passion so deep and
constant, Feelings are often easy enough to
develop, though, when they are on the wrong
side,

Dumoray was at heart of a chivalrous, no-
ble nature. He had used violence toward a
woman, his own wife. ‘That: thought never
left him, night or day. He hated himsaelf,
Could he do nothing to make amends! Noth-
ing.. He might live to be a hundred years old,
and make every hour a period of expiation,
but he could never be the same in his own
eyes again. That thought: was the most
agonizing. A noble soul always cares-more
for its own respect than for the respect of
others.

Myra could easily have had a separation.
She did not seem to care for it, however.

He mentioned it to her.

“You want to get rid of me, now that you
have killed me, do youf” she said, queru-
lously. *

“God knows I do not, Myra,” he said. “If
there was anything that would make things
right God knows I would do it.” T

“There is nothing that will make things
right. I bate you! Look what you have
brought me to. * And you would marry me.
What do you bring all those children in here
fort You do it to vex me. You know I
hate children. There, I am going off again.
Give me my drops and go away.”

He looked .at her. Was she losing her
mind? ‘She caught the thought in his brain,
with a mental keenness she had never shown
before her iliness.

“Yes, I'm going crazy, and you bave made
me so. Give me my drops, I tell you, and go
Lwa y_" b1

He obeyed. He went into the corridor, and
walked the floor. He sent for the family
physician, and asked him anxious questions.
The family physician answered shortly:

“Your wife is an opium eater.”

What a life was in‘storefor these two!

The high born soul needs only one lesson.
Philip bad bhad his lesson. He was never the
same again, from the night he had struck his
wife. He becamo the gentlest, most patient
of men. -His boys were growing to be bright,
intelligent little creatures, ZHe devoted him-
self to them. He was in place of a mother to
the bereft infants. = All the happiuness of his
life he found with them.

By degrees his wife quite lost her mind.
He would not put the insane woman away in
an asylum. He accepted thecareof her as
part of his punishment. He tended her
wants and humored every whim of the poor,
crazed creature. She retained still gleams of
recollection. The most vivid was her hatred
of Philip. She never forgot that in her most
demented moments. She knew him and her
boys. For the children in 8er sanedays she
bad had little fondness. Now one of the
gleams of remembrance that was left her told
her PLilip loved them. Therefore she hated
them. Her insane fancies took shape in one
intense iden—rovenge on Philip Dumoray.

£he became a cunning, dangerous lunatic.
Philip had her watched night and day. * He
kept himself away from her., The'sight of
bin frrdl ber uncontrollably.

He slgpp in the room alone with his boys.
He would nof permit them ip care of another
at night, lest harm should come to them from
their insane mother. It was touching to see
how ho tended them and how much they
were tohim. From caring so constantly for
these holpless ones. he came to care for
others, too, and think of them. He lost him-
self in self forgetfulness and sweet thought-
fulness for others, this selfwilled, flery tem-
pered youth who had always had his own
way. 3

Time ﬁes on alike to the happy and
miserable. What cares Time ! He will not
hold his glass back to give one hour more of
youth to a Cleopatra. He will not hasten it
to shorten by so muchas one second the tor-
ment of a martyr in flames,

Philip Dumoray’s boys were 4 years old.
All the tenderness of his powerful nature
went out to them. They slept in a little bed
beside his own. He hung over them long and
fondly one night, studying each child-feature,
listening to their séftly falling baby breath,
How lovely they were, lying there in their
white bed! The rosy faces were flushed with
sleep, the milk white baby arms were flung
above their heads. The rings of bright hair
hung damp and warm about their pretty
brows. .

¢ God bless them " mumured Philip.

He went to his couch and was shortly in a
deep slumber. He had not slept so soundly
for years, he recalled afterwards. e

How long he had been asleep he did mot
know. He was suddenly awakened with an
awful horror at his throat. He only knew
something was strangling him, something
was being pressed steadily down upon his
month and nose. He threw his arms con-
vu sively upward. His hands caught a hu-
m: n form, which glided from his grasp.

With a last effort he threw the thing, what- |

ever it was, from his face. It was a pillow.

He tried to spring to his feet but fell back,
weak and helpless. He saw his wife gliding
like a spirit out.of the low window that opened
on the veranda. How could be see her in the
darkness? What was that light ?

Flame and smoke burst in through the
door from the hallway. Tho flame licked
the ceiling and lapped the door. The smoke
spread through the room. He was suffocat-
ing again.

Great God! His boys! His darlings!

With the last effort he could make in that
desperate moment, he staggered toward their
beds, and fell across it with open, empty arms.

The children were gone!

CHAPTER V.
THE FIRE.

Where were Philip Dumoray’s boys?

A wild glance around showed him they
were nowhere in the room. The nearing flame
sucked his breath and scorched his hair. He
had barely time to save himself by the win-
dow through which Myra bad vanished like
a spirit.

‘Where was she now! Was she perishing in
the flames with the children? She was not on
the veranda. Fire and smoke poured from
all the windows and mounted to the roof. They
drove him from the veranda. He sprang
down the iron supports to the ground. He
ran around the burning building crying for
help. The cook and the coachman flitted
past him. These were all the persons in the
house at the time, except his wife and chil-
dren. The crowd came pouring in from the
street, and in another moment the grounds
were full of people. The house was & mass
of flame, Heavens! were his boys in there?
He fancied he heard a cry. He toward
the fire like ‘an insane person. Bfrong men
caught him by the wrists and held him back.

_In scarcely more time than it takes to read
this the fire had done its work. Only the
bare outer walls of the house wers left. The
inner walls had fallen in. What had they
buried under their direful ruins? One banded
Philip some clothing. He had forgotten he
had only his night clothes on.

It was a pitiful thing so see him, crying for
bis children, calling them by their names,
searching for them under the trees, peering
into cornmers of the outbuildings, if haply
they might not be hidden there. All that
night he went on crazier than hisinsane wife.
Toward morning he remembered that he was
aman. He collected himself,

Messengers; descriptions of the lost children
were sent in every direction. There were
days, weeks of heartache for the stricken fa-
ther, but no tidings of his darlings came.

Where was his wife? It was the conclu-
sion, at first thought, that she had been burned
to death, and buried under the ruins, In his
agony that night Philip had not given much
thought to her. But next morning a message
came from Myra's mother. His wife was at
her house, and would  he, her husband, take
her away at once, and provide for hert She
had fled there in the night, from the fire.
Madam ‘did 'not feel safe t6 bave her in the
house.

Philip had no home for her now. There
remained only one place. The poor, de-
mented creature went to a lunatic asylum.

The origin of the fire was matter of mys-
tery. Nothing certain could be found out.
But the day after it happened the coachman
came to Philip with the air of one who had
something to communicate.

“It don’t look well in a man to be telling
talés on a woman, Mr. Dumoray,” he said.
“But Mary, who tended on Mrs. Dumoray,
left her last night and went to & ball I
saw her at midnight. I was out myself, and
I don’t deny it, and didn’t come home till 2
o'clock. Isaw a bright light in the library,
where the piles of newspapers are. I thought
it was you up reading, and I didn’t look in.
I went by easylike, for I didn't want you to
know I was out solate. Iput off my shoes
aid slipped around to the back stairs. Isaw
Mrs, Dumoray going along the hall toward
your room, with a night lamp in her hand.

slipped out, and I think it was her set the
house afire.”

Philip thought so too, remembering what he
had seen. But the boys, his children? Had
she carried them in their sleep into her own
room, or into the library, before she lit the
fire} It was an awful thought.

The boys were at first given up to have
perished in the burning building. But Mr.

< Dumoray had yet to learn the depth of

deviltry and cunning of which insane hate is
capable. New troublesawaited him. Hebad
none to whom' he could turn for M.f His
father and mother were now both di They
bad never been the same to him after his
marriage. It had caused them a displeasure
and disappointment they were never quite
able to overcome. He took lodgings near the
ruins of his home, resolved to penetrate the
mystery of the disgypearance of his boys.
Hehad had the debris of -the building, care-
fully dugout and examined. A council ot
eminent experts was summoned. They
searched the burned remains. No trace of
bone or of flesh could be found. After laying
their heads together they rendered an opinion
of a wisdom and profundity such as only
medical and chemical experts can give.

The law has a waxen nose, which the law-
yer can turn to the right or left as he pleases,
says the German proverb. So has medicine.
The verdict of the learned ones wason fhis
wise:

“The undersigned have to report that they
have carefully examined different portions of
the ashes and embers taken from the ruins of
Mr. Philip Dumoray's house. They have
subjected the same torigid analysis. In their
judgment traces have been found of a sub-
stance which may be construed to be the
ashes of human remains. A$ the same time
they deem it necessary to state that a similar
ash is sometimes the residuum from the con-
sumption by fire of other organic compounds.

«“JauEs BEnNson, M. D.,
“H. T. ToupkiNs, M. D.,
«“J. L. Boyp, Pharmacist.”

Here was wisdom.

Philip Dumoray was just where he was be-
fore. What should he do nextt He sought
every possible source of information. He
examined the newspapers with fear and hope
every morning, only to be overcome with
the same dull, dead despair. One morning,
for his comfort and encouragement, this met
Lis eye:

“Readers of The Daily News will remember
the mysterious fire which destroyed M.
Philip Dumoray’s house on Linden street a
few weeks ago. At the time there were many
conjectures as to its origin, but none that
seemed to offer a solution of the mystery.
Among the rumors current is the unpleasant
one that Mr. Dumoray set fire to his own
house. The gentleman’s wife is out of her
mind and is now in the Iron Gate asylum.
The unfortunate Mrs. Dumoray was before
her marriage a young lady of remarkable
beauty and accomplishments, and, it is said,
was crazed by domestic unhappiness. She
has still some sane moments, however. Dur-
ing some of these flashes of reason she has let
fall rambling remarks which beyond doubt
point to her husband as the author of the
fire. Her disordered brain clings to the fixed
idea that he removed the ‘twin boys and then
fired the house. This opiniom was said to be
shared by Mrs. Dumoray’s mother, with
whom the unhappy woman took refuge
when she escaped from the flames.

“Such was the rumor, too unpleasant to be
credited. Accordingly, a reporter of The

There was nobody to watch her, and she.

Dumoray's mother to trace the origin of the
ugly suspicion, if possible. "Mrs. Bliss'is a
lady noted for her charitable deeds and meves
in the highest social circles,

“Qur reporter was admitted to an inter-
view, and the following conversation took
place:

“Reporter—I have called, madam, to ascer-
tain your opinion as to the truth of the rumor
that your son-in-law set fire to hisown house.

“Mrs. Bliss seemed overcome with emotion.
Affliction such as hers should, perhaps, be
sacred from the public eye. But the public
is interested in unveiling the mystery, perhaps
the crime, that lies back of the fire on Linden
street. The lady spoke at length, with visible
reluctance, substantially as follows:

“Mrs. Bliss—I would be far from laying
any straw in the way of my daughter’s hus-
band. He has enough to answer for as it is,
My poor darling’s mental condition, and
what brought her to it, are well enough
known.

“Reporter— Did you understand your
daughter at any time to convey the impres-
sion that she saw Mr. Dumoray applying a
match to the combustible material in the
library?

“Mrs. Bliss—Of course my poor daughter is
out of her mind. What she says may be
fact, or it may be only an insane fancy. But
when she has seemed to be in her right senses
she has insisted from the first that she saw
her husband carry the children down stairs
and out of the door to the rustic garden house,
He went carefully, so as not to waken them.
He left them there, and went into the library.
My daughter watched him. Bhesawa bright
blaze in the corner of the room. Then she
ran away and came to me. ‘She was fright-
ened almost to death, as well she might have
been, poor darling!

“Reporter—What motive could Mr. Dumo-
ray have for the deed?

“Mrs. Bliss—The house was heavily in-
sured, though I would not wish to think a
man of his wealth would commit such a
crime on that account. He was educated in
Germany. He has often been heard to re-
gret he ever left there. He could hide the
children awhile, and then go to Germany and
take them with him, after the excitement of
the fire had blown over. It has been hinted
to us that he wished to get rid of his wife to
marry a woman in Germany. - You will spare
a wretched mother’s feelings further, I am
sure. I donot wish to be forced to conclude
my son-in-law was such a monster as to—
No, no, he surely would not have set fire to
the house expecting that his insane wife would
be burned to death!' My child has been the
victim of cruel wrong.

“Here the afflicted lady’s feeling quite over-
came her, and the reparter took his leave,
after thanking her for her kindness in forcing
herself to talk on asubject so repugnant to
her feelings. :

“Mrs. Bliss refrains from making any accu-
sation against her son-in-law, it will be ob-
served. Her delicacy of feeling in this respect
can only increase the sympathy which must
be universally drawn toward this estimable
lady in her sorrows.”

It fell like a thunder bolt upon Philip
Dumoray. It is not too much to say that at
this point his feelings also quite overcame
him, He had not wholly learned, at that
time, the self control which is the first duty
of*man to himself. He rose slowly to his feet,
in a white rage, he muttered:

“— —, T'll murder that old woman.”

He hurried out to the street and away.
He rang the bell at the Bliss mansion. .

“Where is Mrs. Blisst”

The grim old colored serving man an-
swered:

“Yer mother-inJaw’s got the mewks to-

”

Y.

“Wha-a-t1" :

“Yer mother-in-law's got the mewks.”

“What do you meant”

“She's got one of her spells, sir, when no-
body can do nothing to please her. If you
ask her if she’ll have the carriage out she
snaps your head off, and says we're tryin’ to
torment her into her grave. Then she draws
her mouth down at the corners, and says
she’ll be in her grave soon enough, dear
knows, with all her sufferings. Better not
&o in to-day, sir.”

The man was an old familiar, and spoke his
mind to Philip. But Philip strode past him.
On a sofa up stairs lay the lady with the pow-
erfully emotional nature. She had a wrinkled
nose. It was red and shiny to-day from
mueh rubbing. Her eyes were as the leaden,
lifeless orbs of a mackerel in pickle. The
good dame bad an inexhaustible capacity for
tears. Her mouth was drawn down at the
corners habitually. To-day it was very far
down, indeed. She looked up when she heard
somebody coming. ¥

She saw it was her son-in-law and put her
handkerchief to her eyes. He laid a heavy
hand on her shoulder. He held the paper to-
ward her.

“Woman, what devil’s lie is this?”

Instantly she removed the handkerchief
and stared at him with dry, spiteful eyes.

“Go on,” she said. “It’s like you. You
want to beat me black and blue, do you? and
drive me crazy, as you did my poor dar-
ling? Go on. I'm only a weak, helpless
woman.”

His hand dropped. A crimson flush, turn-
ing to purple, slowly dyed the cheek of Philip
Dumoray.

“If people will talk, I'm sureI can’t help
it,” she went on complainingly. “I don’t see
why you come here to insult me in my own
house, and my poor darling insane, and me
with my nerves all shattered.”

“She put up her handkerchief again.

“] beg your pardon,” said Philip. “But
you must know you set this lie going your-
self, by your insinuations.”

Down went the handkerchief.

“The idea!” exclaimed Mrs. Bliss.

Have you ever noticed how a woman looks
when she says—the idea! A man never says
it. - Into these two words she puts all the em-
phasis that should go with those stronger ex-
pressions, the use of which is denied her on
account of her sex. She may not swear, she
may not fire a bootjack at the candle, she
may not even go off and drown her sorrows.
She may only say—the idea! In that one
expletive she must vent all the venom and
vinegar of her gentle nature.

Mrs. Bliss sat bolt upright and remarked—
“The idea!”

Philip Dumoray sighed. His mind was

settling into the coldness of despair. He saw
the disadvantage he wasat. The lady saw
the advantage which was hers. Up went the
handkerchief.
» “You came here to bring me down with
sorrow to an early grave,” she whined. “As
if I hadn’t got enough to bear from you now,
with my poor darling where she is, and my
nerves all shattered—boo-hoo!”

Philip turned away. The lady had left a
corner of one eye uncovered to watch him.
She saw the movement, and sat upright
again. She became majestic. In the con-
sciousness of injured virtue and superior suf-
ferings, the estimable lady fairly towered, at
that moment. With a scepter-like wave of
her hand towards the door, and in a toplofti-
cal tone of voice, she said:

“Relieve this mansion of your odious pres-
ence instantly!”

Well, he went.

He resolved to do what he could to right
the wrong he had wrought. He set aside a
portion of his property in the hands of trus-

| tees who would use the income for the care of
l Daily News was sent to the house of Mrs, | his wife. Thus she was surely provided for.

.Island of Shameen, and one realizes how

The rest he would devote to searching the

earth for his sons. He could not give them’
up. 7
Heo spent all his fortune in the search for
his boys. At last he gave them up for dead.
He returned home. No comfort for him
there. He found himself looked upon with
coldness and mistrust. Men who had broken
his bread in better days passed him without
speaking, Women who had been his mother’s
friends gave him a glance of horror, and
hurried on, inthecommon belief he had fired
his own house with the monstrous intent that
his insane wife should perish within. Thus
skilltully had malice wrought its work.

He had now toearn his bread. He looked
for work. Who weuld give employment to
one suspected of so foul a crime? No man.
At length he was driven to say:

«T will go away, where no living creature |

has heard my name. I will shut this hateful
world out of my sight.”

Were not these hard lines for & young man
who had always had his own way?

CHAPTER VL
TWO SCENES.

Once more, as on the first day of this story,
the sun was sinking low on a summer after-
noon at the stone house. (Unce more, too,
Shirley sat beneath the willows down by the
millrace. Those old trees keep rising before
us constantly.

But now it was two years later than when
the story began, It was the day after Shir-
ley had read her poem and been crowned with
the silver laurel wreath. School had ended
for the year. -

The girl wore a white dress, and had a
bright red rosein her long, fair hair. Thel
bair was no longer in braids now. It was
wreathed around and around at the back of
her noble head. 8he was beautiful enough
for a young goddess, as she threw her head
back in an attidue full of spirit and natural

Was she expecting anybody, sitting
there in her white dress, with the red rose in
her hair?

Two strong hands suddenly covered her
eyes from behind, and a voice said:

“Guess who!”

It was a deep, sweet voice, Bhirley had
heard it almost every day for two years.
One is not certain but she had heard it in her
dreams, sometimes, lately. A kingly face,
with starlike eyes, bent low beside hers. It
was a serene face now, not restless and dark
and bitter, as when we saw it first. It was
full of peace, if still a sad face at times.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Outside Barbarians in China.

The foreign residents in Canton, a mere
handful of consuls, tea and silk merchants,
live on a small island, separated from the
city by a broad canal. There are large, com-
fortable houses, a long banyan shaded ave-
nue and a fine sea wall promenade encircling
the islet, but with the bridges of approach
closed and guarded both night and day it
seems to be virtual imprisonment on this

completely at the mercy of the Cantonese
mobs the residents are. Two years ago there
were riots and a storming of the Shameen,
and several houses were burned, and at any
moment the least spark may ignite the slum-
bering wrath of the natives and precipitate
another reign of terror. Except for the
sense of being shut in and hemmed in, with
no place to godo. and not wanting to leave
the parklike shade and quiet of the island
for the din and disquieting sights of the Chi-
nese city, the Shameen is a small sort of
winter paradise. Roses bloom, the sun shines
warmly, and tennis is played in the winter
season with enthusiasm.—*Kuyhamah” in
Chicago Tribune.

Mountain Flower Farm.

One of the largest flower farms in the
Alpes Maritimes, where flowers are grown
for making perfumes, is that of the Marquise
de Rostaing, at Seillans, about 2,000 feet
above the level of the sea and twenty miles
from the coast, upon the southern slope of
the Alpes Maritimes. The soil is of a chalky
nature, and very poor, and up to 1881 the
olive groves which covered the property
yielded but a very small income, Mme. de

ing, however, determined to see whether
it could not be made to grow flowers, and,
cutting down the olive trees, she had the
ground tremched to a depth of four feet,
while arrangements were made for irrigating
the twenty-five acres. Inthe autumn of 1881
she had planted 45,000 plants of violets and
140,000 feet of white jasmine, while in the
spring following the rest of the ground was
planted with roses, geraninms, jonquils, etc.,
and a laboratory built' for making scent.
The result was most satisfactory, for in the
fourth year—that is to say, in 1885—the
property, which had before yielded an in-
come of $115, produced scent to the value of
$4,315, leaving a net profit of $770.—St. Louis
Republican.

'A New Fad in Brooklyn.

The ultra-fashionable young ladies of
Brooklyn, when aut promenading or on shop-
ping tours, have a new fad which attracts
much favorable - attention. It is that of
wearing a bright flower of some sort, not on
their bosom or at their throat, but between
the lips, perfection in the fad depending
largely on holding the flower stem between *
the tecth as carelessly and forgetfully as a
veteran smoker does his cigar. Incomment-
ing on this new custom The New York Even-
ing Sun says: “A strikingly handsome bru-
nette carried a beautiful red rose between lips
which beat the rose in color, and two demure
brown haired maidens had violets of differ-
ent shades between their white teeth. Roses
and violets were the favorites, though carna-
tions, heliotrope and a single daisy ‘were
noticed. . Aside from the score of economy,
no more striking way could be devised for
displaying the beauties of nature, both in
rose and maiden,”—Chicago News.

Upheaved by an Earthquake.

A phenomenon which occurred during an
earthquake at Port Sandwich, in Mallicola
Island, on the 21st of October last, has greatly
alarmed the people. In the middle of the
port the waves were rolling as usual, when
suddenly a column of water was projected
upward and flames leaped up, lighting the
sea und land for some distance around. It is
feared that Port Sandwich may some day
meet with the fate which befell Port Resolu-
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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

The leading Family Paper of
the Maritime Provinces.

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

SOME OF THE FEATURES

OF THE

SECOND VOLUME:

<

HISTORY.

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

SPECIAL ARTICLES.

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

FOR WOMEN.

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

SERIAL STORIES.

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

COMPLETE STORIES.

. An_'angements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

SPORTING.

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

NEWS SUMMARY.

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

IN CENERAL.

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

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

tion, which is now almost blocked up, owing
to the upheaval wrought by an earthquake.—
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ANOTHER

GREAT SERIAL

BY

ELIZA ARCHARD,
Shirley
Carstone.

—— e

A vivid story full of start-
ling situations and charm-

FREE HARBORS.

The time is not far distant when the
principal harbors of the Dominion and
the great canals of the West will be made
free,—that is so far as charges for dues
are concerned. The effort of Montreal to
have the Federal Govermment assume
the St. Peters lake debt is an indication
that the feelings of the people of the west
favor the general government taking
charge of the harbor debts as well as
riyer improvements.

A class of persons will be found object~
ing to the government’s assuming con-
trol of the harbors on the ground that it
places in the hands of our Ottawa rulers
too much power ond patronage. This is
nonsense. A government can be no
more corrupt than the electorate they
represent, and experience has demon-
strated that the difference in parties so
far as corruption goes is the difference
between the “ins” and the “outs.”
Besides the adminstration our of
harbors and other local concerns by
municipial boards has not always
been the best or most honest. There-
fore the evils of concentration are
largely imaginary. We are quite as
likely to have fair and honest admin-
stration of our harbors under Ottawa
rule as under a purely local government,
the difference being that should the
change take place the entire country
would have to bear the-expense instead

Literary Notes.

Miss Amelia Rives’s short stories are
to be collected in a volume which will be
published shortly by the Harpers.

Edward L. Burlingame, editor of
Scribner’s Magazine, is a son of Ansqon
Burlingame, once a congressman from
Massachusetts, and later Minister to
China. ’ i

The second volume of Thomas Stevens’s
“Around the World on a Bicycle” is in
preparation by the Scribners’ for early
publication. This part covers the bicy-
clist’s journey from Teheran to New
York. .

Marion Hartranft, a New York girl,
who is the possessor of a head of fiery
red hair, has applied for an injunction to
restrain a publisher from printing or sel-
ting a song sheet, entitlecf “Red-headed
Girl and White Horse Songster.”

P. T. Barnum says that if he is nomin-
ated for the Presidency he will not de-
cline the honor, and he thinks that he is
peculiarly well fixed for stumping the
country in hisown behalf. “Our average
daily ‘crowd,” says this irrepressible
showman, “is twenty thousand, and the
season lasts six months. Is there any
candidate who can talk to a crowd like
that under his own tent, and make his
boom pay expenses ?” i

When Sheridan first brought out his
comedy, “The School for Scandal,”
Chesterfield, himself a dramatist, being
present with his children, checked them
whenever they laughed. Sheridan,hear-
ing of this, wrote to Chesterfield that he
thought it mean: in him not to let the
children laugh, because he (Sheridan)
was present at his (Chesterfield’s) tra-
gedy a few nights before, and laughed at

Official returns show that from June
30, 1885, to June 30th, 1886, there were
5,088 ‘amilies, numbering 8,817 persons,
turned out of their homes in Ireland.
During the same period 22,804 families
were turned out of their homes in New
York City by legal process. Unoffieial re-
turns .are a opret‘t)y clear in pointing
out that more than two-fifths of the evic-
tions in New York have been at the :n-
stance of Irish landlords. The reason
why the New York evictions are not de-
nownced in the press and upon the plat-
form is that they don’t pay so well as the
Irish evicticns. There is no political
capital or fool's dollars in them.—Fall
River Advanc..

Alaska turns out to be by no means a
barren acquisition to the United States.
Governor Swineford’s report shows that
it is well worth the money that was paid
for it. Last year it sent to market $2,-
500.000 worth of furs, $3,000,000 worth of
fish, $100,000 worth of lumber, and gold
to the value of $1,350,000: in all $£6,950,-
000. 'This is not a bad beginning, and it
is believed that the mines and. fisheries
of Alaska =re capable of development to
an indefinite extent. The population,
Indian, Half breed and American, is ésti-
mated to be about 10,000.

Faint echoes of George Francis Train’s
speeches come wafted over the wide snow
fields fo remind us that the self-exilzd
patriot still lives somewhere in the Arctic
region. George Francis, it is said, ex-
pects to live for 200 years yet. Mr. Train
will hardly live that long, but he has al-
ready lived quite long enough, to explode
the notion that when the brains are out
the man will die.

B

Apsarom Ivory may be addressed by

INDIGESTION,
JAUNDIC

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
BILIOUSNESS,  DIZZINESS,
DYSPEPSIA DROPSY,

FLUTTERING
OF THE HEART,
CIDITY OF
ALT R THE STOMACH,
HEARTBURN,

SS
HEADACHE, OF THE SKIN,
And every species_of disease

from disordered LIVER, A
STOMACH, BOWELS OR BL%OD.

T. MILBURN & (0., **gozo

TORONTO.

DICE
uM,

REMOVATL.

ROBT. C. BOURKE & CO.,

OULD RESPECTFULLY NOTIFY THEIR
numerous customers and. the public gen-

erally that they have removed to the larse and
commodious_store, lately occupie
MaCauray. Bros.
where with greater facilities and a larger, new
and carefully selected stock of

d by Mgssgs.

Co,, as a Dry Goods Store,

Hats, Caps, Gloves. Umbrellas, etc.,

they would respectfully solicit the patronage of
the public.
Thanking our numerous friends for patronage

ESTABLISHED 186

|0 ROBERTSON& Lo

_WHOLESALE GROCERS

—AND—

West India Merchaﬁts '

Office, 50 King Street,
Warehouse, 17 Water Streets

Uptown Store,
50 KING STREET. :

PRI

Business Respectfully Soliei-
ted by 4""“"

Geo. Robertson & 06.,

Office 50 King Street.

$10,000

Worth of good

Ready- Made -Clotaing

PRy, SR

ing dialogues is commenc-

%pnferred in the past, would kindly solicit a con-
inuance of the same in the future.

it all the way through. merchants and manufacturers, care of ; AG‘I’ea,t Reduction to Clea,l'

ed in the Gazette this week.

The Story deals with life
as it isand in no way exag-
gerates it.. The authoress
is well known and thorough-
ly understands how to tell
a story in the most interest-
ing manner.

Buy the Gazette and
read

SHIRLEY CARSTONE

You will find it interest-
ing. .

This week’s Gazette will
also contain several articles
of special interest, includ-
ing Part IV of Life in St.
John, in which Social
Life in St. John is dealt
with.

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,

Published every Saturday Morning, from the
office No. 21 Canterbury street.
JOHN A. BOWES; Ep1ToR AND MANAGER.

ST. JOHN, N. B., SATURDAY, APRIL 7, 1888.

Trm SAToRDAY GAZETTE is the only Saturday
~aper in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu-

tvely to family and general matters.

It will be sent to any address in Canada or the
@nited States, on receipt of thesubseription price,
$4.00 per annum ; 50 cents for six months.

Contributions on all subjects, in which Cana-
ians are interestd, will always be welcome. Cor-
respondents will oblige by making their n‘ticlea
as brief as the subjéct will allow, and are also par-
tionlarly requested to write on one side of the
paper only. The writer’s name and address must

y every tion. Rejected MSS
will be returned to the writers.

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

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

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

Address all communications to

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

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

l'.?y Thursday noon.

Bill of Fare for Six Persons.

Calf’s-Head Soup.
Cantaloupe.
Black Bass, Burgundy Sauce,
Lamb Chops. Tomato Sauce. Mashed Potatoes.
¥ried Egg Plant. Green Peas,
Roast Goose. Apple Sauce.
Lettuce, French Dressing.
Strawberries. _ Whipped Cream.
Angel Cake.
Fruits.

Bracg Bass, Burcunpy Savce.—Clean
a black bass of about four pounds, put it
in the fish-kettle to boil, adding half a
bottle of claret. Thenlet it simmer for
half an hour on the back of the
range. Take half a pint of Spanish sauce,
put in a saucepan with two wineglasses
of red wine, reduce one quarter, and
serve.

Spanisa Savce—Melt two ounces of
butter in a saucepan, to which add two
ounces of flour, and put on a gentle fire,
stirring until colered a nice brown; then
mix with the flour and butter a pint of
starch, an ounce and a half of lean raw
ham, a carrot, an onion, a piece of celery,
two cloves, a pinch of salt and ‘pepII){er,
and stir until beginning to boil. Re-
move the saucepan to the back of the
range, 8o as tosimmer gently for an hour;
skim off the grease carefully and strain

LR B

SHIRLEY CARSTONE is the
title of a New Serial to be com-
menced this week. It should be |
read by everyone. {

of a small community.

Itis the interests of the trade of the
country that the harbors and canals
should be free. Canadais anew country.
An immense sum of money has been
taken out of the treasury of the country
for the building of raillways, canals
and the facilitating of trade gener-
ally, With our railway system complet-
ed from the West to the East we have
an opportunity of sharing with such ports
ag New York, Boston and Baltimore
the trade of the larger settled Western
States. Buttodo this we must be able
to offer superior inducements over these
ports. This can only be done by the
Federa! Government making eur princ -
pal ports free.

St. John occupies a differeni position
from other Canadian ports. Her people
own their own harbor but unfortunately
we are so overburdened with debt that
it is impossible to deal as liberally with
shipping as we would like to. Nor are
we able to make those improvements in
the harbor which all admit to be neces-
gsary. Tho placing of the harbor in com-
mission would materially aid us. It would
relieve all citizens, rich and poor alike,
and prove a boon to the entire. commu-
nity by reducing permanently taxation.
Besides, the. harbor commission would
be the firststep in the direction .of mak-
ing ours a free harbor. It is known now
that we cannot maintain a free harbor
however much we would like to, and
that while in theory it is a fine thing to
own our harbor, yet, the ownership is a
disadvantage alike to ourselves and the
trade of the country. We earnestly hope
that the time is not far distant when the
harbor will be put into commission be-
leiving that a commission means, within
a short ime, a free harbor.

The soap manufacturing business
which has beén so successfully carried
on for a quarter, of a century by Alex.
Stewart will in future be conducted by
his sons, Andrew and William A. The
young men are both eminently qualified
for the business they have taken up—
and which has practically been under
their control during the long iliness of
their father. They start in life with bril-
liant prospects and the hest wishes of
hosts of friends.

The Globe Job Office has issued a mag-
nificent calendar for the ensaing three
months. The design is at once novel
and attractive while it alsodisplays much
genuine artistic ability on the part of the
designer, Mr. W. Lawson. The press-
work and composition both display ex-
cellent workmanship and are highly
creditable to the Globe Job Office and its
foreman, Mr. Lawson.

Quite a number of fashionable private
entertainments were held Easter week,
and the gossips hayve it that more
are to be held during the forthcoming
weeks. The chiefevent now discussed is
the marriage at an early day of a repre-
sentative barrister to the daughter of a
leading merchant.

Max O’Rell the famous author of John
Bull and His Island and several kindred
volumes is to lecture in St. John about
the 17th instant. Max O'Rell is deserv-
ing of a bumper house and a royal wel-
come at the hands of the St. John people
generally.

The Flying Yankee made her first trip
of the season on Monday last. This will
prove a great accommodation to the
travelling public, and demonstrates that
the New Brunswick Railway is under an
enterprising management.
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The Officers of the Sixty-Second Fnsi-
liers are to have a ball next Thursday
evening at the cfub. It will be the most
swell event ever held under the auspices
of the club.

Mr. D. J. Jennings, the Union Street
Bookseller, has just received a fine lot of
scribbling books which he is selling at

prices ranging from two to ten cents.
@ —— -

It has been discovered that kisses—

love kisseswe mean—are full ofelectricity.
Now we know why old maids have
always described them as shocking.

A young author whose books, though
brilliant, do not reach a large circula-
tion, recently asked the writer of “Mr.
Potter of Texas” how he was satisfied
with the sales of that book. . “Oh, very
well,” answered Mr. Gunter; “I've sold a
couple tons of it.”

The latest literary project in Chicagois
that for the publication of America, a new
weekly paper. Several leading pens
have been engaged for America, which
will have for its managing editor Mr.
Slason Thompson, on of the bright writers
of the Chic Daily News. - Julian
Hawibhorne will have charge of the liter-
ary criticisms. The president of the com-

first namber of America, for which we
have the best wishes, will appear on
April 7th.

Colonel Higginson says in Harper’s
Bazar, that when he “was planning in
the autumn of 1861 to enlist a regiment
for the civil war, it occurred tohim to in-
vite the celebrated John B. Gough to go
as chaplain, since his personal magnetism
and eloquence, although he was not a
clergyman, would be felt through the
whole Union army. On inquiry it turn-
od out that Mr. Gough was absolutely
fettered by his own large earnings and

rofuse charities; he could easily earn
&0 or $100 a day the year ronnd by lec-
turing; but all this large income was
mortgaged in advance to young men
whom he was educating an! poor_fami-
lies whom he was supporting, so-that he
absolutely could not afford to stop work
for a moment. Had he been poorer, he
could have gone.”

“The Great Cryptogram,” Mr. Don-
nelly’s thousand-page volume, will be is-
sued on the first of May. The delay in
publication is thus explained by the
author: “I can not dip into this text, at
any point, with any of the primal root-
numbers, without unearthing a story
which coheres gerfectly with the narrtive
told by the other members. And this
has been one cause of the delay in pub-
lishing my book. I have been tempted
to go on and on, working out the marvel-
ous tale ; and I have heaps of fragments
which I have not now time to put into
sh:'ge for publication. I have been like
Aladdin in the garden—I turn from one
jewel—laden tree to another, scarce know-
ing which to plunder, while my publish-
ers are calling down the mouth of the
cave for me to hurry up.” :

e ey el TR
An AstonishedEnglishman.

A newly arrived Englishman was told
that the editor of the North American
Review would, that night, deliver a
learned lecture, and that if he desired to
become informed upon live issues in
America he should attend. He did so,
and the next day he wrote as follows to
a London newspaper:

“The Americans are surely a very pe-
culiar people. Last night I went to hear
a well-known gentleman lecture on what
these people term live issues, and I must
say that I never heard a more ridiculous
discourse. The people laughed in his
very face, but he did not appear to mind
it. He talked about absurd things, and
spoke of shoving his flst into the bosom
of the night, and went on at some length
to tell of a dog that had fleas. Idid not
want to be rude, but I really laughed. I
actually expected to see the people mob
the fellow, he was so very, very queer.”

He had teen “steered” against Bill
Nye.—[Arkansas Traveller.

Married Her Unruly Pupil.

Some time ago County Superintendent
Taylor of Des Moines was called to the
county to settle a trouble which had
arisen in a school. The differences arose

over the fact that a young lady teacher
had severely flogged three young men
who were attending sehool. The super-
intendent made due investigation of the
case, got acquainted with all the parties
and settled the difficulty. Since then
the superintendent has received an inyi-
tation to a wedding, and to his surprise
the parties were the young lady school
ma’am and one of her unruly pupils
whom she had chastised. There will be
little question in that hcusehold who is
the woman of the house.—[Omaha Bee.
L (o :

D. Lothrop & Co. offer two thousand
dollars in ninety-four prizes, the largest
of which is five hundred dollars and the
least five dollars, for writings, no matter
on what subject or of what length, fit for
publication ~ in Wide-Awake. Only
“American or British-American school
people, from primary school to college
sresident,” may compete. Dr. E. E. Hale,
President J. B. Angell, and Mr. Maurice |
Thompson will act as the committee of
award. The manuscripts must be sub-
mitted before July 1, 1838,

S
We have received some verses entitled, |

«I Am Waiting.” ‘The poem isn’t; we |
have sent it back.—[Texas. Siftings. |

pany is Hobart Chatfiield Taylor. The | ol

ollows:
“All that certain lot, a parcel of land situate,| B

the Saturpay Gazerre. Canterbury St.

Notice of Sale

To Norval Smith and Margaret Ann, his wife, and
all others whom it may concern:

We hereby give you notice that in default of
payment of certain mortgage moneys owing to me
the undersigned Margret Anne Parnther by
virtue of the Indenture of Mortgage executed by
them, bearing date the sixth day of April, A. D.
1886, we shall on WEDNESDAY, the twenty-third
day of Masv, next, at Chubb’s bomqr,m Prince
William Street, in the City of Saint John, at
twelve o’clock noon, proceed to a sale of the
mortgage lands described in said Indenture as

“lying and being in_the Parish of Weldford afore-
“said conveyed to the said Norval Smith by one
“John Coil and Mary, his wife, byDeed bearing date
he twenty-eighth _Aia of August, A. D. 1872,
d and described as follows, that is to say
bounded northerly by the Beckw! ad
icihbucto (so called) southerly by the Harley
Road so callel; westerly b%a. Brook mnmng from
said Harley Road to said Beckwith Road beinga
triangular piece of land, the whole at present oc-
cupied by said Norval Smith,and supposed to
containabout fifty acres,” in exeeution of the
wer of sale vested in me the shid Margret Ann
arnther; by virtue of said Indenture.

Dated the Jourth day of April, A, D. 1888,
D, B. PARNTHER.

A. H..DEMILL, M. A. PARNTHER.
Bolicitor for Mortgagee.

ASSESSORS’ NOTICE

THE BOARD OF ASSESSORS OF TAXES
for the City of S8aint John, in the present year,
hereby require all persons liable to berated, forth-

with to furnish to the Asseesors. ‘

True Statements of all their Real
Estate, Personal Estate and
Income,

and thereby give notice that Blank Forms, on
which statements may be furnished under the City
Assessment Law, can be obtained at the office of
the Assessors, and that such statements must be
perfected under oath, and filed in this office of the

‘Assessors within THIRTY DAYS from the date

of this notice,
Dated this second day of April, A. D. 1888.
WM. F. BUN’l;lIaL‘ilr%‘n’ A“?fmrs

JOHN WILSON.

URIAH DRAKE, Taxea.

Extracts from “The Saint Johm City
Asses!

sment Aet of 1852.”

Sec. 23—“The_Assessors shall ascertain, as
“nearly as possible, the particulars of the real
“estate, the personal estate,and the income of any
“persom who has not brought in a statement in ac-
“cordance with their notice and as regmreq by

ereof, at
“the true value and_amouat, to the best of their
“information and belief; and such estimate shall
“be conclusive upon all persons who have not filed
“their statements im due time, unless they can

“this law, and shall make an estimate t

“show a reasonable excuse for the omission.”

23—""No person shall

“that there was _ 1 A
sswas not filed in due time, as therein provided.”

ROBERT C. BOURKE & CO.,

61 Charlotte Street.

HYACINTHS,

. 5. Crokshank,
FLORIST,

O0ld Burying Ground and

Foot of Golding St,
Has for Sale, cut

ROSES, CARNATIONS, HY ACINTHS, TULIPS,

CHINESE PRIMROSES, CAMELLIAS. &e.

ULBS, in blessom and about to blos-
som ;

TULIPS, CRO-

CUSES, SNOWDROPS, &c.

| EASTER AND CALLA LILIES.
GERANIUMS, many new varieties

and all the flower and foliage
plants usually found in a first class
greenhouse.

' SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Src. have an abatement
“unless he has filed with the Assessors the state-
“ment, under oath, within the time herein before
*required; nor shall the Common Council in any
““such case sustain an appeal from the judgment
“of the Assessors, unless they shall be satisfied
cause why the statement

LADIES' AND MILITARY WORK
A BPECIALTY. )

DeFOREST & MARCH,
MERCHANT TAILORS.

DeFOREST.

F.
FOSTER’S CORNER,
42 KING STREET.

A,

For Family

D. WHELLY,

9 Canterbury St.

Plumber & Gas Fitter
Steam and Hot Water Heating,

JOBBING FPROMPTLY

ATTENDED TO,

Satisfaction guaranteed.

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

OYSTERSSHELLED

By the Quart or Gallon and sent
! home from

18 King Square.

J. D. TURNER.

THXE

Or Stationery Department

WEDDING, INVITATION. VISITING,
HOME AND BALL CARDS, &c.

DINNER AND MENU CARDS;
COLOR STAMPING:

DIES, MONOGRAMS, CRESTS,
ARMS Cut to order.

Designs furnished, when required.

COATS

We have exceptional faeilities for executing
promptly and in the latest styles all orders en-

trusted to us.

Also all kinds of LEGAL AND MERCANTILE
STATIONERY AND PRINTING carefully and

promptly supplied.

J. & A. McMILLAN,

Booksellers, Stationerz, Printers, Blank Book

Manufacturers, &ec.

100 Prince William Street.

AT

OF

New Branswick Railway Co.

AKE pleasure in making the following an-
nouncement of a THROUGH TRAIN SEK-
VICE, to go into effect on MONDAY, Agril 2nd,
1888, including the re-establishment of the popu-
lar FAST EXPRESS, St. John to Boston: also,
the Pullman Parlor Car Service between St. John
and Bangor. On_and after above date, until
further notice, trains will run as follows—Eastern
Standard Time:—

Leave L1

8.40 i .
A}"r.:B g e o

7.10 i
2 1.50am, 1245
Boston. ... 30 pm, 6.20 am. 4.453$

(a) Pullman Parlor Car attached. (b) E

Saturday, Pullman Sleeping Car attmhsa s s

| For Tickets, Time Tables, Berths or Seats

in Pullman Sleeping or Parlor Cars, information

respecting routes, ete., apply to Company’s Ticket

S?ig'e' Corner Union and Mill streets,or at the
ation.

J. F. LEAVITT,
Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.
St. John, N. B., March 16th, 1883.

pm
am

"

F. W. CRAM.
Gen. Manager.

ESTABLISHED 1854,

The Subscriber has opened a large stock of
French, English,

Irish and Canadian
Tweeds.

These goods are. of the very best quality
and newest patterns, and will be made

up to order at very low prices.

JOHN H. BUTT,

Merchani Tailor,
68 Germain Street.

Scotch,

J. D. McAvity,

Family Grocer
39 BRUSSELS ST.

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

Hard and Soft Coeal

TDaliverad to at narts 0. the City,

LN

Mens', Youths' and boys.

Scotch, English and Canadian

TWEED SUITS, %VERCOA T8,
ULSTERS and REEFERS.
Fine Corkscrew and Diagonal
SUITS,OVERCOATS, ULSTERS
and REEFERS.

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

150 Chamois Lined and Rub-
ber Lined Blizzard Coats.

500Pairs Men’sall-wool work-
ing l’a.n'csé from $1.90 to

Fi o fr Casiom Work
lish Tweed Suitings,

Scotch and E
Corkscrew and Diagonal Suitings.

Beaver, Pilot, Meltons and
Nap-Cloth Overcoatings.

English Hairline Trousering
in all the latest patterns.

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

You shonld call and examine my fine stock of
Gents’ Furnishing Goods
IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATT, RTS,
FLANNEL TOP SHIRTS, Fanc; %ronst&lli,ICATSR-
DIGAN JACKETS, WOOL : GLOVES, KID
. COLLA TIES, WHITE LINEN
HANDKERCHIEFS, SILK HANDKERCHIEFS,
%IiAWL PS, BRACES, TRUNKS,

STRA
LISES, &o.

100 dozen all-wool Shirts and
Drawers, at the ;

City Market Clothing Hall,

51 Charlotte Street,

T. YOUNGCLATS.
NOW OFPEN

AT
87 CHARLOTTE ST.,

MURDOCH'S
NEW FRUIT

< -AND-—

Confectionery  Store.

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

JOSEPH A. MURDOCH.
7 CHARLOTTE ST.. ST. JOHN. N. R.

THOS. L.. BOURKE,

11, 13 and 25 WATER ST.
CHAMPAGNES.

Leading High Brands—Qts. & P{s.
MOSELLE. rq
SAUTERNE AND CLARETS.
BELFAST SODA and
CANTRELL AND COCHRANE
GINGER ALE

- AND WHOLESALE.

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

. BRANDIES.
"~ HOLLAND G»T

JUST LANDING. .

Special Highland Blend W hiskey.

GZAELIC—OLD SMUGGLER.
THE “PROVOST,” IRISH.
“ “VICEROY,H “
“SHAMROCK,” IRISH.
“GRO. ROE” * and **¥,

THOS. L. BOURKE.

New Cloths

FOR WINTER,

I HAVE I‘{OV{I(&% %QND A FULL
Winter  Overcoatings,

SUITINGS AND ULSTERINGS

To which I invite the attention
of my Customers.

A. R. CAMPBELL,

46 KING STREET,

cloni ot gk Store

3
“
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IN THE BY-WAYS AND HEDGES.

What the lmmr Hears Other People
Talking Abeout and His Views on
Things in General.

If one believes in luck at all, he must
believe that the Vancouver is a very un-
lucky ship. She had the misfortune to
be commanded by Captain Porter on her
trip out to this port, and as a result of
this command the people of St. John
were treated to the most revolting tales
' of cruelty ever heard in our police court.
But the ship had no part in this, save to
be the scene of the cruelties. She wasin
need of repairs when she arrived here,
and when these repairs had been made
and the vessel pronounced seaworthy,
she was fitted out and got ready for sea
once more. A new captain was put in
command, and a new crew, officers and
all shi , and the vessel set her sails
and tfmed her course across the Atlan-
tic. Seven days out and she returned tc
port, her crew contending that the vessel
was not seaworthy. At first public sym-
pathy was with the crew, and persons
were willing to believe anything, but
when the vessel was examined by the
proper authorities she was pronounced
perfectly seaworthy. Then anot!er re-
port wasg8sked for, and two good men
sent aboMéd to examine and report on the
condition of the vessel independent of
the portwardens. They not only sub-
stantiated the first report, but came out
more strongly than ever in favor of the
seaworthiness of the ship, and the magis-
trate sentenced the mutinous crew to
three months in jail each. This is all
very well so far as the sailors are con-
cerned, but it is rough on the citizens to
have to feed a lot oflazy, hulking fellows,
too ugly or too cowardly to do their duty
as men ought to do it.

* * *

Time was when the men who went to
sea were the bravest and best of our
countrymen. There are some of them
still scattered around among ship’s
crews, but it too often happens in these
days that the name sailor means a
treacherous, grumbling rascal, who has
pé more sense of honor,decency, or truth
‘than a sneak thief. It happans at times
that in & whole ship's crew there is not a
man who would not blackmail the offi-
cers or join in a conspiracy to ruin the
characters of the men under whom they
served to “get even” for some alleged
slight or insult. There are brates on the
quarter-deck. but it seldom happens that
there are angels in the forecastle. In the
first case it is right and proper to deprive
men who are unfit to command of the
power to abuse their fellow creatures.
As it is now if wholesale chargea are
made agalnst the officers of a ship by the
crew, the judge and jury hear but one
gide of the casa. And being by their
oaths bound to judge the case by the evi-
dence, are obliged to decide the case on
the hearing of one side. ‘I believe this
law should be considered, so as to give
all sides a hearing, There may be some
temptation fora man charged with a
crime to commit perjury, but such at-
tempts are generally seen through very
easily, and in cases of conspiracy the
temptation to lie is equally strong on the

part of the accusers.
*

* *

I have heard a good deal of comment
recently on the statement that a man can
live on $300 and bring up a family. That
a man and a family of three or four chil-
dren can live on this sum of money has
been demonstrated practically by num-
bers of people. But how do those who
are forced by circumstances get along on
this small sum of money? Clothing,
house rent and fuel eat up two-thirds of
the total sum, and it must require a large
amount of economy to purchase food
enough to supply this family of five for
say $2a week. Itis possible to do a
great many things, butin my humble
opinion, it is impossible to live comfort-
ably on-$300 a year.

* * *

When a man adds to the statement
that it is not only possible to live on $300
a year, but that it is also possible to save
meney. I am of the opinion that the gen-
tleman who makes the statement has
never tried to do with so small amount
of money. It is a very simple thing to
sit down and figure out theoretically how
certain expenditures may be kept within
certain bounds, but it is notorious that a
man does not always enjoy good health,
and that it oftentimes occurs that the
sofffe of prices at which one expects to
buy certain things averages higher than
was expected. Taking everything into
consideration, including the unforeseen
expenditures that necessarily arise, and
the margin over the actual cost of food
and clothing will be fonnd very small. I
am glad to say, however, that very few
of our people are forced to lived on so
small a sum of money as $300 a year,and
1 hope to see the time when working
men and women will earn much larger
pay than they do at the present time.

* * *

I have on numerous occasions called
the attention of the Common Council to
the condition of the old burial ground.
It is the only place wherein a dollar of
the city’s money is spent in adornment
and the sum is so small that it practical-
ly amounts to nothing. Within the en-
closure bounded by the dilapidated fence
are the ashes of the founders of a nation,
men whe had the courage to leave a
coantry whose constitution was disliked
by them and lay the foundation of 2 new
state. Yet the decendents of those men

neglect ty the last degree the resting
place of the founders of the city. Thisis
not justice, while it is foolish to neglect
the living in honoring the dead, still we
should not sltogether forget the men who
came to St.John and by their industry
and toil founded what is the leading city
iu the Maritime Provinces, and what is
destined to be the gate-way of the trade
of the Dominion.

*

I hope therefore this year that the
council will so increase the grant for
beautifying the old burial ground, as to
make it such a place that every stranger
will visit it. It 1s a national cemetery,
and to every student of history possesses
interest, and it is therefore fitting and
proper that the people at large should
contribute towdrds beautifying it, that
a wretched fence should be replaced by a
new one, and if there are no funds for
that purpose this year, then the fence
should be repaired and made to present
a decent appearance. As it is now, the
fence is in such a condition that the place
is infested with dogs and cats who do
much damage, and render it almost im-

possible to make the place presentable.
* * *

* v

The discussion of the public school
system by practical school teachers in
the Sun ought to do good. The great
trouble has been that teachers have not
taken enough interest in their work and
as a consequenc the suggestions have of-
ten come from those who know least of
the requirements of a school system. I
would like to see the question of com-
pulsory education for cities considered
by teachers, educationalists and others,
who know the working of the present
system. There is no question whatever,
that education lessens crime, and this is
to some extent the reason for the exis-
tence of a system of public schools. The
question of industrial education, which
would include also agricultural training,

should be considered by those who have
in view the benefit and improvement of

the race.
Tue LOUNGER.

Fuhhnv Notes.

Stringless bonnets are used only for
éarriage and visiting wear. Nearly
every young woman has one of red tulle
in her collection of head gear.

The open panel skirt or long tunic over
one of different fabric is daily gaining in
favor. About a fifth of the dresses one
sees on the street just now have under-
skirts of copper-celored cloth.

All the shades of Gobelin blue seem
to be the favorite wear just at present.
It is seen in casnmere and ladies’ cloth
and is usually combined with either vel-
vet or plush of the same shade, and has
touches of gold or silver braid.

Belts are becoming fashionable again.
They are used with a great many even-
1ng dresses, made of broad, heavy belting
ribbon of the same shade as the gown
and held in place with an old paste
buckle, if procurable.

. A perfect fitting long coat of broad-
cloth is now the most fashionable street
wear for matrons. Jackets are held to be in
better taste for young Firls. These coats
are of dark blue, Gobelin blue, blue gray,

Tay, brown, or terra-cotta, and for those
n mourning, black. They are usually
ornamented with a%pliques of silk pas-
sementerie back and ffont and have a
deep collor of fur, the wide open sleeves
being also bordered with either black
mart>n, otter, the long-haired fur known
sometimes as “monkey,” and women who
can afford it use Russian or Alaska sable.

A pretty theatre costume worn at
Da y’s the other night by a blonde was
of black merveilleux draped with black
point d’esprit. This was sewed in bands
of two inches wide alternating with bands
of black satin ribbon, givix’}g it the effect
of a striped material he draperies
were drawn high on one hip, showing the
merveilleux petticoat and a broad satin
sash was combined with the black drap-
eries. - The lace sleeves were slightly
g;lﬁ'ed on the shoulders, the inner sleeves

ing plain, and the lace wasgathered in
to the throat where it was held by a wide
band of gold braiding encircling the col-
lar, the finishing of the sleeves being
gimilar. The hat worn with this costume
was of white felt encircled with two
bands of white moire ribbon with up-
right loops on one side, where were set
an aigrette of heron p.umes and two tiny
white birds.

Some of the new polonaises have point-
ed yokes of Lyons velvet, with a deep

in'ed girdle of the same at the waist.

hese are pretty only upon slender fig-
ures. The military collar and close
gleeves are also of velvet, this rich garui-
ture being enhanced in effect by an a

lique work of silk and metal cords in

ersian designs. Other polonaises are
open all the way down the front over a
galoon trimmed plastron, and still others
are slashed up the sides and at the back
cver skirts of watered silk or velve.

The three sorts of gowns in highest
favor for mild Lenten festivities is first
black lace. This is largely combined
with gold braid. Next comes gowns of
white woollen fabrics, such as cashmere,
ladies’ clotn orserge, and these haie gen-
erallgl vests of white China crepe, and are
braided profusely with gold, silver cr cop-
Eer: Third on t{;e list comes poppy-red

“hina crepe, wirich drapes exquisitely, is
easy to fit and is becoming to almost
everyone. This is combined with tulls
of the same shape for garniture, and in
some charming frocks this tulle, which is
used for vest and trimming of sleeves and
at the throat, is embroidered in gold.

Twenty years ago the mingling of yel-
low and green would have been looked
upon with horror, but the esthetic revi-
val has taught the modistes many new
possibilities of combinations in color.
One of the prettiest of the dinner gowns
made for a young lady who left last week
for Florida was a pale apricct China silk
figured in gold fleur de lys. The plain
petticoat has a broad band of light olive
velvet around it, and the long full drap-
eries had a narrow edz2e of the same.
The bodice was cut V-shaped back and
front, the openine being edged with vel-
vet and folds of green and yellow tulle
were next the bare neck. The half-long
sleeves were finished in the same man-
ner. There were gilt buttons and pale
tan gloves, and the wearer used as orna-
ments a string of gold beads and a carved

gold comb.

FOR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

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

Talking and Thinking Aboul.

The demand for artistic dresses is
creating a new field of remunerative
work for young women artists. An as-
sociation is being formed to supply the
demand, and the artist’s training and
powers will find wide scope in color, form
and arrangement of costumes. Mrs.
Cleveland’s pansy dress, and the one of
poppy design worn at the French ball
recently, will be outshone. The first
work of the acsociation, it is rumored,
will be robes for a fashionable Eastor
luncheon. Although there will not be a
chance for the rich coloring, harmonious
tones, and eftective contrasts which will
be presented later by the association,
these Easter costumes will be extremely
beautiful—delicate tints and exquisite
drapery and embroidery forming suffici-
ent material for artistic work. These are
all to.be flower gowns. The Easter lily
robe will be of white satin and gold
thread embroidery;the yellow daffodil, of
pale yellow crape and delicate green silk;
the crocus, violet satin with veinings of
darker silk, and so through the required
number of spring flowers.

* * »,

The family of a wealthy young lady of
fashionable New York has recently come
into possession of a Vermont farm, and
the adventurous damsel is organizing a
party of her friends to accompany her to
a sughring-off in a Vermont maple grove.
A merry time is anticipated, and as the
party propose to do the sugaring them-
selves, their friends may expect cakes of
the original sweet. The novelty of the
idea alone is sure to make it a success,
for fashionable people are always on the
alert for some odd form of entertainment.
Last year a sugaring-off party was given
by another society girl here in her city
home. The plate of hot syrup was poured.
Pickles, old-fashioned doughnuts, real
country cider, and nuts constituted the
rest of the regulation fare, and the affair
was such a jolly one that the guests are

hoping for a repetition this season.
* * *

On a parlor car coming from Canada to
New York the other day two ladies who
were fellow passengers entered into con-
versation. One was Mrs. Robinson, wife
of the recent Lieutenant-Governor of On-
tario and a literary woman of note. She
was en route for England, and she spoke
to hef American acquaintance with con-
siderable feeling of the Queen's method‘
of the world. Her husband had received
imperative orders to return home at once,
and she had only two hours to pack her
trunks and arrange the affairs of the
household and prepare for the journey
across the ocean. rs. Robinson 1n her

ounger days was a famous singer, and
fore her marriage to the Lieuténant-
Governor had accumulated a consider-
able property. When, however, by her
marriage she found herself no longer in
need of her propertv or of her abilities to
make her living, she turned every penny
of it into a fund for the founding of a
hospital for incurables. This institution,
built almost entirely with the money that
she had earned as a singer, has become
one of the most important public charities

of Ontario.

* »

A great friend of Worth and a very re-
markable figure 1n Paris is his corsettere.
He refuses to fit any dress until the
“fittee” is clothed in ‘one of madame’s
admirable confections of bone and steel.
She charges outrageous prices, $45 for a
corset of simple coutil with a bit of lace
around the edge, and when it is of satin
or silk and elaborately got up she asks
anywhere from $75 to $100. She makes
no pretense that such asum represents
the value of the material in the corset,
but thinks that not tod much to' ask for
the inimitable figures she creates with
her wonderful knowledge of the necessi-
ties of the female form. No mattef how
thin or how stout the customer, she
manages to give her what she calls
“lines,” and it is for this she expects to
be paid. She has made a fortune out of
her corsets and has one of the most beauti-
ful hotels in Paris. Almostany hourinthe
late afternoon if one drops in there he
will find the beautiful drawing-rooms
filled with duchesses, princesses, women
of the noblest name and the largest for-
tune. They sit about drinking tea and
gossiping with Madame, who moves from
group to group with scme bit of news
which she imparts with an air of confi-
dence to each one. She is elegantly per-
fect in her own costume and has the
manners and beauty of a gra ide dame,
yet she does not make the smallest effort
to assume any air of equality with the
frequenters of her salon, preserving in a
very remarkable combination her same
self-respect and a patent realization all
the while that these women are her
customers and not her guests. They find
this so soothing and satisfactory that
they rar ly fail to drop in for tea and for
Madame’s budget of the latest gossip.
She nsed to remain in the fitting-roomns
all the morning directing her subordi-
nates, and Mrs. Bradley Martin always
declared when Madame came to give a
little pinch to the satin and direct the
inserting of a new pin that she felt as if
she were being waited on by a grand
duehess. Now she is growing old and
is training her pretty daughter-in-law to
take her place. This belle-fille is the
child of a rich manufacturer and brought
a handsome dower, but so valuable is t e
corset business that she was at once
initiated into its mysteries, and will con-
tinue it when her mother-in-iaw retires
from business and goes to end her days
in her handsome country place.

A Family Friend.

Dear Sirs,—We have used Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil for sore throat and colds, and
always can depend on it to cure. We
also use it for sore shoulders on our
horses.
P, ©. Ont.

What Women all Over the World ar( |

Mrs. Wm. Hughey, Wilberforce |

MARITIME HAPPENINGS,

An In.. cesting Collection of Odd Xtems
From all Sources.

The new steamer La Tour, Capt. W. H.
C'ook, will'be placed on the route between
Yarmouth and Barrington about the 10th
of this month.

Migs Rutt Stoddart, school teacher at
Bear Point, Shelburne Co., N. 8., has
just ccmpleted a quilt which is a mar-
vellous' specimen of female patience
and skill: Itis of a very hand-
some design, containing 208 squares, 832
diamoncs, with 1240 stitches- to a dia-
mond, meking in all 1,031,680 stiches.

A boy'five years old, named Henry,
fell into a well 32 feet deep at Stanley
Bridge, York Co., a few days ago. ®His
mother heard his cries, and his father
and some neighbors procured ladders and
ropes and managed to rescue him. He
was. unconscious when taken from the
well, but soon recovered.

Says the Truro Guardian:— Wkile
closing the points at Campbell’s Siding
on the Pictou Branch, recently, a brake-
man noticed a bear, which appeared to
have an uncommonly hungry look,
prowling around. The man made quick
time in reaching the van and consider-
ably alarmed his companions by his ex-
cited and terrified appearance. After he
recovered, himself sufficiently throwing
up ‘his hands while his hair gradually
resumed a horizontal position, he ex-
claimed, “bears !”

Messrs, Graham, Tupper & Co., solici-
tors, of Halifax, have received instruc-
tions from R D. McGibbon, of Montreal,
representing R. D. Oyley Carte, to insti-
tute, legal proceeding against the Ross
Amateur Dramatic Club for having pro-
duced the “Sorcerer,,’ for which he iolds
the right in America. Tue case is caus-
ing any amount of taik in Halifax as the
n;embers of the club ar2 all society peo-
ple.

A mother and her daughter were the
brides in a double wedding at Spring
Hill, N. 8, one day recently.

Mr. Barry Straton, of Fredericton,
author of “Lays of Love,” “The Building
of the Bridge,” “The Hunter's Hand-
book,” &c.; is engaged on a work entitled
“The Gallant Deeds of CanadianS-ldiers.”

An Amherst correspondent sends par-
ticulars of the mysterious operations of
some parties who are digging for gold.
They used a mineral rod which . directed
them to a kitchen floor. They havesince
been digging under the building, and it
is said struck a box, which moved on
one of the party speaking. They have
since been following the box, withgwhat
result is not stated. . g

A Pugwash correspondent of the Am-
herst Gazette writes :— Wm. Moody, who
celebrated his 107th birthday on Satur-
day, the 10th ult., is still enjoying good
health, although indisposed for a few
days lately.

The feat of crossing the Strait of Canso
on the ice from Hasting to Port Mulgrave
was performed on Monday, February 27,
when a slaigh, to which was attached
two horses, went across. Crossing the
Strait.on the ice is an event that may not
occur again for a century.

The first settlers who ventured into the
Aroostook wilderness, transported their
corn and groeeries 300 t0400 miles up the
8t. John river in dug-outs and batteaux.
Their staple food was vension and trout.
The houses of these ‘Acadians had but
one room, with bunks arcund the walls.
Each family had one pig, and he usually
was a member of the yxpusehold.

The Truro Guardian published a list of
“people” who pay for the Guardian. Un-
less the Guardian differs from most
papers, the other list will be the largest
—a dun sight.

<

SOMETHING ABOUT MARBLE.

Before the Labor Commission.

Mr. Wnm. Kane of Kane & Co., marble
and stoune cutters said, had been in busi-
ness for fifteen years. It had increased
a little in that time. Did not do much
granite cutting. Granite was cut princi-
pally for grive-yard purposes. Marble
was got. principally through- Boston.
Italian and Vermont martle was used,
the latter principally, as it stood the
weather better. The men got about $2.50.
Usually employed a couple of boys, who
remained till their time was up, and
sometimes after that. They were paid
$1.50 a week at first, and 50 cents in-
crease until the fourth year when they
got $1 advance. His present hands had
been with him five years and upwards.
Noue of them owned property. Polishers
earned $1 a day the year around.

The idga that Vermont marble of the
quality used here, was Letter than the
Italtan seemed so ridiculous, that the
GazeTTE Wwas promptéd to make enquiries
in the matter of one of the oldest and
largest marble firms in Boston. The fol-
lowing i8 their reply. There is no doubt
but that the best Vermont marble is

about as good as any in the world, but of
the best Vermont marble there was never
a cubic foot brought to St. Jobn.

We do not hesitate to say after thirty-
six years experience in the marble busi-
ness and during that time having handl-
ed all the different kinds of marble that
are quarried, we have found the Italian
marble suverior to any other marble that
is quarried either in Europe or America
for monumental purposes. It is much
finer grained than any American marble,
and is of even tixture, and gives much
better satisfaction to our customers. The
Boston dealers use Italian marble ex-
clusively, for it sells on its own merits.
We ran furnjsh you any kind of marble
vou may sell, but do not hesitate to sa
you will'make no mistake in recommend-
ing the Ttalian to your customers, as it is
in our judgment the best in the market.

Yours,
Torreys & Co.

Swinburne is scarcely five feet in
height, his face is ghastly pale, and his
immense head is covered with great
masses of wild, unkempt_hair, while his
mouth is small, almost girlish in its ex-
pression. He is shy of women, but ho 18
fond of the society of artists and men of
letters. He has a perfect horror of the
brainless dancing girls who fill the fash-
ionable drawing-rooms of London.

Oh, whv down her cheeks do the tear drops full,
Oh, is there an ache in her heart, I wonder?
Her ghoes are new and n size too small, :
My friend, and they’re pinzhing her foet 1'ke
thuader.

MANES & 0
LATEST NOVELTIES

Amerean and English Soft Flexitle Has,

1888. SPRINCG ST Y1L.H  1888.

——

SILK DRESS HATS

IN STOCK AND MADE TO ORDER.

The WINDSOR CAP still a head, leave your order and have one made to
match your spring’suit.

57 ‘KING STRET.
SKINNER'S
Carpet Warerooms

Elegant Wilton Carpets, with 5-8 Borders to Matoh;

Bea.utimil; ]lilrnssels Carpets, New Colorings, 5-8 Borders to
atch; ; . _

Tapestry in Brussels Designs, 5-8 Borders to Match;

A magnificent line of Curtains, in all the New Makes, viz,,
Madras, India Crape, Chenille, Burmah, Turcoman, etec.

Spring Stock Complete in every Départment. As my Stock
is direct from the ManufaeturersTcan guarantee quality.

Prices as low as last year metwithstanding the advance
in England. : : :

A.O. SKINN?LW, 68 King Street.

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,

60 and 62 Prince William Street.
BUILDERS’ HARDWARE:

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

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:

In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE IRONS, COAL VASE?,
DISH COVERS, &e., &e. § 0 e

- PLATED WARE:

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

Call and Examine our Stock, *
Prices as Low ‘ag any inlthe Trade
SPORTING GOODS, suitable for, the;Season.
Wholesale and Retail.

RUBBERS and
RUBBER BOOTS.

Only the BEST quality made.
Call and inspect them and see our list of Testimonials.
——OUR STOCK OF—

RUBBERS, RUBBER BOOTS and all kinds of
RUBBER GOODS _

Is the most complete in Canada.

p&F=Terfect Satisfaction Guaranteed.

AMERICAN RUBBER STORE,
65 CHARLOTTE STREET.

Only Exclusive Rubber Store East of Boston.

S. & M. UNCAR,

32 WATERLOO STREET.

e

Lace Curtains
Cleansed Equal to New at 50c¢. per pair.

We guarantee not to injure the finest of Curtains, and on any one
showing us that we have done so we are prepared to
replace them with new. X

FAMILY WASHING:

60c¢. per dozen.
2 Handkerchiefs or 2 Towels will be counted as one Piece,

SIMEON JONES,

| BREWER.
ALE & PORTER IN WOO0D & BOTTLE

Hogsheads, Barrels, Half-Barrels and Kegs,

—ALSO—

OUART AND PINT BOTTLES

WHEN ORDERING . |FOR YOUR OYSTERS

Your Oysters,
Do not forget the New Oyster Store, !‘ S. BRUCE,S

5 KINC SQUARE. OysterHouse,

Z@~OYSTERS delivered to any part of the | 9 King Square (North side.)
City and Portland.

CHAS. H, JACKSON.

Oysters delivired toall parts of the City. HIDis-
| count made on Family and Hotel Crders... it 28

|
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O sea, thatito these gray and solemn shores

Dost pour thy plaint through all the gircling

years; o -

I would that to my ever listening ears
Some spirit might translate thy language! Roars

The wave that spends its force against the rocks
That its assaults deride; a giant’s pain

It voices! Boft dost thou complain
By pebbly beach to Sumner’s fields and flocks.
Tell-'t thou of cities hid beneath thy breast.?

Of famed Atlantis, known in®tory only?
Of sepulcheres innumerable, where rest

The wrecks of ages, peacefully and lonely?
Tell why thou plainest, melancholy sea !
And the sea answers, Hush, it may not be.

H. L. SPENCER,

- —

The Christmas Tree.

The Christmas tree, stood midst the other trees
‘While at them, she haughtily shook her head;
0, what a nice time I'm going to have,

Besides youn poor trees, in the wood, she said.

Just think, I’'m to live in & city grand,

And there I shall stand in a parlor fine

‘Where, under the gaslight, most gorgously dressed,
My robes will briliantly sparkle and shine.

Thus saying she hastily bid them adieu

For a single hour in a parlor to shine;

For scarce was she dressed till the feast it was o’er,
And then, ah! her lot may it never be mine.

For when winter with all his cold snow storms was

past,

In a wretched back yard her pround form might
be seen

Disrobed of her jewels and costly array,

‘While spring found the trees of the wood dressed
in green.

Ah! friends, how often in life do we find

Thoee who ¢hoose for themselves, the things of
this world,

And see not their folly till all is too late,

And they, like the tree, to destruction are hurled.

Grasping at flowers that prove to be thorns,
Rejecting the path saved sinners have trod

For only one hour in this world to shine,

‘When heaven shines bright, with the glory of God.

Faxny HaMiLrox,

-

Two Lovers.

Two lovers by a mos Spring: ..
The;;l'mned soft cheeks together there,
Mingled the dark and sunny. hair,

And heard the wooing thrushes sing.

- 0, budding time!- -
0, love’s best prime!

Two wedded from the portal step;
The bells made happy carollings,
The air was soft as fanning wings,

While petals on the pathway swept.

0, pure-eyed bride!
0, tender pride}’

Two faces o’er a cradle bent;
Two hands above the head were locked,
These preesed each other while they rocked!

These watched a life that love had sent.

, solemn hour!
0, hidden power!
. Two nts by theevenipg fire; <
e red light'shone lggnt their knees,
On heads that rose by slow degrees;
Like buds upon the lily spire.
0, patient life!
0, tender strife!

The two still sat together there;
The light shone about their knees
But all the heads by slow degrees
Had gone and left the lenely pair.
0, voyage fast! -
0, vanished past!

The red light shone about the floor, .
And made the space between then wide;
They drew their chairs up side by side;
Their pale che¢ks gomed:, and ssid, “Once more!”
, memories! 3 )
0, past that is!

George Elliot.

APPLIED SCIENCE. -

[CONTINUED.]

A blinding glare, anawful flash of over<
powering light blazed before him. His
eyes seented ‘put out by its bewildering in-
tensity, and a little scream of terror es-
caped from his lips. . A hand seized him
by the collar and dragged him over back-
ward upon the floor. Theblazing,
light filled all the room with a glare
more terrible than the lightning. He
recovered his sight, and saw Nemesis
standing above him, revolver in hand, and
with a torch of m: sium wire blazing
fn horrid flames above his head. . i

“Stir hand or foot, and—you under-
stand. There are six chambers, and P'm
8 good shot.”’ . :

‘‘Let me up, you fool, or I'll kill you.”

¢QOh, you surprise me, Mr. Belford. I
thought it was A commaen robber.”! .

‘No, it is not;-se lower -your pistél.”

¢No, sir. You may rise, but make the
slightest resistance and I'll  blow:your
brains into muddy fragments. Sit in that
chair, and when I've secured you properly
T’ll hear any explanation you may make.
Your couduct is wery singulan, Mr. Bel-
ford, to say the least.. That's it. . Sit-down
in the arm chair,” -Now I'm going to tie"
you into it, and on the slightest sign of
resistance I shall fire.’’

The poor, cowed creature sank into
the chai, and the son of science
placed his strange lamp upon the
table. With the revolver still in hand,
he procured a mateh and lit a eandle on
the table. “‘Them he extinguished his
torch, and the overpowering light gave
place to a more agreeable gloom. Then
he took from his pocket a tiny electric
bell and a little battery made of .a small |
ink bottle. , Then he drew forth a small
roll of wire, and securing one end to the
battery, with the revolver still in hand, he
walked round the chair three times, and
bound the thief into it with the slender

“Stop this fooling, boy! | Lower your
revolver, and let me explain matters!”’

“No, sir. When I have you fast so
that you can do no harm, I talk with you
—not before. Hold back your head.
That’s it. Rest it against the chair while
I draw this wire over your throat.”

For God’s sake, stop! Do you intend
to garrote me?”’

. “No. Only I mean to make you se-
cure.”

““This won’t hold me long. I'll break
your wires in a flash, you little fool.”

¢No, you will not. The moment the
wire is parted that bell will ring, and I
shall begin firing and keep it up till you
are disabled or dead.”’

The man swore savagely, but the cold
thread of insulated wire over his throat
thrilled his every nerve. It seemed some
magic bond, mysterious, wonderful and
dreadful. This cool man of science was
an angel of awful and incomprehensible
power. His lamp of such mystic bril-
liance and that battery quite unnerved his
coward heart. What awful torture, what
burning flash of lightning might not rend
him to blackened fragments if the wires
were broken! To such depths of puerile
ignorance and terror did the wretch sink
in his guilty fancy. He dared not move
a muscle lest the wire break. The very
thought of it filled him with unspeakable
agony. The son of science placed himself
before his prisoner. With the revolver at
easy rest he said:

¢Mr. Belford, 1 am going to call help
Do not move while I open the door.”’ .

In mortal terror the wretch turned his
head round to see What was going on.

The two men glared at each other in
silence, and then there was a sound of
opening doors. One closed with an-echo-
ing slam that resounded strangely through
the old house, and then there were light
footsteps in the hall.

‘‘Oh, Elmer! What has happened?”’

‘““Nothing very serious—merely a com-
mon burglar. I called you becanse I
wished help.”

“Yes, I heard the bell.
danger?”

‘“No. Stand back. Do not come into
the room. Call the men and let them
wake the gardener ‘and his son. You
yourself call your father, and bid him
dress and come down at once. And,

Is there no

Alma, keep cool and do not be alarmed. I |

need you, Alma, and jyou must help me.”’

Then the house was very still, and the
watcher paced up and- down before his
prisoner in silence. Then came a hasty
openink of doors, and ‘excited 'steps and
flaring lamps in the hall.

‘“Tis the young doctor. Oh! By mighty!
Here's troubles!?’ - g
_ - “Quiet, men! Keep guiet. Come in.
He cannot hurt you. Have you a rope?”’

The calm voice of the speaker reassured
them, and all three volunteered: to go for
one. :

#No. Oneisenough. And one of you
had better go to Mr. Denny’s room and
help him down stairs. - ¥éu, John; may
stop with me.”

¢Gods! - Sir, he will spring at me!”

“Never you fear. He's fastened into
the chair, Besides"—

‘“Ay, sir, you've the little pet!- That’s
the kind o’ argiment.” 1

‘It is a rather nice weapon—six shooter
—Colt's.”

Presently, with much clatter, the
gardener’s son brought a rope, and then,
under Mr. = Franklin’s directions, they
boéund the man in the chair hand and foot.
« A moment after they heard ' Mr. Den-

. ny’s crutch stalking down the stdirs; and

Alma’s volge assuring him that there was
indeed no danger-—uo danger at all.
‘“What does this mean, Mr. Franklin?”’
zaid the old gentleman as he came to the
oor.
‘“‘Burglary, sir. ..That is all. You need
fear nothing: We have secured theman.”’
Mr. Denny entéred the room leaning on
Alma’s arm. . He saw the open safe and

| the papers strewed upon the floor, and he

lifted his and'shook his head in alarm
and trouble.: -

““A robbery! Would they ruin me ut-
terly? Where is the villain?'?

““There, sir.”’

Alma turned toward the man in the
chair, and ' clung to her father in terror.
The old man lifted his crutch as goto
strike. et A

¢““My curse be upon you and yours.”’

“Oh, father, come away. Leave the
ipfor’ ’wretch. Perhaps he has taken noth-

Z: -

‘“‘My curse fall on you!- Who ‘are you?
‘What have I done to you—you viper?"'

The man secured in the chair, and with

'the wire drawn tightly over shis throat,

replied not a word. . .
‘Elmer - advanced - toward him, and
ﬁma, with a little cry, tried to hinder

m.

‘Do not fear. He cannot. move. I
will release his head, and perhaps you
will recognize him.™

The wire- about his throat was loos-
ened, and the wretch lifted his head into
& more comfortable position.

llAh I!’ i

‘‘Great Heavens! ( It is Mr. Belford!"”

‘‘Yes, sir,”” said he. . “I forgot to put
away some papers, and I came down to
secure them, and while I was here that
wretch surprised me, threatened to mur-
der me, and finally overpowered me and
bound me here as you see. If you will
ask him to release me, I will get up and
explain everything.

“It’s a lie,”’ screamed Mr. Denny, lift-
ing his crutch. “I don’t believe you—
you thief—you robber! It’s a lie!”

:%0Oh, father!” cried Alma. ‘‘Release
him—Ilet him go. He will goaway then,
and leave us. - He has ' done wrong; but
let him go. It must be some awful mis-
take—some’'———

“No! Never! never! ne—y-—-"'"

The word died away on his lips, for on
the instant there was a loud ring at the
hall door, They.all listened in silence.
Again the . jmportunate bell pealed
through the echoing house.

“It is some one in distress,” said El-
mer. ‘‘John, do you take a light and go
to the door. Ask what is wanted before
you loose the chain, and tell them to go
away unless it is a case-of life or death.”’

John presently returned, and in an ex-
cited whisper said:

“It’s Mr. Jones, the sheriff.”’

At this word Mr. Belford struggled
with his bonds, and in a broken voice he
cried:
¢Oh, Mr. Denny, spare me! Let me not
be arrested. I will restore every’’—-

“Silence, sir!’’ raid Elmer. ‘“Not a word
till. you are spoken to. What does he
want, John?"’

*‘He says he must see Mr. Denny. It's
very important—and, oh, sir, he’s a’most
beside himself, and I wouldn't let him in.”’

“Call him in at once,” said Mr. Denny.
“It is & mosgfortunate arpval. The very
‘man we want.”’

John retuarned to the hall, and in a mo-
ment an old -man, gray haired and
wrinkled, but still vigorous and strong,
stood before them. He seemed a giant in
his huge great cvat, and when he removed
his hat his  massive ‘head and thick neck
seemed: almost leonine:

¢Ah! Mr. Sheriff, you have arrived at a
most opportune moment. -We were just

‘| awakened from .onr beds by this robber,

We captured him and we have him here.”

“Beg pardon, gir. Sorry to hear it, but
‘twere another errant that brought me
here. The widow Green’s daughter, Alice,
she that was miissifig, has been found in
the mill race—dead.”’

They aH gave expression to undis-
guised astonishment; and the prisener in
the chair groaned heavily.

“And I have come for the key of the
boat house, sir, that we may go for the—
body, sir.”

‘‘How horrible!
pen?”

“We dunno, sir.
once.”’

‘‘Certainly—certainly, Mr. Sheriff. But
this man—cannot you secure him for the
night?”’

¢‘Oh, ay. But the child, sir.
wants your boat to go for her.”

“Poor, poor Alice!” cried Alma, wring-
ing her hands.

‘‘John,” said Elmer, ‘“get the key for
Mr. Jones. Jake, you and your father
can go with the men, and, Mr.
Jones, perhaps you had better wait
with us, for we have a little matter of im-
portance to settle, and we need you.’

“‘Now,’’ said Mr. Franklin, ‘I have one
or two questions I wish to ask the man,
and then, Mr. Jones, you will do us a
favor if you will take him away.

. “Lawrence Belford, as you value your
soul, where did you obtain that will?"’

When did all this hap-
I'd like the key ter

The boys

-ment.

If a bolt from the storm ' overhead had
entered the reom it -could not have pros
duced & more startling impression than
did this simple question. Mr. Denny
dropped his crutch and raised both hands
in astonishment. Alma gave a half sup-
pressed scream, and even the sheriff and
John were amazed beyond expression.

The man in the chair made no reply,
and presently the Lreathless silence was

broken by the calm voice of the young

man repeating his question.

“I found it in the leaves of a book in the
old bookcase in the mill office.”

‘““What?”’ cried Mr. Denny, leaning for-
ward and steadying himself by the table.
‘“My father’s will! - Did you find it? Re-
lease him, John. How can we ever thank
you, Mr. Belford? It is the missing
will"'——

“Oh, Lawrence!” said Alma. “Why
did you not tell us? why did you not
show it? How much trouble it:would
have saved.'§

‘‘Have. patience, Alma. Let Mr. Bel-
ford rise and bring the will."””

“No,” said Mr. Franklin. ‘‘Hear the
rest of the story. Mr. Belford, you de-
stroyed or suppressed that will, did you
not?”? :

‘“Yes, I did—damn you!”’

“‘Good ‘L:ord !’ cried the sheriff. “Did
ye hear that?—destroyed it! That’s state’s
prison.”?

‘“Oh, Mr. Franklin, Mr. Denny! have
mercy on me! Do not let them arrest
me.”’

‘““Marcy!” said the sheriff, taking out a
pair of handcuffs. ‘‘It’s little marcy ye'll
git.Yi i
“You ask for mercy!” cried Mr. Denny,
his face livid with passion. ‘‘You
—you wretch! Have you not ruined me?
Have you not made my child a beggar
and carrjed my gray hairsin sorrow tothe
grave? You knew the value of this will—
and you destroyed it! Your other crimes
are as nothing to this. I could forgive
your monstrous frauds in my mills’’——

Mr. Belford winced and looked sur-
prised. :

‘““Ay! wince you may. I have found
out everything, thanks to—but I'll not
couple his name with yours. And the re-
lease of the mortgage—have you that?"

“No, sir. It is in that bag on the
table.”

The old gentleman eagerly took up the
bundle that lay on the table and began,
with trembling fingers, to open it.

“Wait_a moment, Mr. Denny,” said
Mr. Franklin. ‘I should like to ask
this man a question or two.’

Mr. Denny paused, and there was a
profound silence in the room.

‘“‘Lawrence Belford, if yon are wise,
you will speak the truth. That release
is a forgery—or at least it has no legal
value.”’

“It is not worth a straw,’ replied the
prisoner with cool impudence; ‘‘and on
the whole, I'm glad of it. The mortgage
will be foreclgsed to-morrow.’”

‘‘Your sharé will be small, Mr. Belford.
Iam afraid your partner will find some
difficulty in making a settlement with
you, unless he joins-you in prison.”’

Mr. Denny sat heavily down in an arm
chair and groaned aloud. In' vain Alma,
with choking voice, tried to comfort him.
The blow was too terrible for words, and
for a moment or two there was & painful
silence in the room.

Mr. Frankin seemed nervous and ex-
cited. He fumbled in his pockets as if in
search of something. Presently he ad-
vanced toward the old gentleman and said
quietly:

“Mr. Denny, can you bear one more
piece of news—one more link in this ter-
rible chain of crime?’ ;

‘“Yes,” he replied, slowly. ‘“There ean
be nothing worse than this. Speak, my
son—Ilet us hear everything.”’

“I think, sir,’”’ said the young man,
revérently, ‘‘that I ought to thank God
that he has enabled me to bring such
knowledge as he has given me to your
service.”’

Then, after a brief pause, he added:

““There is the will, sir.”’

‘With these words he held out a small
bit of sheet glass about two inches square.

‘““Where?"’ cried Mr. Denny in amaze-
‘I see nothing.”’

“There it is—on that piece of glass.
That dusky spot in the center is a micro-
photographic copy of your father’s will.””

‘“My son, my son, do not trifle with us
in this our hour of trial.”

“‘Far be it from me to do such a thing.
Alma, will you please go to my room and
bring down my lantern? And John, you
may go and help Miss Denny. Bring a
sheet from the spare bed also.”

“I do not know what you mean, my’
son. You tell me the will is destroyed,

and you say you have a copy. Is it a
legal copy? and how do you know it is
reall{ my father's will? Have you
read It?

“Yes, sir. You shall read it too, pres-
ently. I have already shown it to a law-
yer, and he pronounced it correct and
perfectly legal.”

“But why did you not tell us of it be-
fore?”’

“I have only had it a few days, sir, and
I wished first to crush or capture this rob-
ber;?!

““Hadn’t ye better let me take him off,
sir?”’ said the sheriff. ‘‘He’sdone enough
to take him afore the grand jury. Besides,
we have another bitter bill against him
down in the village.”

“‘Nio,”” said Mr. Franklin. ‘‘Let him
stay and see the will. It may interest
him to know that all his villainous plans
are utterly overthrown.’

‘Shut up, you whelp,” said the man in
the chair.

‘‘Shut up—rye,’’ replied the sheriff, ad-
ministering a stout cuff to the prisoner’s
ear. ‘‘Ye best hold your tongue, man.’

Just here Alma and John returned with
the lantern. Under Elmer’s directions
they hung the Sheet over one of the win-
dows, and then the young man prepared
his apparatus for a small trial of lantern
projections. Mr. Denny sat in his chair
silent and wondering. Heknew not what
to say or do, and watched these prepara-
tions with the utmost attention.

“Mr. Sheriff, if you please, you will
stand near Mr. Belford, to prevent him
from attempting mischief when I darken
the room. John, you may put out all the
candles save one.”’

Alma took her father’s hand and
kpeeled upon the floor beside him, as if to
aid and comfort him.

‘Now, John, set that candle just out-
side the door in the entry.” ;

A sense of awe and fear fell on them
all as the room became dark, and none
save the young son of science dared
breathe. Suddenly a round spot of light
fell on the sheet, and its glare illuminated
the room dimly. i

«Before I show the will, Mr. Sheriff, I
wish you to see -a photo that may be of
use to you in that little matter in the vil-
lage of which you were speaking.”’

Two dusky figures slid over the disk of
light. They grew more and more dis-
tinct.

“Great God! It's Alice Green.”

A passion of weeping filled the room,
and Elmer opened the lantern, and the
room became light. Alma, with her head

bent upon her father’s knee, was bathed
in tears.

‘‘Poor, poor lost Alice!”

“And the fellow with her. Who is he?”?
cried the sheriff.

‘““That is Mr. Belford—Mr. Lawrence
Belford,” said Elmer with cool confidence.
“That picture was taken through a tele-
scope from my room on the morning of
the 13th.”

“The 13th? Why, man, that was the
day she was missed.”

“Yes. Mr. Belford was with her that
day, and perhaps he can explain her dis-
appearance.’

The prisoner groaned in abject terror
and misery. He saw it all now. His
dream pictures were explained. His de-
feat and detfection were ‘accomplished
through the young man’s science. That
he should have been overthrown by such
simple means filled him with mortifica-
tion and anger.

““You shall have the picture, Mr. Sher-
iff. You may need it at the trial. And
now for the will.”

The room became again dark, and the
figures on the wall stood out.sharp and
distinet on the sheet. Then the picture
faded away, and in its place appeared
writing—letters in black upon white

nd:
ol Saryon Favrs, June 1, 18%.
I, Edward Denny, do hereby leave and be-
queath to my son, John Denny, all of my prop-
erty, both real and personal. All other wills 1
have made are hereby annulled. My near death
prevents a more formal will.
Epwarp Dexny.

Witness: Jorx MaxweLn, M. D.

“My father’s will. Thank’’——

There was a heavy fall, and Xlmer
opened his lantern quickly. It was too
much for the old man. He had fallen
upon the floor insensible.

“A light, John, quick.”

They lifted him tenderly, and with Al-
ma’s help the old sheriff and the serving
man took him away to his room.

The moment the two men were alone,
the prisoner in the chair broke eutin a
torrent of curses and threats. The young
man quietly took up his revolver, and said
sternly;

“Lawrence Belford, hold your peace.
Your threats are idle. You insulted me
ontrageously the day I came here. I bear
you no malice, but when you attempted
your infamous plan to capture my cousin
and ruin her father, I sprang to their res-
cue with such skill as I could command.
We shall not pursue yoa with undue rigor,
but with perfect justice'’———

‘“Oh,  Mr. Franklin, have mercy
upon me! Let me go! Let me escape
before they return. I will go away—far
away! Save me, save me, sir! I never
harmed you. Have mercy upon me?”

‘“Had you shown mercy perhaps I might
now. No sir; justice before mercy.
Hark—the officer comes.”’ ¢

They unfastened the ropes about Bel-
ford, and released the wires, and in silence
he went away into the night, 4 broken
down, crushed, and ruined m: in the
hands of his grisly Nemesis.

The young man flung himself upon the
lounge in the library, and in a moment
was fast asleep. .

* L] 3 * * *

The red gold of the coming day crept
up the eastern sky. The storm became
beautiful in its fleecy rains in the far
south. As the stars paled, the sweet
breath of the cool west wind sprang up,
shaking the rain drops in showers from
the trees. The birds sang and the day
came On apace.

To one who watched it seemed the com-
ing of a fairer day than had ever shone
upon her life. The vanished storm, the
fresh aspect of nature moved her to tears
of happiness. Long had she watched the
stars. They were the first signs of light
and comfort she had discovered, and now
paled before the sun. ' Thus she sat by
the open window in the library and
watched with & prayer in her heart.

She looked at the mantel clock. Half
past 4. In half an hour the house would
be stirring.  All was nowsafe. Shecould
return to her room.  She rose and ap-
proached the sleeper on the lounge. He
slept peacefully, as if the events of the
night disturbed him not.

He smiled in his dreams, and mur-
mured a name indistinctly. She drew
back hastily and put her hand over her
mouth, while a bright blush mounted
to her face. Just here, through the
sweet, still air of the morning, came the
sound of the village bell. Tears gathered
in her eyes and fell unheeded upon her
hands, clasped before her.

“‘Poor — lost — Alice — nineteen — just
my"’—-

“ Almﬂ.. ”

She turned toward the sleeper with a
startled cry. He was awake and sit-
ting up.

“What bell is that?”’

“It is tolling. They have found her.”

‘“‘Yes, it is a sad story. Alma?"’

She advanced toward him. He noticed
her tears and the mourning robe in which
she was dressed.

“Whatis it, Elmer? Do you feel bet-
ter?” .

““Yes. It was a sorry night for us.”

““Yes, the storm has cleared away.’?

H: did not seem to heed what she said.

‘“How long have you been up?’’

‘‘Since it happened. After I saw father
up stairs I came down and found you
here asleep. And, Elmer, forgive me; it
was wrong, but I did not mean to stay
here so long.”

“Alma!”

“Yon vl rardon me?”’

“Oh! Pardon you—pardon you-—-why
should I? I dreamed the angels watched
me.”’

“I was anpxious, and we owe you SO
much. We can never reward you—
never!"

‘“Reward, Alma? I want none, save

““Save what?"’

He opened his arms wide. A new and
beautiful light came into her eyes.

“Can there be greater reward than
love?”’

“No. Love is the best reward—and it
is yours.”

Things She Never Will Acknowledge.

[Philadelphia Times.]

There are a round dozen things that
you can never get a lady to plead guilty
of, be she old or young:

That she laces tight.

That her shoes are too small.

That she is tired at a ball.

That she uses anything but powder.

That it takes her long to dress.

That she has kept you waiting.

That she blushed when you mentioned
a particular gentleman’s name,

hat she says what she doesn’t‘fean.

That she is fond of scandal.

That she ever flirted.

That she cannot keep a secret.

That she is——in love.
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A very chic street dress, just from Par-
is, is a long ridingote, of gray wool, fall-
ing straight and plain over a plaited
chemisette of the same gray silk.

These pills were a wonderful discovery. No others like them in the world, Will positively cure
or relieve all manner of disease. The information around each box is worth ten times the cost of &

box of pills, Find out ience. Ome box will
sbout them, and you domore to purify the
will always be thanke | i blood and curechron-
ful. One pilla dose. ; icill health than $5
Parsons’Pills contain worth of any other
nothing harmful, are remedy yet discove
easy to take, and f N ered. Ifpeople could
cause mo inconven be made to realize

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 for it;
the information is very valuable. I, S. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, BOSTON, MASS,

Make New Rich Blood!

A G.BOWES & Co;

21 Canterbury Street.

SOLE AGENTS IN ST. JOHN FOR THE DOGHESS RANG

ZCall and examine it= .

At O Canterbuy Seet comer Ghure

In addition to a full line of the Duchess Range we
carry a complete assortment of lower priced Ranges,
Cook Stoves and Heaters.

The season is now approaching when parties are
thinking of taking down their Stoves. We have the
best facilities for taking down, removing and storing in
4 clean dry loft an unlimited number of Stoves of all
kinds and descriptions, Stove Pipe and every other
description of household goods.

The general advantage of storing Stoves for the
summer is that they can be the more conveniently re-
paired and cleansed and made ready for setting up at
a day’s notice when the cold weather sets in.

We make a special feature of Stove Repairs and can
at short notice supply duplicate pieces for all Stoves,
Ranges, and furnaces kept in Stock by us. Besides re-
pairs in our own line of goods we carry a_large stock of
repairs for other makers’ goods which are disposed of at
reasonable rates. :

A. G. BOWES & Co., 21 Canterbury Street.

THE STARR KIDNEY PAD.

The opinion all who have tried it, is, that it is the Universal Remedy
for Kidney Diseases, and  only’’ sure cure.

Not a “ Patent Medicine* but’a Hcealing Power on the
natural principle of Absorption. Honest,
Eﬂieacio.us and Harmless.

Treatment by Absorption has for some time been recognized by Medical Men to be the most simple
and effectual means of conveying to Diseased Organs, ** Curatives,” butin cases of Kidney Disease and
Complaints’ attendant thereon, successful treatment was practicably impossible until the introduction
of the Starr Kiduey Pad. It costs less than a single perseription and is_immediately MORE DECISIVE
AND EFFECTIVE THAN ANY QUANTITY OF INTERNAL MEDICINAL DosiNG. Worn immediately over the .
seat of Disease, its curative properties become absorbed by the diseased and enfeebled Qrgans, con-
tinuously and directly, a& required to insure in return their healthy action and original vigour. Itis
comfortable to the patient and pleasant in its effects, and cures when nothing else can. The Starr
Kidney Pad accomplishes positive, decisive,results. A more valuable discovery as a true remedy for
Kidney Diseases was never made.—Medical Gazette.

A Sure Cure for Diseases of the Kidneys, Bladder, Urinary and Sex-
ual Organs. No Poisons used, contains Absorbtive, Vegeta-
ble ingredients. The Starr Kidney Pad not only
relieves but ¢ positively cures’’

Lame Back,' Bed Wetting Leucorrheea, Inflammation, Gra-

vel, Diabetes, Bright's Disease of the Kidneys,
Catarrh of the Bladder, Noo-retention and
Suppression of Urine, etec,, etc.
NERVOUS DEBILITY, MENTAL DEPRESSION, etec.

p&= If not sold by dealers in your' neighborhood enclose One Dollar to the
undersigned and a Pad will be forwarded to your address by mail, postage paid.

BARKER & CO,

Prince William Street, St. John, N. B.

FURNITURE

ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES!

PARILOR SUITS:
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK. 1 BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK
PLUSH.

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

Cheffoiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets,
Sideboads, Hall Raci&s,Aél’cc., &c, Rattan an;(}; Reed Chairs,
. Carpet Rockers. s0, a complete assortme
j . CHEAP GOODS.

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE. L

JOHEHIN WHI'TH

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.
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ON THE SAGUENAY.

SATURDAY EVENING AMUSEMENTS
AMONG CANADIAN LUMBERMEN.

National Gayety a Good Foundation for
Fun — The Games of *“Codfishing,”
“Bucking Horse” and *“Foxes”—Play-
ing & Rude Farce.

On Saturday evening, when the cook
allowed us to sit up late, the men engaged
in games and pastimes, at the order of the
foreman as well as by their own desire;
for beans, pork, tea and amusements are
needed to keep them from quarreling and
abandoning the hard labor of lumbering.
Their national gayety makes a good founs
dation for fun, and their national courtesy
‘prevents them from carrying a joke. too
far and embittering their rough inter-
.course. A small group were quiet enough
to play a game of draughts; the brightest
and shyest lad spent half an hour inwrit-
ing a letter, whilganother sat close by him
and watched him the entire time with
wonder and admiration, The youngest
lad was a victim of many consolatory prac-
tices; he could scarcely appear on the floor
and escape the embrace of one or another;
théy made sweet speeches to him, hugged
him and kissed him, and insisted that his
hot resistance was due to the shyness-and
coquetry of a girl. Early in-the evening
a man named Francois arrived from the
settlements; and the company at his en-

__gtrance broke out with questions about the

&ending election. He was a violent parti-
san of the Conservatives, and being a good
stutterer, an excitable character and:a
violent gesticulator, it soon became evi:

_ dent that he was in some measure the butt
of his companions. ¢

‘When at last the debate seemed to be
getting too warm, .the foreman spoke,
quietly but sharply:
some games.”” The group dispersed |at
that instant with an amazing submission.
And Francois was the first to lead in
reparation by suggesting the game of ‘““cod-
fishing.” Hestood up blindfolded, hold-
ing out in his left hand one end of a ghort
leather strap, and raising a knotted towel,
in the other, ready to strike; the others
stepped about him, eagerly and silently,
to jerk the strap and retreat before he

_coulddeal them a blow; whoever should
get possession of the strap would take his
turn at fishing. At length Baptiste
reached the belt from behind, drew it up
between the fisherman’s legs, and so
dragged him backward around the camp
and out into the snowdrift; and mean-
while it seemed asif the roof must rise
with the gusts of roaring laughter. ‘‘Pass-
ing the rat’’ was a quieter game: they sat
close together in a circle on the floor, with
thefr feet-together and. their knees raised
to form an-arched passage all around the
circle; the knotted towel was passed about
under their knees, while one man in the
center tumbled and scrambled over their

‘feet and tried to catch it; while he would
be looking ‘or reaching for it at one point,
they passed it slyly along to the opposite
side of the ring, where they showered
blows on his back as. an intimation that
he was watching at the wrong hole.

The ‘“‘bucking horse’’ was a line of,

men who bent over as for leapfrog, and
by locking their arms about the waist of
the one next in front formed a continuous
back; the head man held fastto a post;
the riders mounted at the tail end, and
tried to keep on their beast while crawl-
ing alony to the head, in spite of the
jumps, shyings, and variops antics of the
men. Daring a pause a fellow came from
the cook’s corner with his face whitened,
and whn a group saw him and laughed,
e also Jaughed and blew a cloud of flour
over them. ‘“The foxes'’' were two men
on hands and knees, tied together by a
strap about their necks;
grimacing, and backing apart, each tried
to pull the other over the floor. In “sell-
ing sheep,’’ a number of them, covered by
‘blankets, sat in a group on the floor; the

‘buyer felt of them and lifted them to test |

the weight, and finally, after selecting
one, he lifted it for a final judgment,
while a by stander set a pan of water un-
der it—for a surprising effect. In “knock-
ing down the owl,”” two men held rigidly
a pole on their shoulders, and a’tHird—the
owl—straddled it and hooted defiance
wowhile holding on to his . perch;
then the hunters approached, each
with a bag fillled with  rags, and
dealt their best blows on the feather-
Jess bird till he toppled over and hnng
head downward. Baptiste and Francois
played a rude farce called ‘‘The Peddlers.’ ?
‘A 1ad was securely tied as a pack ~nto the
back of each; then taking a staff they
went ‘around the room, in opposite di-
rections, and offered to sell us pins,
mneedles, and- other notions; while a bar-
gain was - in.progress the peddler would
place the end of his staff under his pack
and relieve himself more or less of its
weight, while the wiggling of the pack set
off the crowd in fresh merriment. At
last the rival merchants met, got into a
dispute, and then fell to cudgeling each
other—on their packs, of course. But the
main interest of all these amusements
was the childishnessof the men; even the
gray haired worked at the entertainment
with spiring zest; the room rang with
their terous Jaughter the Ioud talking
of all at once, the orders of half a dozen
masters of ceremonies; and the leading
spirits often jnmped and danced about
with .uncontrollablé . excitement.—C. He
Farnham in Harper's Magazine.

Source of Scarlet Fever.

It seems to be now satisfactorily es-
tablished by Dr. Klein that scarlet fever
is induced by a germ, or microbe, microe-
cus scarlitine, which is formed in the
milk of cows affected by a certain disease.
The same microbe is obtained from the
diseased cow, from. her milk and from
patients suffering from scarlet fever.
Fortunately the infectious property of the
milk can be destroyed by heating it to
185 degs. Fahremheit. This precaution
should never be neglected when scarlet
fever is prevﬂent.—%bilmlelphla Times.

England’s Modest Queen.

There is an old saying that a cat can
ook at a king, but it isn't so with queens,
at least nov with Queen Victoria, for she
has a horror of being stared at, and tries
to live as quietly anc as secludedly as pos-
sible. One of the most general complaints
made by the people of England about their
govereign is that she hides herself from
them and never allows her subjects to look
at her when she can help it.—Cor. Phila~
delphia Times.
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Never was there a craze more utterly
out of use than roller skating, and yet it
was a prominent feature of social life only
two or three years ago.
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Of 600 tornadoes of which record has
been made in the United States, not more
than 75 were east of the Alleghany
Mountains.

‘When you succeed in life you will find
everybody willing to help you.

“That’s enough; 1

growling, -

\ COCA IN SOUTH AMERICA.

Something About Its Use by the Natives.
Its Wonderful Stimulating Effects.

' Consul Du Pre transmits from San Sal-
vador an interesting report upon the use
of coca in that country and its effects
upon the inhabitants. He says:

] have seen so.much recently written
of coca in mewspapers and in medical
publications that I am impelled to report
what I have learned of the virtues of this
product of South American forests. With
leathern straps passing around their fore-
heads to sustain: burdens of 150 or 200
.pounds on their backs, I find these lithe,
slender matives traversing plains and
mountains with greater celerity than the
mule I bestride, which travels through
the livelong day six miles an hour. Na-
tive physicians, eleves of the school of
Paris, conear in assuring me that this
extraordinary capacity for endurance of
toiland hunger is to be ascribed to the
use of coca. .

“It is administered freely to infants,
and is the chief intoxicant of men and
women. - Youths through many days are
intrusted with the care of valuable flocks
of llamas, having no other sustenance
than that tobe found in little leathern
purses containing coca and its compounds.
Indians chew it comstantly. Theirs, like
the maxillary movements of tobacco chew-
ers, are incessant. From thirty to fifty
gramas are consumed daily, serving, un-
like tobacco, both as food and stimulant.
Without coca habitual chewers cannot
digest food; without it they are unable
to ascend mountains, with long, rapid
strides, never slacking their wonderful
speed through the livelong day. They
will; not toil withgut it; without it they
epjoy nothing; withiout it, practically,
they cease to live, The immediate effect
of chewing coca is perfect insensibility
of the interior of the’ mouth. The im-
mediate sensation is that which one would
experience when finding that his mouth
had become a great void in somebody
else’s head. I had a dentist apply it when
extracting the root of a molar tooth, and
the effect was as described. Indians con-
stantly using coca finally lose the senses
of taste and siell. They can eat, without
repugnance, -most disgusting food and
drink most nauseating draughts. The
gensitiveness of the mucus membrane has
heen destroyed. When one goes further
and iswallows the saliva impregnated
with the'jnice of-the coea leaf, a delicions
sensation of warmth and perfect blessed-
ness pervades one’s whole “being, intel-
lectwal, nervous, and physical, and he is
lapped in the joys of an elysium.’’—Los
Angeles Tribune. :

The Struggles of Poor Artists.

The life ‘'of an artist is oftentimes a
hard ene. Carolus.Duran, who is now a
millionaire, was.at one time so poor that
he had nothing toeat for days at a time,
and finally his artist friends clubbed to-
gether and took turns in inviting him to
their studios and their homes. Bastien
Lepage was so poor when he came to
Paris that he had to do something to earn
his bread and butter, so. he entered the
postal service, and was compelled to: rise
at- 3 o'clock every morning and deliver
letters all day. ;He did all his studying
and . painting at: pight. - Finally, after
almost ruining his health; he found some
friend who loaned him money to live on
antil he made his name and fortune. But
this does not egual; the story of Irene
Astrom, of Finland, who wished to study,
and in order to pass some examination at
the capitol, by dint of saving, accumulated
£4, and with that went to Helingsfors.
There she paid for her room in advance,
which was £3, and with the remainder of
her money bought, hard bread, which she
divided up into 1 squares, so much
fop each day of hef¥stay in the city. Then
she studied day and might in her little
room, without a fire in the middle of win-
ter. I can imagine what her life was like.
—Eligabeth, Nourse in Cincinnati Com-
mercial Gazette.

Phil Arg?;r'n.mg Account Book.

Phil Armour surveys his varied affairs
a the aid of/an account book, six feet
de when closed. : Opened, it stretches
from one end of his little private office to
the other. Itisa novelty in the line of
stationery. Mr. Armour doesn’t éarry it
around with him, nor-dees he even have
it on his desk. But when he comes to
ook at a summary of all his different in-
terests, he can at a glance on a single
pageof this very broad hook see the bal-
ances taken from a score of different
ledgers. The book was devised by the
skilled accountant who a few years ago
had charge of the Armour office. Its
purpose 4s to save the millionare _the
1abor of going from one ledger to another
to find out how he stands at his banks, at
his. packing houses, in his speculations
and his investments.—Chicago Herald,

Submarine Oil Wells.

Reports from various sonrces render the
existence of submarine oil wells very
probable. Oil floating on the surface of
the ocean has been frequently observed,
and in many cases this has been thought
to be due to the escape of petroleum or

and in such qusntities that this source s
insufficient to account for its presence.
An officer of a British steamer reports
having passed through' a large body of
what was ‘thought to be whale oil, about
100 yards square and one foot deep, and
there are many indications in the Gulf of
Mexico which point te the existence of
submarine oil “wells or springs of some
similar substanee, and 'to those must the
source of the fibatipg oil be attributed.—
Globe-Democrat.

A Court B;)om in China.

In the magistrate’s dirty court room
the prisoners are brought in, tried, tor-
tured if they refuse to confess, sentenced
and punished with & dispatch that is in
admirable contrast to the deliberations of
our enlightened courts. If the real
offender cannot be found, they seize upon
one of his relatives and hold him for
hostage. It is generally a poor relation,
and the longer he stays in jail the better
his family prospers. The mandarins are
inclined to look leniently on any who are
willing to pay their way out of jail, or
pay a substitute who will be caught and
imprisoned for them, 8o that in the small
number of its fettered prisoners Canton
stands well a comparison with civilized,
law abiding communities a third of its
size.--“Ruhannah’ in Chicago Times.

Applanding Actors in Japan.

In Japan the people have a queer way
of showing their appreciation of fine act-
ing. They throw portions of their cloth-
ing on the stage, and after the perform-
ance redeem the articles at scaled prices,
the money going to the actor or actress
who has excited their admiration.—Chi-
cago News.

Japan boasts of a phenomenal giantess.
She is 12 years of age, eight feet high and

weighs 275 pounds.

other oils from wrecks, but it has been |
found in such a great number of places-

Branch of Tea Plant

The Time To Act. :
If you are threatened with Headache,
Constipation, Biliousness or weakness,
rocure at once a bottle of Burdock
lood Bitters and use it according to in-

‘[ structions. Prompt action is necessary
lin order that your trouble may be cured

before it becomes chronic.

St. John Academyof Art

SCHOOL OF DESIGN.

NOW cpen for instruction in Free-Hand Draw-
N ing from objects. Perspective paintings in
Oils and Water Colors by competent teachers.
Chima 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.

FIVE O’'CLOCK TEA.

Lovers of a cup of really fine}Tea will be glad
o know that T. WILLIAM BELL, 83 PrincefWmas
Street, hasrecently imported an EXTRA CHOICE
TEA, in fact the finest that has ever come to this
market, an@'which he is’offering in 6%. 12ib. and
201, caddies. :

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

DIRECTORY.:

Ground Floor—on Prince Wm. Street.

Halifax Banking Company.
M. A. Finn, Wine Merchant.
W. Hawker, Druggist. Bi
W. A. Lockhart, Auctioneer & Commission
Merchant. .
Third Floor—Entrance from Princess St

Roows 1, 2, 3=—D. R. Jack, Agt. North British &
Merecantile Ins.Co., and Spanish Vice-Consul
4,5,6—C. A, Stockton, Barrister, etc.

« 7 Herbert W, Moore, Attorney-at-Law, and

Stanley Kierstead, Attorney-at-Law.

8—E. G. Kaye, Barrister, etc., and
J. Sidney Kaye, Agt. Royal Ins. Co.

9—James J. KnBs, Q. C., Barrister, ete.
10, 11—Charles Donerty, Barrister, etc., and
Master in Eqmtf’._ -

12,13—E. H, MacAlpine, Barrister, ete
Master in Equity. . .

14 & 14§—Charles L. Richards, Barrister,
Commissioner for State Massachusetts.

Second Floor.

.6

17,18, 19—C. N. Skianer, Q. C., Barrister, &¢
and R. C. Skinner, Judge of Probates.

20, 21, 22—Hanington, Millidge & Wilson,

Barristers ote. :

23~Board of Fire Underwriters, Peter

Clinch, Secretary. ¢

24, 25—G. Herbert Lee, Barrister, ete.

26-Office of Coadjutor Bishop, of Canada.

. 27, 28—@. Sidney Smith, Barrister Solicitor
Bank N. B., and Sec’y Rural Cemetery.

Third Floor.

Rooxs 29, 30~~The Dominion Safety Fund Life As-
sociation, J. DeW. Spurr, President.
“"31,32—R. G Johi Governmental
A Architect.

ohn Dunn,
o 93 34—G. Anthony Davis, Barrister, ete.
“ 35—Wm. J. Brophy, Janitor, etc.

Top Floor.

Rooxs 35 to 456—Occupied by Geo. W. Day’s Print-
ing Establishment.

MACHINE -
Repairing & Refitting

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

Promptly Attended to at

£, §. STEPHENSIN'

53 SMYTHE ST.

N. B.--Scales a Specialty.

JOHN HANNAH,

MANUFACTURER OF

Woven Wire Matrasses

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

Woven Wire Cots.

These Goods are sold by the principal Furniture
Dealers in'the Lower Provinoes. i

FACTORY: ,

{86 and 37 WATERLOO ST.

“SAINT JOHN, N. B.

JOHN CHAMBERLAIN & S0N,

: FUNERAL FURNISHING
Undertakers.

Adult Hearse, also White Hearse
For Children,

WAREROOM

No. 15 MILL STREET,

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

Royal Family Cioarette

— =0

We have on hand a fine Assortment

‘Which we will Sell low to the Trade.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 KING STREET.

ANCOSTURA
BITTERS.

Per schr Welcome Home:

10 Cases ANGOSTURA.

THOS. L. BOURKE,
11 and 13 Water Street.

ED . — e MEN to

have their Collars

and Cuffs launderied at.a:mu’s STeAY LAUNDRY
i

Rogus 15,16—News Room, C. H. Fisher,Preprietor |-

Choice Havana Cigars,

HOTELS.

'Hotel Dufferin

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

Royal Hotel,

T.F.RAYMOND, Prop’r
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

VictoriaHotel

(Formerly Waverley.)

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

CONTINENTAL HOTEL !

{LATE ROYAL,)

King Square, St. John, N. B.|

&. RIX PRICE,
Qwner and Preprietor.

Thorm:fhly renovated and furnished. First- |

elass in all its appointments.

PROFESSIONAL.
' DR. ANDREWS

Has REMOVED TO
No. 15 Coburg Street,

NEXTDOOR ABOVEDR. HAMILTON'’S.

John F. Ashe,

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc.

OFFICE:

94 Prince William Street.

PIANOFORTE.

pupils for instruotion on the piano, at moder-
ate terms.
For partioulars apply to

MISS M. HANCOCK,

83 QUEEN STREET.

THE undersigned is prepared to receive a few

J. HUTCHISON, M.D.

GRADUATE OF COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS

and Surgeons, N w York ; of King’s College
‘Im:;lun, and the Royal Infirmary, Glasgow, Scot-
and.

Office and Residence—Paradise Rew, Portland
N.B. Adjoinmng the Mission Chanel.

TO LET.

SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS ST,,
Sutable’for a J%bbinnglacksmith or Horse Shoe.
Emg."imm ate possession gwen.!I_{.ept

Low.WApplyto

A. G. BOWES & CO,,

No. 21 Canterbury St.

Choice Oysters

Received Daily from P. E. I. andShediac;
to Order.

Fresh and Salt Fish

OF ALL KINDS AT
Yo. 19 N. 8. King'Square.
J. D..TURNER"

WANT E D!

100 Boys

TO SELL

The QGazette.

¥

Nariing _Wa}'ehﬁisiﬂg

DOCKICOMPANY,

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

DIRECTORS:

S%EON JONES Ii}sqﬁ PRESIDENT,
GEORGE ROBERTSON, Vice-PRESIDENT,
THE HON, JOHN BOYD

C. H. FA Bsq.,

. FAIRW. HER,
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
 iopers, ign goods d he Co
ippers may cOngij s direct to the Com-
pany. . With nubstang:l and dry warehouses and
commodious wharves and slips, this company is in
a position to receive consignments and attend to
shipments with the utmost despatch.
All communications te be addressed to

THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

#8~Insurance at minimum rates.

D. CONNELL,
Livery Stable,

SYDNEY STREET.

—e

RAILROADS.

New Brswick Rl o

ARBANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in_effect Oc-
_tober 24th, 1887. Leaves 8t.:John Intere
clonial Station—Eastern Standard Time. 1
8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlani, Bos-

ton and peints west. and for Fredericton,

St. Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock

Presque Isle, Grand Falls and Kdmundston.
3.45 p.m—¥Fot Fredericton and intermediate points.
8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,

Fortlau , Boston, and all po%nts):vest, (exg:pt'
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton,
Woodstock, St. Stepnen, Presque Isle am‘i
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 Sts Stephen, Houlton and Weodstock,
Presque, Isle and Edmundston.

10.00 a,m—From Fredericton and " intermediate
points.

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

LEAVE CARLETON.

8.95 a.m—For Eairville.and for Bangor and all
points west, Fredericton, St. Stephen, Ste
An%'x;ews, Houlton and Woodstock and pointe
north.

3,30 p.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton. and
intermediate points.

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

10.10 a.m—From Fairville and Frederieton.?
4.20 p.m—From Fairville and points west,
H.D. McLEOD, _ . F. ge‘ CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. n. Manager.

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

Fifst_-Clé.ss _.Turnouts.

WORM POWDERS:

Are pl t totake, Containthelr own
Puraative.  Is & safe, sure, and effectual
Qestroyer of worms in Children or Adalls

YA

-
P ’

O

BAL

- WANTED.
Hides, €alfskins,
Sheepskins,
Wool and Wool Pickings.

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

THOS L.YHAY,

Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St
Kooy 1 Puddonk Street

" OITY OF LONDON

b o

Capital, - - $10,000,000.
H. CHUBB & CO.,

General Agents.

28-Lossesiad justedsand paidiwithout,
" P oS

SCOTTISH UNION
& NATIONAL
INSURANCE Co.,

0P

EDINBURGH.
CAPITAL, - - - - = $30,000,000.00
TOTAL ASSETS, - - - $35,338,362.46

Fire Insurance at Loweat:jcu;;
rent Rates. i

D. R. JACK, Resident Agent.

—OFFICE—
Room 3, Pugsley’s Building, 2CornerzPrince Wm.

and Princess Streets. jaaess Wi

EXPRESS.,

The Intercolonial Bxpress Go.

_ (LYMITED.)

Forwards Merchandize, Money and Packages '
every description ; coll i i oods,
Drafts, .Notesl_:md Aoc%‘:m%g?’ sont i g :
unning daily (Sunday excepted), with Special
essangers in charge, over the entire line of the

Intercolomi; i i i
eﬁvBm.lme, connecting at Riviere du

Canadian Express Co.

for all®points in the Provinee of Quebev.o o
tq:;il;)tgxld the Western States, Snd at S{‘th?V?n
wi e

American Express Co.

for all’points in the Eastern and Southern States.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-
town, P. E. L
received week(l!. i
Debenture Goods or Goods in Bond promptly
attended to and forwarded with despatech.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur-
ther,.information on application to

JAMES BRYCE. J. R. 8TONE,
Superintendent. Avart,

European Express forwarded and

INTERGOLONTAL RA

1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888

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

Trains will Leave 8t. John.
Div Excawss

ACCOMMODATION LRI T |
ExPRESS FOR SUSSEX . 1
ExprEss FOR HALIFAX & QUEBEC........ | I

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train

te Halifax, ;
On Tuesday; Thursday and Saturday, & Sleepli)nc
nebes

Qar for Montreal will be attached .to the
Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

Trains will Arrive at St.John:

Txrruss rrox HALFAX & QUEBEG. ..

‘| Exprrss FROM SUSSEX.

ACCOMMODATION. .
DAy EXPRESS. .... :

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
" D. POTTINGER,
‘ Chief Superind
b A ief Superindendent.

OF;; |
Moncton, N, B., November 22nd, 1887.

e

ST. STEPHEN & ST. JOHN.

EASTERN STANDARD FEME.

ON AND AFTER MONDAY,: Feb. 20, Trains
will run daily (Sundays excepted), as follows;—
LEAVE ST. JOHN at 10.45 a. m., and Carleton at
, 11.10 a, m., for St. George, St. Stephen, and in-

termediate points amvinizin St. George at
d.uv;ﬁ m.; g . Stephen at 412 p. m.

AVE St.'Stephen at 8.30 a, m.; St. George at
}m a..‘ 111150 arriving in Carleton at 1.35 p. m.; St.
pab1.50 p, m. -
‘mi%:tt‘lf_tmins will stop at Musquash for refresh~
Freight; up 0’500 or 600 Ihs.—not large in bulk
~—will be received by James MouLsoN, 40 Water
street, up to 5 %7 m.; all lnr:er weights and bulky
freight must be délivered at the Warehouse,
eton, before 6’ pim.

: e will be received and delivered at
MovuLson’s, Water Street, where atruckman will
be I B WRANCE STURDEE, Recei
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent. . =~

STEAMERS.
INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

—FOR—
BOSTON,
Via Eastport and Portlands

COMME) CING MONDAY, November 14, and

J until farther notice, Steamers of this Line

will leave St. John every MONDAY and THURS-

:)%?:gzgmg, at 8 a, m., for Eastport, Portland
turning, will 1eave Boston at 8.30 a. m., Mon~

day and Thursday, and Portland at 5 p. m., same

daxl for Eastport and St. John

t8

l::ohl:ave oston for Annup:)lis every Monday,
: H. W. CHISHOLM, Agent.

; NOVA SCOTIA
STEAMSHIP CO0., Limited,

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

Yarmouth, Kentville, Halifax, and all
intermediate stations.

ON and after NOVEMBER 14th, and untilifur-
ther notice, the Steamer Srcrer will leave
Saint John for

Dighy and Annapolis every MON-
DAY, WEDNESDAY and_SATURDAY morn-
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will leave
Annapolis and Digby Same tys, after arrival of
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H. W. CHISHOLM,
{Reed’s Point Wharf.

Mls HEREBY GIVEN THAT APPLI-
citap will be made to the Parliamont of
Canada, at Yt< next session, for an act to incorpo
rate “The Keystone Fire Insurance Company,’”
and to authorize such Company to carry on the
business of Fire Insurance, and with all other
nowers heretofore granted to any Fire Insurance
Compaxry.
WELDON, McLEAN & DEVLIN,

Solicit« rs for Applicantss
Dated, St. John, N. B., i o
December 18th, 1887,
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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.

—
PLENTY OF CRACKERS.

He: “How do you find the oysters, Miss
Smith?”

She: “They are simply delicious, and I
am awfully hungry, too.”
He (to waiter): “Bring another plate of
crackers.”

FAMILY LARGE ENOUGH.

She had worked the “I ’ll-be-a-sister-to-
you, “chestnut on him.

“Thanks, Miss Smith,” he said, gro ing
blindly for his hat, “but I have two elder
sisters already.”

AN INTERESTING BIT OF NEWS.

Mormon Elder (to wife): “I understand
that our beloved brother Elder Brigham
has an addition to his family.”

Wife: “Is it a boy or girl, Joshua?”
Mormon Elder: “Neither; it's a new wife.”

“Yes, gentlemen,” said the colonel, as
he returned his glass to the counter, “the
true soldier is never averse to discipline.
No matter how objectionable orders from
a superior officer may be, they must be
obeyed promptly, and without question.

The true soldier never—" “Pa,”said
the celonel’s little boy, opening the door,
%ma says to come home right away.”
“Gentlemen,” said the colonel, “good-
day.”—[New York Sun.

“My beloved brethren.” announced a
yreacher from his Ipulpit;, “on Sabbath
morning next a collection wil];be taken
ap for ourblessed Fiji mission.” “Amen,”
rang fervently through the congregation.
“And I would add,” went on the preacher,
impressively, “that amens, however
resonant and sincere, make but little
rattle in the contribution-box. Let us
unite in prayer.”—New York Sun.

Robinson—“How about that note I hold
of yours, Brown? I've had it so long
_te’?t whiskers are beginning to grow-en
i

Brown—“Why don’t you get it shaved?”
—[Harper’s Bazdr.

“T never saw,” said an officer who has
done duty for a long time, “a baldheaded
tramp. Whether they stop tramping
when their hair falls out, or whether
those who tramp never lose their hair, I
can’t say, but tramps are never bald-
headed.”

A Pittsburgh artist is painting Mrs.
Cleveland’s portrait in water-colors. Thi
ig another victory for the prohibitionists.
—[Rochester Post-Express.

P

“I gee a buttonless shirt advertised
here, John,” said a wife, looking up from
a Jpager' “what kind of a shirt is that?”
*Just like mine,”was the reply. And the
wife resumed her reading.—New York
Graphic.

It is a very lazy man who will not take
the trouble to reverse his cigar when he
finds that he has put the lighted end of
it, by mistake, into his mouth.

It may be that the early bird catches
the worm, but he is more likely now to
catch cold.

‘We sent out a few days since a note of
inquiry to & number of bachelors in town
agking them togive us, confidentially and
briefly for publication, the reason why
they never married. Over one-half of
them have answered, and we give our
readers some of the causes assigned:

“Am only 45 years old. Consider my-
self too young.”

“Haven’t been ﬁoroperly urged.”

“Some other fellow married the girl. I
owe him a debt of gratitude. She made
it lively for him.” i

“Heard that ;my fiancee snored, and
I broke off the engagement.”

“My best girl had fits.”-

“Came very near being married once;
I asked a girl, and she said ‘no.””

“The happiest man I ever saw was one
who had just been divorced.”

“] had a friend who was married.
He sent me a book called ‘Don’t.” ”

“Am afraid to get married. I know
iwo or three young married men who
congratulate each other when their wives
go out of town. Think they ought not
to do so, but there must be some cause.”

“Find considerable difficulty in bring-
ing my diverged rays of affection to focus
owing to the beauty and charms:of so
many Moncton girls.”—[Moncton Times.

Hints to Housekeepers.

Usé strong lye to cleanse tainted pork
‘barrels.

A few Grops of ammonia in a cup of
warm rainwater, carefully applied with a
sponge, will remove the spots from paint-
ings and chromos.

This E'e’;e *

1A Sight Worth Seeing.
$2310

Probably few persons ever saw the
breathing apparatus of a human being
laid open for inspection. From a hos-
Eital cadaver, we once saw the lungs and

ronchial tubes removed, and blown up
as a boy would a bladder or_toy balloon,
until the fine bronchial tubes and air
cells of the lungs were hardened by im-
mersion in alcohol, so that they remain-
ed expanded when the air was let free.
With 2 sharp knife the wind-pipe and
lungs were split open, so that it was easy
to trace the bronchial tubes gr"adua'lly
dimishing in size from the wind-pi
itself, becoming finer and more delicately
branched, until smaller than fine sewing
cotton, these tiny bronchial lead into the
air cells beyond, to convey air to sustain
life.

Truly a wonderful sight, which we have
often recalled during the past winter as
we read of the gréat number of deaths
from pneumonia and bronchitis. Nearly
250 (f;aths in Boston in the month of
January.

1t seems impossible to most people,
that so common and simple a disease as
bronchitis, should cause death at all
But think for a moment, what would
happen if the lining membrane of those
tiny tubes described above should become
much swollen by inflamation; Which is
likely to occur after any severe cold.
The passage of air to the lung cells would
be stopped, and the patient died from
suffocation, as certainly as if a giant
grasped his throat.

People should not overlook: the irrita-
tion or “tickling in the throat,” which
causes a “hacking cough.” Sure symp-
toms of bronchitis. The irritation being
caused from inflamation inside of the
wind-pipe, it is uscless to take medicines
into the stomach to cure it; one might as
well eat tallow to cure chapped hands.

The interior mucous membrane of the
wind-pipe must be promptly treated, to

revent the downward spread of the in-

amation, and effect a cure. On }}age
twelve of a pamphlet published by L S.
Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass., is printed
plain directions for applying Johnson’s
Anodyne Liniment to the bronchial tubes
and nasal passages, to cure colds and
bronchitis.

It is a well-known fact, as many per-
sons can testify that this old-fashioned
remedy will stop inflamation and swell-
ing, quicker than any other medicine.

@

The House-Owner’s Terror.

A plumber never refuses the pipe of
peace. Goodall’sSun.

The plumber i a good deal like the
woodcock. If it wasn’t for his bill he
wouldn’t get anything toeat. Burlington
Free Press.

You do not catch a plumber fooling
away his time about election matters.
His pipe-laying is of a more profitable
kind. Fall River Advance.

If there is one person in the world
with whom you cam never smoke -the

ace it is the tradititional plum-
artford Sunday Journal.

There is nothing without it uses. The
hot and cold water pipes in our dwellings,
for instance, have proved to be a great
boon to waterbugs and plumbers. Bos-

ton Trsnlcnp‘t. x

9T have piped for them and they will
not dance,” as the plumber sardonically
said after he had sent in his bill and sat
down to wait for another victim. Lowell
Citizen.

l’ewup-pe; im I8SS.

From the edition of Geo. P. Rowell &
Co's “American Newspaper Directory,”
published April 2nd (its twentieth year),
it appears that the Newspapers and Peri-
odicals of all kinds issued in the United
States and Canada, now number 16,310,
showing a gain of 890 during the last 12
months and of 7,136 in 10 years.

The publishers of the Directory assert
that the impression that when the pro-
prietor of a newspaper undertakes to state
what has been his exact circulation, he
does not gemerally tell the truth is an
erroneous one; and they conspicuously
offer a reward of $100 for every instance
in their book for this year, where it can
be shown that the detailed report receiv-
ed from a publisher was untrue.

s
-

How to Save Money.

Always buy the best becaunse it is the
cheapest in the end, and not only Bur-
dock Blood Bitters the best medicine
known for all chronic diseases of the
Stomach, Kidneys, Liver and Blood, but
it is really the cheapest as it needs less
to cure and cures more quickly than any
other remedy. .

Cut jewels should never be wiped after
washing. Wash carefully with brush
and castile soapsuds; rinse and lay face
down deep into fine sawdust until dry;
boxwoed dust is best.

-

ol Thankfal.

Some time ago being very greatly
troubled with colds and coughing, I went
to the drug store aud got Hagyard’s Pec-
toral Balsam. In a short time I was
well. I have found it a sure cure and am
thankful that I used it, and now would
not be withoutit. E. A. Schaefer, Berlin,

t. J

For freckles, put a tablespoonful of | On

borax into a pint of hot water, and apply
it hot to the face; sponge the face for ten
miuutes and frequently repeat the pro-
Ccess.

Equal parts of ground mustard and flour
made into a paste with warm water, and
spread betweed two pieces of muslin,
forms the indispensable mustard plaster.

Pieces of cheese-cloth make the very

TR .,,ggst,kind.of, dusters. Hem the edges and

ave a Jarge enough supply so that one
pet can be washed each day.
. Inwateringplants put a little ammonia
into the watet-6nce a week.

Mixtures of two parts of glycerine, one
part ammonia and a little rose water
‘whiten and soften the hands.

To polish glate floors, use a smooth, flat
piece of pumice-stone,then polish with
rotten stone. Washing well with soap
and water is usually enough to keep the
slates clean, but by adopting the above
method, not only do the slates become
polished, but any stains are taken out.

R o e
A Sad Prospect. i ’/

How many weary broken down inva-
lids there are to whom life is burdensome
and whose prospeet is sad indeed. The
nervous debility and general weakness of
those afflicted with lingering disease is
Lest remedied by the invigorating and
restoring properties of B, B, B.

A little powdered borax put in the
water in which laces, muslins and lawns
are washed willimprove their appearance
greatly; use just as little soap as you
possibly can.

Prevailling Sickness.

Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sore Throat,
Inflammation and Congestions are most
g{revalent at this season of the year.

agyard’s Yellow Oil is the best external
remedy for all these and other troubles.

The combinations in spring costumes
coming from Paris are most charming.
Thus_old rose faille is combined with
mastic ladies cloth § pale blue wool with
embroidered stripes opens over a brenze-
green skirt of faille or meire. Embroid-

eries and galloo everything and
hg}p to har: ze apparently irreconcil
able tipés:

Sailor hats will be worn again this sea-
son, but will come with ligher crowns,
narrow brims and very simple bows of
ribbon as adornment. The spring bon-
nets will be trimmed almost exclusively
with flowers and many of the bonnets
will be composed entirely of small blos-
soms, with a few erect frills of lace to

give finish to the edges.

THE WHIRL OF TRADE. |

L o v
ABSALOM IVORY DISCUSSES SOME
THINGS HE SAW THIS WEEK.

Something About House Farnishing.

There is a young lady whose frequent

visits at our residence arouse asnspicion

that she has designs on young Absalom

that may disturb his peace. A great

many years ago I was very persistent in

my attentions to his mother, and when

she consented to become Mrs. Ivory, I

grew fairly wild. I have since learned,

that she was all the time scheming to

bring about that result, but she tells me

that the game was hardly worth the

powder. How our illusions are dissipa-

ted, one by one! As in the. hourglass of
time the sands fall downm, as the years

drop into their graves, we are all arowsed

to a consciousnesg that imperfection is

the heritage of the race, thatthe exercise

of mutual forbearance ig daily demanded,

and that he who looks for a good deal of
infirmity in his own heart and the hearts

of his neighbors will seldom look in vain.

Waslthere ever a rose without ablemish?

Was there ever a victory achieved with-

out pain? Was there ever a man who

reached the acme of happiness outside

the grave?

I reached home a few evening’s ago

somewhat earlier than my accustomed

hour and found the young lady, to whom

I have alluded, reading to Mrs. Ivory

who, 4s usual, was busy with her needles.

And this is what she read. ‘There were

seven rooms in the suite, and the apart-

ments were so irregularly disposed the

vision embraced but little more than one

at a time. To the right and left, in the

middle of each wall, a tall and narrow

gothic window looked out upon a closed

corridor which pursued the windings of
the suit. These windows were of stained
glass whose color varied in accordance
with the prevailing huelof the decorations
of the chamber intq which it opened.

That at the eastern gktremity was hung,
for example, in blue—and vividly blue"
were its windows. The second chamber
was purple in its ornaments and tapes-
tries, and here the panes were purple.

The third was green throughout and so
were the ornaments. The fourth was

furnished and lighted with orange—the

fifth white—the sixth with violet. The

seventh apartment was closely shrouded

with black velvet tapetries that hung all

over the ceilings and down the walls,
falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of
the same material and hue. It wasin this
apartment that there stood againstthe
western wall a gigantic clock of ebony.
Its pendulum swung to and fro with a
dull, heavy, monetonous clang; and when
the minute hand made the circuit of the
face, and the hour was to be stricken,
there came from thé brazen lungs of the
clock a sound that was clear, and loud,
and deep, and exceeding musical.”

“A good many years ago,” interrupted
Mrs. Ivory, “in furnishing our houses, we
had but little opportunity. to exercise a
correct taste. One bought his carpets,
curtains and furniture withlittle thought
as tohow they would harmonize with
each other; and in: consequence, the eye
was outraged at every turn. This was
due in a measure, to a lack of cultiva-
tion on our part, and no less to a lack of
cultivation on the part of the merchants.”

“But they are now blameless in' that
respect,” said the young lady, laying
down her book, and glancing at young
Absalom, who had been studying her
features - ever since I entered the room.
“I was through the_establishment of

MR. HAROLD GILBERT, ON KING ST.
with Mrs. Ivory, a fow days since, and if
one choose, ong could furnish her rooms
just like those I've been reading about,
without going a step farther.”

I lookcd at young Absalom, but was
unable to catch hiseye.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Ivory, “Mr. Gilbert
has a magnificent stock and he has ex-
ercised an excellent taste in itsselection.
We found the basement filled with
Scoten oilcloths and linoleums, some of
which are exquisitely beautiful and may
be cut to fit rooms of any shape or size.
But the first floor, reserved exclusively
for the display and sale of Wilton, Brus-
sele and Tapestry carpets, is by far the
most attractive. Of course, Mr. Gilbert
caters to the tastes of all classes, but the
most of his stock in this department is in
the subdued shades that are so fashion-
able, and with their borders, make up a
display never surpassed in this province.
The prices of carpets are said to be a
shade higher than they were last year,
but Mr. Gilbert assures me that the
quality considered, his goods have never
been sold at lower prices than at present.
The second flat is given to old time
Scotch wool carpets, which are of full
weight and fast colors, union carpets,
draperies, rugs, squares and cornice poles;
the third to parlor furniture, and the

fourth is occupied for sewing and uphol-
stering. Thus it will be seen that Mr.
Gilbert, in furnishing a house is able to
preserve the unities, everything harmon-
izing in every room fromgattic to base-
ment.” .

When our fair visitor left us she was
accompanied by young Absalom. It is
presumed that the subject of house fur-
nishing was further considered when
they were alone.

.'w Mi”‘\ Do
(Vb
‘--J~‘/_p{f.~mcvsﬁ’hf .

4»‘_}-

Pokes at the Big Fellow.

We don’t suppose that John L. Sullivan
is exactly lazy, but he is a slug-hard.—
[Lowell Courier.

Another “ism” has been added to the
Boston list. It is Muscularism and John
L. Sullivan is its papa.—[Rochester Post
Express.

What is the difference between a cock-
tail and John L. Sullivan’s right? Per-
haps one is an “eye-opener” and the other
an eye-closer.—[Boston Courier.

Prince William of Prussia says he fears
no man on earth. Somebody with faith
ought to offer to back him against Sulli-
van.—]Lowell Citizen.

John L. Sullivan is trying a London
boarding house. 'He'll come precious
near meeting his mat¢h when the butter
stands up in front of him.—[Yonkers
Gazette. . ;

A sporting paper, tb be edited by John
L Sulrl}ivnn, isptalked of in Boston. When
it is started the man who “wants to see
the man that wrote that piece” can be
accommodated.—[Lowell Courier.

Weep, weep for John !

His slugging days are o’er.
The honored champion

Is Sullivan no more.

To dust our hopes are brought,
We raise the wild boheo,

An Englishman he fought,
And met hir Waterloo.

Our John has had his day,
With laurel Mitchell,s erowned,
Roast beef, oh ! sad to say,
Our Boston beans has dewned.
—{Boston Budget.

.
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They Sting and Bite.

The hormet always manages to keep
his end up.—[Puck.

‘When an Englishman observes, “E’s a
stinger,” ’e knows whereof ’e speaks; for
e is the end of “a bee.”—[New Haven
News.

A bee journal advocates “wind-brakes”
for bee hives. It would be more sensible
to put a break upon the bee itself. —Phila-
delphia Call.

The cheapest way to get rid of cock-
roaches is to move out of the house. This
enables you to get rid of the landlord at
the same time.—[Detroit Free Press.

“The best monarch,” says a writer, “is
one who is felt everywhere without being
observed.” According to this recipe the
wicked flea would make a pretty good
sort of a king.—[Detroit Free Press.

A New York paper has intervied a
man in that city who makes a profession
of training fleas, and the man asserts
tat no flea lives to be over one year old.
Everything but the bedbug seems to die
young.—[Detroit Free Press.

Mrs. Wallace, wife of the author of
“Ben Hur,” has written a book called
“The Land of the Pueblos,” which J. B.
Alden will publish early in the spring.
General Wallace was Governor of New
Mexico before he became Minister to
Turkey.

Absolutely Pure.

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity
strength and wholesomeness. More economi
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in
competition with the multitude of low tes:, short
weight alum or phosphate powders. So’d 2nly in
eans. _RovaL BAkING PoWDER Lo., 106 Wall St.,
New York.

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

PULDUCK ELUOD

Unlocks allthe elog‘g.% avenues of the

Bowels, Kidneys Liver, .

ing off gradually without vge;kani:;rgo

system, all the impurities and foul

bumors of the nss at the same

time Correcting Acidity of the
, curing Biliousness, Dys+
: Digzin

Thos.Dean.

Beef, Pork, Lard,
Lamb,

Mutton,

Hams, Poultry,

Bacon, Game.

13,14 & 15CITY MARKET

SMITH’S MANUAL
—0F—

Engineers’Calculations

FOR SALE AT

MoMillan’s, Harrison’s, Barnes’ McArthur’s and
Watson’s Backstores.

PRICE, $3.00.

BOOKS AND STATIONERY

&
.

‘We are now showing full lines of

Bank Books, Envelopes, Writing Paper, Etc.

Also, a very large assortment of all the

LATEST BOOKS.
NEW YORK AND BOSTON DAILY PAPERS AND
MAGAZINES always in Stock.

All goods at lowest prices. Inspection invited.

D McARTHUR,

80 KING STREET.

NOW s e TIME

To Order SHOW CASES for Spring.

Y
LeB. ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN, N. B,

IS AGENT FOR

M. FROST & Co.s
CELEBRATED NICKEL CASES

Write or Call for Catalogue and Prices.
500 DOZEIN !
OUR KID CLOVE.

“TANT MIEUX.”

THIS GLOVE, is placed u%% our counters DIRECT from the manufactur-
ing tables of a GRENOBLE FREN KID GLOVE HOUSE, for which we ‘have
been appointed the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGENTS, and owing to its
EXTREME LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SOFTN and
ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an unparalleled hold both in EUROPE
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH US to the gt‘x(‘t))lic of ST. JOHN, at
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE ” GLOVE, whilst in repu-
tation it is rated with, and (in point of actual wearing value)1s allowed to b
EQUAL to any “TREFOUSSE” or other high class glove made.

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

Tri'(a %jr upon our guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
BREAK AWAY in the seams.

PRICE 64 CENTS.

FATRALL & SMITH, King Street, St. John, N. B,

AMERIGAN STEAM LAUNDRY

<

®-

The Subscribers Beg Leave to Inform tlixﬁ Public that, on or About Ap#il 1st, they
will open

A STEAM LAUNDRY

——AT—
Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street.

Fully equipped with the latest machinery and experienced help to turn out first-
class work. We would respectfully solicit a share of the patronage of the public.

GODSOE BROS,, Proprietors.

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON, *
(RON, STEEL 2 GENERALMETAL MERCHANT

AND

Manufacturer,
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's New Buildi

¥
Cor. Mill and Union:Streets.
WILILIAM GREIG. Manager.

JENNINGS’
BOOK STORHKE,

UNION STREET

Is the place to get everything in the STATIONERY AND
FANCY GOODS LINE cheapest.

Latest BOSTON PAPERS, Morning and Evening.

PRAYER BOOKS, ROSARIES, BIBLES, &c., &c.

D. J. JENNINGS, - - 167, Union Street.




